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Beyond Saturn's Gate

My story rises not from the intellect, but from the mythic imagination. I do not write to instruct, or to play mentor, nor less to entertain, but to seek resonance. I speak from the daemonic underground, my language is that of ritual, my truths symbolic. One cannot alter the forces at play beyond the gate of Saturn – the turns of fate, the tides of time – but one can, and should, seek always the most propitious alignment, lest we be crushed by them.
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Chapter One
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I'm looking at this lakefront retail palace. Empty for years, it stands like a hollow sentinel on the waterfront, its reflection shattered into impasto shards. The water lends glamour back to the place, blurs out its embarrassment so it becomes like a memory of former times – proxy for a song of glad-times, boom times, of swinging doors and ringing tills – times when the very air seemed perfumed with the mystique of opulence. 

When was that I wonder? 

Yes, I know it was an illusion – no measure of the spirit, how the money flows. In a more vital sense, we were as bankrupt then as we are now. It's just that now we've lost the pretence of our fancy clothes. And all that remains is this hollowed-out palace, while out there,  on the water, the swans dabble and the geese raise their young.

Curious. 

I may write a poem about it, because that's what poets do. And if I must call myself anything these days, 'poet' is as good a label as any. Poet. Writer. I could go over the top and call myself a mythopoetic metaphysician – if only to distance myself safely from the professional academics. But really, I'm a reinvention. Unlike this palace, I arrive in the end-times of the Western world, already changed. You're going to need to do that too. You need to forget who you were and work out who you're going to be in relation to what's coming next.

But don't worry - this isn't a polemic. I survived forty years in another life, claimed my pension and now I'm travelling light into my personal sunset. Meaning – that's what this is about. And why not? Sure, isn't 'meaning' the holy grail of every true born human being?

Or maybe instead you're one of those hoping this place will open again. But trust me, it's gone and it isn't coming back. Sad to say it's hard to see something coming when it happens slow - twenty years or more - and a dozen spin-doctors all promising you better times, and each more boastful than the last. 

Yet nothing changes. 

I don't blame you for being angry, for being scared, but you're looking for meaning in all the wrong places.

"You all right there, mate?"

Am I what? All right? Ah – security. I must be trespassing. There used to be a way through here, back in the day. It was perhaps permissive then. Not now. He's old school – overweight, polite. The new breed will come at you face-masked and shoving, ready with their zip-ties. 

"Yes, I'm all right. Sorry. We used to be able to walk through this bit."

"Not any more. Sorry."

He's sorry. I'm sorry. It doesn't matter if we mean it - saying it helps. Remember that. 

"It's a shame it's all closed down." 

I don't know if it's a shame or not - I'll work that one out in a poem, later. But for now it seems a harmless thing to say, something conversational. He might respond. He might not.

"Have to ask you to leave."

Not.

That's fine. It wasn't this place that brought me back to the old town anyway. It was one of those other paths. A dream. A poem. A vision of a crowded coffee shop. Lots of things come to me in dreams these days, and the difference between the self I was, and the self I am now is,... I follow them.

I thought it might be the cafe I used to bring the kids on Saturdays. But that's gone, as is the old bookshop where I got most of my reading. Well, the bookshop's still there, stock intact. But the doors have been locked for years, books in the window display gradually yellowing in the sun. I'd thought it might be broken into, but thieves go after supermarkets now. It is simply food we hunger for. Not ideas.  

Anyway, I am escorted over the polished tiles of the piazza. There was a fountain here, if memory serves. So, no – none of this is coming back, and yet the ghost of it warrants guards. I suppose, in America, they would be armed. But there is nothing here to steal, and even in its heyday, there was nothing I wanted from it anyway. I have only ever wanted time, and the fleet of foot to pursue every second. 

And now, reinvented as I am, I come to bear witness, and to leave a trail of breadcrumbs. 

Follow if it pleases you.

But for now let's find a cafe. Any old place will do. It's just that I feel that poem forming - opening lines, and the rhythm of it, the muse humming at the edge of perception. And the dream did speak of a poem, so I would not like to lose it.

Let me see,...

Lakefront retail palace

empty now for years,

stands sentinel on the waterfront,

its reflection shaken

to impasto shards of memory,

proxy for a song of better times.

When was that, I wonder?

When did those doors last swing

and the tills ring? And when was the air

perfumed with the confidence

and mystique of opulence?

It was a fallacy, I know,

no measure of the spirit

how the money flows.

We were bankrupt then,

as now, it's just that now we've lost

the illusion of our fancy clothes.

There’s just this lakefront retail palace

empty now for years,

and a few snatched bars of song,

once thinly sung, while out on the water

there, among those impasto shards,

swans dabble 

and the geese raise their young.

There. What do you think? Does that help clarify the run of my thoughts? Or am I just too obscure these days?

I might have submitted it once. There are still people who read poetry, and for the same reasons some of us write it. We are both in decline. You'd think I'd stand out, a lone man, writing longhand in a notebook, crowded cafe, hipster vibe. But I generally go by unseen. Everyone is either gazing into their phone, or tapping on a laptop, plugged into the cyber-world. Friends, you have become an ever elsewhere people, and the world around you, hollow as that retail shell. It is the modern way, I know, but look around. It isn't working.

Then, as I dot the I's and cross the T's, a glint of light catches my eye. There is a woman, opposite, hidden by a pillar. I do not see her fully. There is only the feel of her, and a ringed hand turning the pages of a paperback. Silver rings. Not gold. The light is flickering off them like a semaphore. I cannot see the title, or I would write it down, for books found like that are signs, if you can read them. I see the cover clearly though: a man setting camp in the foothills of a mountain wilderness. A stout tent - a Victorian storybook kind of thing.

Then the dream breaks open, and I know why I am here. It was not nostalgia for a lost world, though it helps to survey the ruins. The lone man is me, you see? I've been camped in foothills for a while, now, waiting for a dispatch. But this is not a meet-cute, not even a literary one. Still, I know I'll dream of her tonight, or some aspect inspired by the feeling tone of this moment. And what she has to say will matter, for that's how it is with unknown women, as they move within the dreams of men. Both the waking and the sleeping.

And all of this in response to a question asked long ago. A reminder too: be careful what you ask for, because then a path opens. And once you're on it, there's no going back.

So,... shall we?
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Chapter Two
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If I recall correctly, I shouted that question, shouted it into the teeth of a gale. There were brown shaggy hills and flecks of snow. And I was angry. Anger had powered me up the hill, and in a weather for which I was ill clothed. So I shivered, and I shouted. 

I thought I had found my treasure in a concrete and steel office block - this after a long apprenticeship, and years of college where I peaked out on partial derivatives, without having a clue what they were for. 

I liken all of that to a pirate's chest now, buried deep in a basement. I had evaded the dragon - for there are always dragons when it comes to treasure. But when I'd opened the chest I found it empty. And then the dragons began to circle, and breathed fire on me.

All cultures have their dragons. We ask ourselves what do they mean? I think chaos is the best word. They bring chaos. In our own time we see greed, corruption, cruelty, war, even engineered famines and genocides. And there is a trend towards seeding the ungovernability of nations. We grant these things fancy names, and complicated causes but, mythically speaking they are dragons, breathing fire.

And my own dragon burn? 

I could no longer sit through a meeting, or any of those corporate presentations without imagining I was going to faint, or that I could not breathe. I would knot myself up inside, and hang on for dear life. I became a cinder of my former self. The doctors had no solution, passed me fit, spoke in vague undertones of emotional stress, suggested pills.

It wasn't that I felt cheated. It was more looking to the bottom of that chest, seeing its emptiness, and knowing I'd been on the wrong path all along.

And my dreams?  They'd been telling me the same thing, whispering: what do you think you're doing, living like this?

Nine to five, I mean. 

It was not a tough job. It was just... hollow. But what choice does a man have if he aspires to the natural life - of love, relationship, children? How else is he to make his way other than by taking up the jobs his society offers, and for which he has an aptitude? 

Sure, some men walk away. They abandon their families, take up the nomadic life, become artists on the brink of destitution, and eventually madness, tormented by the chasm between their aspirations and the paradox of their persistent obscurity. 

That's one way for a man to be true to himself - if he can persevere. But you've got to reconcile yourself to the fact of shirking  your responsibilities - even recognising your worldly obligation towards others. For are they too not worthy of the best a life can grant them? And are you not the one they chose to aid them in attaining it?

So the question: "Is this it? Is this all you've got for me?" 

Who answers? Was it the wind? 

I don't know. It was something. A presence, the clear sense of an Other, if only as a target for my anger, when I was too cowardly to be angry at anyone else. And the answer? It came not as a voice, but more an eruption of the psyche - not right away, nothing so obvious as that. In the ways of the soul there is always room for doubt. 

It was some time later, the following summer perhaps, on another hill. A man alone, haunted by a craving for a deep intimacy the world seemed incapable of delivering. 

And then he was not there, or rather he was both there and everywhere he looked. His universe was transformed from one of material things, to something dreamlike. The universe was dreaming both itself and him. 

And it said: go on then, explain that, then.

Tell me, do you dream? 

I was a sporadic dreamer, until that day on the hill. Then I became a dreamer in earnest. And the poetry began. 

I make no claims for greatness. The journals never accepted so much as line from me. It was more that I adopted the poetic vision. Like that moment, just now, in the cafe - the half-seen woman, the silver rings, the book, the lone man camping? The material eye does not register such things. It does not read into them all the mysteries of the universe. It discards them as dross.

But even the poet must be careful, at least if they are wise, for there is much in dreams that tempts delusion. But the poet must at least ask the question - one the material man cannot conceive of, for the material man has forgotten how to dream.

I close the notebook, gaze around once more at all these elsewhere people, then make my move. Men like me, no longer young, we move unseen. I keep my eyes averted from the woman with the silver rings. I do not want to carry her likeness with me. Pray let the dreaming fill in the blanks, and saturate them with meaning. 

Notebook! Don't forget your notebook! 

Ah, thanks. I can be muddle headed at times. I would not like to lose any of my notebooks, though I rarely refer back to them. Nor need I fear embarrassment. They are written in a dense code. I suppose a state salaried cryptanalyst would make light work of them, but your average Joe? Not a chance. Secret, you see? That was the deal I made with the dreaming. 

Anyway, we'd best get back to the car before the ticket expires.

I drive a nice car. Does that surprise you? For a poet, I am not short of money. I stuck at the coal face, you see, but lay flat a little, for the most part - after that experience in the hills. And those neuroses? They dissolved. The poetry dissolved them. This way of thinking, this way of seeing, it healed me. 

It was another long apprenticeship, somewhat late in life. But I find myself now in the position of a poet sitting on a good pension, writing whatever he likes, while viewing the world through a lens most will find strange. 

I try to dress well, a little Victorian perhaps, but then again my age helps me carry it off - tweed jackets, waistcoats, and ties and such. And I live comfortably, contentedly alone, in near off-grid isolation, in the wilds of a county that is not renowned for its metaphysicians. 

Marriage? Yes, I mentioned marriage didn't I? 

She was a beautiful girl in her youth, a beautiful soul still, but her sense of life-service extends not much beyond the bounds of our adult children whom she still cossets, though they are both married, much to the chagrin of their wives. And then, of course, she has her parents.

As for me, I think she felt our contract expired, once the children had left home. And she was probably right. 

She lives with her parents, now. 

They nearing their century, settling into a deep, scowling neediness, starved of meaning, afraid of death. Though I suspect they will outlive her, as she panders to their insatiable needs. There is a story there of course - a deep myth at work, and impossible for her to escape. It is Hansel and Gretel: The parents who eat their children.  

I could not save her. The more I tried, the more the myth deepened. Her best chance was my opening a way for her to follow. As is yours. She chose not to take it.

That said, I love them all. They worry about me, I know, but they don't need me any more. Friends? Lovers? I have none to speak of. Once you have walked with the gods, you don't need people, only as warning triggers for the shadows that move inside of you. 

Like this young man here, pressing a leaflet on me. 

There is something cold in his eye, something thuggish in his bearing. There are elections coming up. He is one of the ethno-nationalists who look like winning power this time around, and I'm struggling with that. 

People are afraid to refuse the leaflet, and he senses it, enjoys it.

I thank him, politely, fold his leaflet upon itself to hide its offensiveness and drop it in a bin. 

In another version of reality, he is pulling out my fingernails, as punishment for something I wrote. I protest that I do not write politically. But that I claim any power higher than his is enough to condemn me. This is the dilemma all artists will  face in the future of the west, as it was in the history of the East. Me less so, because I do not publish. I remain a secret among these people. 

He lists those who are to blame for our decline, promises punishment. Of course the thing with authoritarians is they change the rules once they get in, then it's the devil of a job to get them out again. 

This should make no difference to me now, but it still triggers me, not because I think I can change it, but only that I find it difficult to let go. It has become a roadblock in the way, a chock-stone in the gully of my ascent. I suspect it's why I'm camped alone, in the foothills, waiting for a dispatch.

One has no choice under such circumstances.

You go for cover.

And you call upon protection.
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Chapter Three
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I am accompanied to the bank by a dark suited man. He has the demeanour of the so called deep state. I am come to draw out money but, after a long discussion, the bank manager asks what I will be using the money for? At this, the dark suited man loses his patience, pulls out a pistol and threatens the bank manager. He will have the money, and no one can question his authority.

Which of these men is on my side? 

If you are not a dreamer, not a visionary, the question will seem absurd. You believe dreams are cause by spicy pizza perhaps. You must have realised by now I am of a different opinion, that dreams offer another way of knowing, another way of seeing. It is a faculty we all possessed once, but have discarded it along the way, swapped our dreams for the cyber-world. 

I am of a middle ground, middle class, middle this, middle that, so I am generally trusting of institutions for they are peopled by individuals very much like myself. The bank manager is suspicious of the dark suited man, and worries I am under duress. He intuits I am about to be robbed of my life's worth. 

The scene jumps ahead, like a movie I am impatiently scrubbing my way through. The dark suited man is now the leader of a Yakuza gang, and is telling his elaborately tattooed acolytes I am going to be a problem. One of them suggests poison. Another scrub through and I am a softer version of my self, fuller of figure, floppy haired, cherubic. I am sweeping clean a chamber in a high place, a cabin of sorts. There is an aperture in the floor, like a deep well, it drops all the way to a giddy infinity, and from which there is no return.

Then I am wrestling with the dark suited man. What chance do I stand against the deep state, soft as I am? But by sheer fluke I upend him, tip him down the hole. It is a pyrrhic victory though because as he goes, he manages to reach out and jab my foot with a needle. I am poisoned. Scrub again, and I am rendered immobile without my legs. A woman screams.

When I wake there is no mark on my foot, but I feel the pin-prick all the same. 

A wise dreamer  goes for shelter after that. Which is why, as I drive home from town, minding the speed limit, and enjoying the smoothness of my ride, I am also that lone man camping in remote foothills. Your enemies have to work hard to spring a surprise on you from there. The dreaming does not stop, just because we are awake. 

The dark suited man might be one of the many shadow elements of the dream world, an aspect of myself yet to be overcome - a vestige of ego, bouncing from the authoritarian vibes that are settling across the world just now. Or he could be something darker, something autonomous and disruptive from the deep psyche we all share, and the poison worries me. 

It is not the onset of physical illness I fear - though we are all at risk of that, more so as we age. No it's an illness of the psyche, something that renders me immobile, and an inner disfigurement that's bad enough to make the woman scream - and she's seen the worst of things, believe me. There was something innocent about that version of me. And our innocence is not a thing we should like ever to lose. In innocence we blunder close to both danger and revelation, places the wise might fear to tread.

So we take our tent and our supplies high up into the hills. We trace a circle wide and place river-smoothed stones of a pink veined quartzite at the cardinal points. Where did you get those, you ask? This is imagination of course, so we can do what we like. It does not have to make a rational kind of sense. It only needs to be symbolically consistent. 

We pitch our tent in the middle of the circle. If you are of the Wiccan creed, you will understand what I mean by this. The cunning men and women of older times will also nod in understanding. For good measure I borrow too from those great teachers of dreaming, in the Tibetan tradition: seven girls, heavily cloaked in Phoenician purple, silver breastplates and curved swords. Before I sleep each night, five of them circle, as the darkness falls. Another lends me her lap for a pillow, guards me under the arch of her sword, sharp edge outward, while the remaining girl opens the book of dreams, and reads.

I have not been troubled by the dark-suited man since, and I feel I am cured of the poison, that my vision is returning, and my innocence. But it's lonely up on this hill, and the dreams, such as they are have been thin of late. Shadow struggles are like the nigredo of an alchemical transformation, a tumbling back to smut and ash beginnings, but there is always a return to the albedo when the lapis, the prime material of the psyche takes on once more the shine of something precious. But I find this transition is always presaged by the unknown woman.

The woman with the silver rings? Silver for the moon, for the dark night of the soul, not the sun and the blistering light of consciousness.

I know she's seen me. I have had her answer. She's coming, and I need to be ready. 
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Chapter Four
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I am exploring tunnels, deep underground. We are beneath a river valley in the Lancashire countryside where I grew up - sense of origins and ancestry. Water drips through from fissures above. There is a rich scent of earth. Something recreational about the route. Many have walked this way before. I encounter others returning who tell me the caverns are flooded up ahead with no way to pass. I ask them if they can tell me where the tunnel goes to. They look surprised, as if I should know, and tell me it comes out at Sommerton. 

At this point I wake and lie still, the name Sommerton echoing, not known to me yet somehow familiar. But the dream is not done with me and, as I drift again, I find myself trying another path through the tunnels, searching for a way through, past the blockages, to Sommerton.

But now, there is also a dream-fear of losing my way, at which point my art teacher from long ago appears - my dear Miss Whittingstall. I don't recall ever dreaming of her before, not in fifty years. Oh, but she was a beauty, and all the boys were in love with her. She did not care for my art, and I so longed to impress her. But I was too closed up, too technical with my lines, and I realise now, with the hindsight of long years, she wanted me to loosen, to become more openly expressive. Whenever I tried, it just looked a mess and I felt I did not do well at art, that art had rejected me.

But here she is now in my dream. She wears a blue fluffy jacket, tight blue jeans - very seventies, and an immaculate bob haircut. Milk pale skin, reddish hair and freckles. She does not say anything, just looks at me like she used to do in those art classes - something I could not read, enigmatic, inscrutable. 

She walks through an ornate archway I had not noticed before and I follow, ascending a staircase which pops out into a cafe. There is an artisanal feel to it  - home baked wares, the scent of cakes and bread, and blue-aproned ladies serving food, welcoming,... Sommerton!  

Blue,... blue ocean, blue sky, blue clothing,... symbols of deep wisdom. My dear Miss Whittingstall. The dream leaves me startled on many levels. I purchase art materials, fear at first to make a mess on the virgin page. Intuition tells me the message of the dream is to let go of the idea I am to make a masterpiece at the first attempt, that I should simply express myself. Colours abound. There is a mix of energy and tranquility. And mess. 

And I relocate myself, for shall I not find all the nourishment and nurturing my spirit needs, at Sommerton? Yes,... be warned, dreams are rarely literal, but I'm curious. I had not heard of Sommerton before. It sounded like a place way down south somewhere, but it turned out to be only a few hour's drive away - a village in the Yorkshire Dales. I must have passed it by a hundred times on other journeys, and not suspected it was there.

So I drove out that way, and coming down to the village the first time, there was a pall of white mist, spilling from the fells, swallowing a fine day, adding an air of mystery and chill. The sun and the warmth returned as I drove the main street. It looked like a place lost in time, indeed one of those time-slip places people go. They spend the night there in comfortable surroundings, eat sleep, keep merry company with rustic locals. But when they try to find the place again, it turns out never to have existed. Yes, Sommerton feels like that. But I have been in and out of it many times now, and it seems a fixture, at least in my own reality. I cannot speak for anyone else's. 

I found a property. Small, off grid - more of a holiday cottage - outlier to a running down farm. My wife and I were at the drifting apart stage by then. She was magnificent - why not sell our place? She would move in with her parents, then come join me when they were gone. We both knew this would not happen, but we brave faced it rather than spell out the terms of the mutual breaking of our contract. We intuited it would happen more organically, and be less painful that way. 

The children are not so sanguine. Indeed I suspect they are appalled I should so distance myself from them, from what they see as life. But I rarely saw them anyway by then, and had begun to  feel more like an antique they’d inherited - dignified, but obsolete - and which they didn't know what to do with any more. Then of course there's the fact I am becoming strange, risking embarrassment among cool friends and partners - not that anyone attempts to engage me on my interests. They sense the danger in me perhaps, and steer clear.

So what do you do with yourself in retirement? Are you not bored yet?

Oh,... I am a mythopoetic metaphysician. I live magically. I have dropped out, tuned in to my dreams.

The cottage is in need of work, but entirely functional, a little remote, along a bumpy farm track, but quite pretty when you get there. Family have visited, stayed weekends, in the first flush of its novelty, but less so as time passed. I think they felt uncomfortable at the unwrapping of my self into this other place. My re-invention turned me from father into man, let alone this thing was always inside of me. Only here, now, I grant it head. And then there is the unease of you moderns, that to set aside one's devices, to begin to live magically is also to lose one's mind. 

I have counter-argued gently, that to live magically is to re-balance the mind, and to open the door to meaning. And the counter-counter argument comes back: but what if I should fall? To which there is no answer, for we shall all fall, eventually.

So anyway, it is to Sommerton I am returning, a long drive from the old town, its vacant retail palace and other hollow memories. Oh, I know, behind these timeless stone facades along the main street, all these pretty shop-awnings,... the bakers, the bookshop, and the Ploughman's Rest, and the little community hall, there lurks still a largely elsewhere people, faces in their phones, mesmerised by their swirls of media, but less so here. Here there is as yet the sense of a disaster that might yet be averted,  while in the world beyond that pall of mist, the clock is already striking midnight.

What we have here then? We have electricity from solar panels, and battery storage. We have gas from a tank, I must remember to have filled periodically. Even the septic tank generates energy by a process of fermentation, I'm told. The locals I have spoken to say my predecessor was a man of very green credentials, technically brilliant, but somewhat casual as regards the actual fabric of the house, its basic integrity. And once all the technicalities were solved, he fell into a state of boredom and moved on to something else.

I hope I've added something of my own - some renovation, and books. Books always render a place more liveable, I think, and my wife was glad to be rid of them. There was of course an atmosphere, a lingering of something manic I imagined left over from the psychical ruminations of my materially brilliant predecessor. I consulted a local expert who assured me they were not malign, and ought to be obligingly easy to chase out by sonic means, which I achieved myself by liberal use of a Tibetan singing bowl. And in the gardens I made copious plantings of lavender and rose. It's rare I feel uncomfortable here. Rare I feel the dark-suited shadow man stalking.

Of artwork, I am replacing the tired old prints of Victorian landscape with artwork of my own - explosions of untidy colour for the most part. But there did emerge one night a curiously emotive portrait of Miss Whittingstall - blue jeans, fluffy jacket and all, rendered soft in pastel. I have her on the mantel where I place the other bits and bobs I pick up when out walking - the pretty fir cones, fancy snail-shells and the like. 

She seems full of the longing after past loves, mostly unrequited, but a phenomenon of great power all the same. She was probably in her early twenties when I last saw her. She'll be in her seventies now, but the power remains because it did not come from her. It came from within me. It comes from the soul partner we are severed from at birth and from whom we spend all our lives seeking reunion.

Still, I mark her for now as a worthy vessel for every love I've ever loved, up close or from afar, and every woman known or unknown who came to me in dreams, and who heralded that slow circling from nigredo to albedo. And of course the woman with the silver rings, an entity of great power, come with dispatches to my lone camp. As the west slips back into the stage of ash and slag, I am determined not to follow it.

It's late evening when I return, then, the last weeks of May, now, and a long dry spell. The air is dense with pollen from the wild flowers of the upland hay-meadows, and the long hedgerows - oilseed strays, clusters of yellow and the pale ghosts of bluebells as they fade. And there are long shadows running in a liquid amber light as the last rays of the sun crest the fell-tops. My dreams were right about Sommerton, there is much here by way of nourishment. And no man who dreams as I do need ever feel alone. 
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Chapter Five
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A dust dry morning. I walk the upland hay meadows from the cottage, back to Sommerton. It is a long, slow pleasure of a walk. A deep sleep, and I feel rested. A curlew is calling from the fells - that low burbling cry a haunting from the deep past. Lapwings pipe shrill and wheel in ragged dance. Only thin dreams last night, sporadic fragments remain and somewhat disappointing. I wonder if sometimes the girls are holding too tight a guard over me, yet so troubling was that dream of the dark-suited man, I'm loathe to ask them to lighten up. 

Sleep fades to a moment of confusion, as I decide which reality I have arrived in. Then the memory is searched for the dream before it has a chance to slip away. This is their mystery, that they yield so intense an experience, yet bypass the normal faculty of memory, unless we make an effort to hold on to them. It's no wonder so many of my fellows claim they do not dream at all.

I liken it to teasing them up like glittering fish on a line, the one after the other. We commit each to memory, write them down, honour them, then set them back gently into the dark waters of the unconscious mind, and let them go. Of course there is also a danger in trying too hard in this. Dreams have their own pace, keep different modes of time.

A beautiful morning. Indeed, it's a wonder it does not trigger a mystical experience. But I suspect they're a one time thing, and plenty for us to be getting on with - still so many questions unanswered even after all this time. Time,... I hear the clock of the parish church strike ten. The sound of an older England. It carries softly up the dale. And then an image comes to me of a department store, Art-Deco style, polished parquet floors. The dream,... fragments of the dream are surfacing. 

It's empty, like the retail palace from yesterday. It has the feel of the nineteen sixties, when I was a child, perhaps holding my mother's hand. And then an old Rolls Royce, of a similar vintage. It's waiting as I come up to the cottage of an evening - a Silver Cloud in black, drinking down the gathering dusk. Just the silvery chrome of its headlights like reflected moonlight. And a grey man in uniform, stock still, waiting, hands folded as if in respect for the dead. He opens the door, chariot of the well-to-do, of morning suits and ladies in Ascot hats,...

Silver like the rings on her fingers. Silver for the moon. And the grey man - the watcher, aspect of the archetype of the Self. It was an invitation to journey - but where to? There is of a sudden the feel of something numinous about it, and I wonder how I could have let it slip through my fingers. I take out the notebook, lean upon a gate - a startled hare bolts away, symbol of fertility. I jot it all down, pause there a while, trying to tease more from memory, but no,... that's all I'm getting.

So we come down from the meadows trailing pollen on our trouser cuffs. Sommerton is such a small place, but carries this morning the feel of somewhere much bigger, after the silence of the wilds. There is so much more room to dream here yet, like me, the place is wide awake now. 

We make for Wendy's tea room on main street. Some passing tourists have already taken the attractive pavement tables. "Wendy" is a jovial man of Italian extraction. He inherited the name from the previous owner, also the tradition of English breakfasts, and afternoon teas. Normally we exchange a friendly word, but the cafe is busy, so I find a corner table and sit down with my fragments of dreams.

They are mostly strangers this morning. There is a small, private holiday park, to the south of the village, now. I sense something of the holiday mood about the clientele. Just a few familiar faces. In the opposite corner, by the window, there is old Joe - or at least this is what I call him. He sits alone with a pot of tea and plays himself at chess, both sides of the board, his gaze caught up now and then in the world passing by. There is an air of something tragic, something lost about him, and he interests me, but he does not invite conversation. 

There is Wendy of course - real name Anton - and his girls, eye wateringly short skirts, as they weave and swerve to serve us. And then, just coming in there is the new curate of Saint Andrews, the Reverend Amanda Beckinsdale, or Mandibeck, as I have secretly christened her. Middle forties, I would say, trim and too good looking for a priestess. She is pale of skin, freckled cheeks and red hair. Naturally, she reminds me of my dear Miss Whittingstall, though she wears her hair long and loose like flames all the way down her back. 

She has taken her coffee from the counter, looks around now for somewhere to sit. The only free chairs are at my table. I do not know her to speak to  but we share a glance, and she slides in as if we are already old friends, or at least fellow strangers only lately come to Sommerton.

"Thanks," she says.

Blue trouser suit. Clerical collar. She creates a quiet stir, attracts a different response from the men as from the women. I suspect the same in her sermons, though I have not partaken. I do not mind the priesthood, though we parted company when I was a child and have never reconciled - at least not metaphysically. 

"Don't let me put you off," she says.

"Hmm?"

"Your breakfast."

"Oh,..."  

Humour.  She senses the impact of her robes of office. But does she regret their disturbance, or enjoy it? I hope she's not the chatty type. 

"I'm Amanda," she says. 

"Richard." 

We shake. Firm hand for a woman, and for one who looks so sleight. Blue suit, blue for wisdom, for the unconscious realms of course. Symbols are everywhere if you are in tune with them. She does not wear rings. No gold. No silver. Seems not a part of my story at all, though I have sometimes wondered. 

Is that a twinkle over her coffee-cup? I do not mind the Reverend Mandibeck. I might once even have projected the muse upon her. Thank heavens those days are over. 

She casts a glance across the room to old Joe. "Poor Frank," she says. "Do you play chess? You look like a man who would play chess?"

"Em,... well,..." 

What does a man look like, a man who might play chess? But she's right. I do, or once did play chess. I taught my boys, as my father taught me. But I am no player.

"You could perhaps offer him a game sometime. He looks lonely."

I might have told her not all men on their own are lonely, but that would have been a warning shot and impolite, and I suspect actually Joe/Frank is lonely. Still I'm defensive. "He doesn't look like he'd welcome conversation."

She smiles at that. "Well, neither do you, but it didn't stop me." 

Ah, charming. And there's that twinkle again. She is hard not to like. There seems something almost daemonic about her, yet something unfocussed too - a confusion of archetypes. Am I misled by the clerical collar, that she is not after all a priestess, but more simply a nurturing spirit, and something of a trickster of course - something of Mercurius.

"His wife died," she goes on. "Daughter moved in with him."

Why is she telling me this? I am polite and respectful to the denizens of Sommerton, but I will always be a stranger here, and trusting my aloofness is similarly respected. I am, after all,  not of their blood. I do not want their stories. I have enough to do exploring and understanding my own.

"Then came the boyfriend." She wrinkles her nose, feigns distaste.

Yes, something unsettling about the encounter with the Reverend Mandibeck - not that she isn't pleasant, even shall we say quirkily attractive. Ordinarily, a man might even rush to win her favour, but I am in a phase of disentangling from the human race. It is not an endearing  trait, I know. It's just my way, and I mean no harm. 

I take my leave of her as soon as I feel it is polite to do so, and make my way outside. I'm thinking I have left her with coffee, but now find her at my elbow. There is something discordant about her, to say nothing of tenacious. She feels disconnected from my path, no resonance, no inherent meaning - the confusion of her faith, and this morning her seeming sudden daemonic over-familiarity.

"Sorry if I spoiled your quiet breakfast. I'm too chatty, I know."

"Not at all."

"Let me make it up to you,..."

Hmm. That sounds like a trap, but I'm no longer listening. A car sweeps by, silent, spectral. A Rolls Royce Silver Cloud, fifties vintage. There aren't many cars like that around any more. It's the same one from the dream, complete with grey man at the wheel, something anachronistic about it. 

What? Have you never dreamed something that later shows up? Don't worry. These things can always be explained away as mere coincidence. 
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Chapter Six
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A silver cloud, a spirit, a journey. Seen twice, once in the dream and then again on a beautiful sunny morning, and the events are like brackets around an encounter which, the more I think on it, the more it seems daemonic. Of course a black Rolls Royce has the aura of something funereal about it, but that was not the feeling tone of the dream, which spoke more of old England, and the anachronisms of class, of something falling away, and then an invitation.

And the Reverend Mandibeck has challenged me to play chess with a lonely man, and with an overture that he is somewhat oppressed. I cannot keep calling her that - it seems disrespectful now that I have met her, now that she has reached out and touched me. Very well, let us call her Amanda. But she is a priestess, remember, so once again I swerve the meet-cute. We must respect her path. She is reading from a different dream book to mine. Yes, I know, both are fingers pointing at the moon, but in life – this life at least – there can be no reconciliation.

Daemon?  It is something arising from the vast informational field of the universe, but not itself alive. They are like the wind moving through the hay meadows: invisible, but lending shape to reality. Only through us do they live, through our dreams, our passions. And they present choices. To dream ahead of time can be misread as meaning we have no free will. For if I have pre-dreamed the Silver Cloud, I was already bound to meet it. I think this is true of those who do not follow the path. Their life is a single line through time and space. Only those who dream get to choose, or rather to participate, in the shaping of their future.
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