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  WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT




  THE DREAMER IN THE DREAM




  The creative union of artist and author, Jane Adams, and philosopher, Alan Jacobs, has produced an exquisite collection of short stories that are quite simply spellbinding. Examining profound truths through the art of charming and beguiling storytelling, they have composed a beautiful and utterly unique compendium of eccentric tales that may be enjoyed by both children and adults alike. A sheer delight!


Paula Marvelly, author of Women of Wisdom, Teachers of the One




  O-Books, the publishers of The Dreamer in the Dream, set out to produce works that challenge the academic and public norm. This text evokes that strange Alice in Wonderland world that many people live in, in their day and night dreams, except here the implication is that it is not one of fantasy, but the frontier between external and internal reality, which gives access to what is really true to the Self.




  Zev ben Shimon Halevi, Kabbalah Society
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  Preface




  The ideas for this collection of esoteric short stories were first jotted down in the early 1990s. This gives them an old fashioned, timeless and rather tongue in cheek flavour, similar to a children’s story book.




  On finding their raw material in one of Alan Jacobs’ notebooks, I felt inspired to work on them myself, which he ageed to. In due course, a couple of tales by Alan’s children Graham Jacobs and Dr Laura Jacobs (which he had told them when they were small) were added to the collection, giving it a “family flavour”. The collaboration includes many spiritual influences, particularly from Gurdjieff-Ouspensky, the late Douglas Harding, J.Krishnamurti and a blend of wisdom from the esoteric east and west. Alan’s love of poetry is highlighted in Perceval Marlowe goes to a Poetry Class. The idea here, is that the creative principles which inspire our life and all interior work, come to life in the vessels of ancient harmony with nature. The progressive force from within the roots, is a living paradox. In The Kettle, a political situation recurs, whose cast has become archetypal. The tales sometimes work as an oracle. The central story, the Dreamer within the Dream, is an essay on death, the after-life and rebirth. It is based on Ouspensky’s theme of recurrence, but contains food for thought in any dimension.




  The rather baroque style in parts, is deliberate. As we are all young at heart, in approaching the Greater Mysteries, situations of innocence collide with worldly old saws. Each tale explores in different situations, often humorous, a paradoxical edge where the inner and outer life is about to transform.




  An imaginative short story may sometimes crack open a hidden kernel which study and meditation cannot by themselves, quite reach.




  The book is illustrated by some of my esoteric drawings, including those influenced by the late Douglas Harding - see Space for the World to Happen in, p.67.




  Jane Adams




  February 2011, London
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  Biographical Notes




  JANE ADAMS, born in 1949, is a student of the Tree of Life, Alchemy and Astrology in the western esoteric tradition. She integrated this with her studies in Indian Advaita. Jane began drawing, painting, and writing stories from a very early age. These are her creative tools for the spiritual quest. For many years she was a portrait painter, her commissions include one of Princess Alice of Gloucester, which hangs in the Royal Academy of Music. Jane is now at work on a gallery of portraits of friends and benefactors of the charity Human Rights Aid, as well as preparing collections of her poetry for publication. Additionally, The Sacred India Tarot by Rohit Arya and Jane Adams, is due for publication in 2011, by Group Impressions in Mumbai. This other project, bridging eastern and western esotericism, includes her 78 paintings of the Tarot Arcana, powerfully expressed through Indian spiritual archetypes. Jane lives in West Hampstead, London, near her daughter Marisa.




  ALAN JACOBS, born in 1929, has made a lifelong study of mysticism, and is Chairman of the Ramana Maharshi Foundation UK. He is a regularly published author and poet, and an accomplished anthologist. He compiled the highly acclaimed Poetry of the Spirit, and assembled and edited The Essential Gnostic Gospels, Native American Wisdom, Tales from Rumi, and the beautiful poetic translation of The Upanishads in the ‘Sacred Texts’ series.




  Jane and Alan were married for ten years, during which the first of Alan’s anthologies, Poetry of the Spirit, was published. They continue as friends, to inspire and help each other creatively. The collection includes two “cautionary tales” by Alan’s children Graham and Laura from his first marriage. GRAHAM JACOBS is a senior partner at St James Place partnership Wealth Management. Dr LAURA JACOBS Bsc. M.A., PhD., specializes in John Milton studies.
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  The Book of Bennett




  ADRIAN BENNETT had an appointment with his tailor. During his morning shave he reflected, as was often his wont, upon the character of this long and interesting lifetime which he was so deeply enjoying, and upon the existence of “he” who appears (in the mirror) to be the principal actor.




  Who is Adrian?




  “His charm and rich anecdotal conversation endear him to all his friends, for his long career in the Diplomatic Service took him to all parts of the globe. The many difficult challenges and tests which he has met - too numerous to recount, for the memories of a man of seventy would fill too many volumes - have exhilarated him. Sometimes when in ironic mode, he coins to himself the phrase: ‘this task of Shakespeare no jacket holds’.”




  What indeed, off-the-peg, bespoke or hardback deluxe, could cover the untold verse within each volume?




  At this point, Adrian smiled at his reflection as he grimaced to scrape an oblong of pine-scented soap from his upper lip (he had old-fashioned habits). He would, as always, shrug his shoulders gracefully into the fitting as given; he admitted with the humility born of many errors, that no title or endpaper can “suit” so great a Work.




  “As in the life of everyman,” (so continued the narrative process of Adrian Bennett as was customary during his waking hours) “he contains within the appearance of himself, a novel much stranger than fiction. There have been relationships intimate, professional, and broken. There have been humour and blame, and the making and losing of money. He has built his house in many homes, and repeatedly witnessed birth and bereavement in the great drama of family life - re-negotiating currency in sex, marriage and power. He and those who know him, played the field. They, like young stallions, were turned out to grass to sniff the wind and detect that delectable mare ‘the intuitive hunch’ in international tensions. They have known worldly success, public acclamation and utter failure. The overall balance of Bennett’s Knighthood, hovering between red and black, is emerging generally as ‘earthy grey’.”




  Yes, the same old fascinating story. What of it all?




  Adrian dipped his razor into the basin, shook it vigorously in the veiled water and let it sink, as he removed his eyes from his reflection. He began again to think about the very secret book which lies locked in a box inside his Safe. This, for ‘Now’, was far more interesting. Over many long years he has been writing it, really writing it, but who has ever seen it? The awakening of the book is warm within him. Leaving his face half finished, he turned, paced along the dim corridor, entered his library and turned on the light - for it was still dark - to investigate. The library in the heart of his house is his inner sanctum.




  * * *




  There, later that same day, we find him again. A warm bright fire in the grate is well established, fed from a basket of apple wood he chopped himself. Upon white ash in the cleansing spirit of fire, are interwoven myriad patterns of incarnation. So a watcher may gaze into the embers and see, in fragile castles of carbon before it falls to ash, whole histories. Poised in translation, immobile, are chunks of dark wood warmed right through and about to fly.




  A dreamer is a traveller right on the spot, with his or her ear to the ground. The box in the wall behind one of the tall bookcases stood open; the pages of Adrian’s manuscript lay scattered over the hearth-rug near the fire, and Adrian himself on his knees crouched, was reading them.




  The hall-mark of the inner aristocrat is borne by one who knows that no garment designed by man can truly attire him. And so he consents to shrug lean shoulders gracefully into the ‘fit’ provided. Here lies the secret of his attitude to grace: detachment. Carrying the cross of his appearances with elegance and discrimination, such a man wears the intimate contour of his body as he wears his clothes, his house and coat of arms, with a delicate casualness, like an old slipper. His tailor measures and cuts to allow for ‘give’ to all seasons, and the chosen fabric tends towards well-worn natural hues of earth, stone, sea and a touch of aubretia. The wearer effortlessly emanates ‘style’ in the faded and untidy grandeur of his home, his gongs, disappointments and accoutrements. Those who behold him, and think his fragrance stems from wealth and landed privilege, do not know it is the fruit of his suffering. The innate quality of spiritual aristocracy, a passionate inward dispassion, bears title to the chequered deeds of many a bandit, and many a birth.




  Such is the double life of Adrian Bennett GCMG, of the Most Distinguished Order of St Michael and St George. None know of the book within him, that has no covers. To society he offers the smooth shaven cheek of wit and worldly affairs, and to his own self - wincing at the deceptions from which he has learned, and continues to learn - a deep study of his own life and that of others: the art of contemplation. For longer than he can remember, he was committed to his silent faculty to observe. As a child he spoke little, but learned to play ball and to use his fists accurately with his peers; his public schooling knocked parts of him ‘into shape’. Unlike most however, he never lost his curiosity. He learned by painful force of circumstance, to keep the diamond concealed. What was he really alive for? He would say to himself - to ‘crack the nut’ of humanity, his own. And so for him the noble motto of his Order: AUSPICIUM MELIORIS AEVI - Token of a better age - has never been a mere decoration.




  Adrian’s library reflects his double tendency. On the left of the room as you go in, the shelves carry handsome editions of the world’s fiction old and new - at one, time he was a collector - a vintage Encyclopaedia Britannica, a thoughtful conference of philosophy, logic and psychology, and some beautifully illustrated gazetteers, maps and accounts of travel and exploration. Here also reside thought-provoking dramatists, poets and anthologies of art and architecture.




  But to the right of the room a motley collection is found. Political history and debate rub shoulders with Philo of Alexandria and Greek mythology … quantum physics and astronomy with Plotinus and other sages ancient and modern … yoga manuals with Kepler’s Harmonice Mundi; and books on gardening, with Buddhism. Here also, many curious esoteric volumes, mostly hidden in unidentifiable patterned covers, nestle arcanely with the battered works of Dante, Spenser, Tennyson, Shelley, Browning, and some obscure Romantics. When these crowded shelves are drawn a little out into the room on castors, they give access to Bennet’s Safe where the manuscript is stored. The shelf which normally conceals it, betrays an unexpected interest in Russian music, and in dervish forms of Islamic dance.




  Most who enter Adrian’s library find this hybrid array bewildering and do not pause to investigate it, preferring to stroll along the more familiar terrain to the left. So they are not aware that good old Adrian has collected occult wisdom over more years than any of them can remember, and that like a bee he distils a star-born nectar from many a mystic and seer. They simply enjoy the flavour of his port.




  Adrian’s book is the fruit of his study of sages and of himself. Carefully it is composed, and as carefully completed as far as it can go; each page attests to another day, another life of his inner being ... ‘now’.




  Now once again, Adrian bent over it, reflecting on his dilemma. “Shall I let this be read? Can my mite solve, or open to the world the Greater Mysteries? Would my contribution at this time of desperate emergency, be stillborn?” He fell yet again to wondering, “what is my knowledge anyway? Who can tell anyone else this thing as unseparate as the air I breathe and as impossible to grasp? Why, here it is all along, here it is, and only ‘I’ can find out.” He got up stiffly to put another log on the fire and sat down again to thumb the beloved pages. His attention wandered somewhat, for it had been a long and concentrated day, apart from the visit to his tailor, and he was tired. The double life is a lonely one, but the heart beats in both chambers interdependently.




  Yesterday he spent the evening with a colleague and old friend whose London pied à terre was a penthouse flat in the Barbican. After dining on delicate personal interests in their respective countries - for both men were trained to monitor psychological stress at summit level - he took his coffee and Armagnac, and went through one of the great picture-windows onto the wraparound balcony, to gaze down into the russet honeycombed space of the region by night. Illumined bridges and stairwells raised a net of covered walkways to the second storey podium, and linked a grid of towers and terraces with many eyes and many arches, to the central humming pulse of the concert hall and cinema complex, and to the incongruously soft grey stone of St Giles Church. Adrian had noticed on his way to the tower, that in the church they were performing that night, the Song of Songs set by the contemporary French composer Daniel-Lesur. He could just hear the splashing rain of fountains far below in the large rectangular ponds - or ‘tanks’ as he himself christened them, having travelled in India. He heard also in his mind, the footfalls of concert goers along the smooth geometrically paved galleries, and the festive voices of diners in the bright-lit brasserie.




  He rolled the brandy round his tongue, and watched the destinies of tiny match-stick figures in this city within a city. From his elevated view, their motions seemed mechanical like pieces in a game, yet strangely confluent. Is his ‘solace’ of any use? Does not that same solace toil within those Lowry souls daily, producing and diluting seed, until it is taken neat? Few might brighten to the interior medicine, and they already know it for themselves; for most, who grasp the perverted form, it would depress and even destroy their lives.




  Do they “want” it indeed? Is it not within them already?




  In the quiet of his library Adrian gathered together the pages of his manuscript in one hand, and glanced at some statements, opened at random ...




  “There is,” he read “an imaginary free will - to roam and to range and to form pictures of its own accord upon the screen which supports it ... magical cinematic, cyber space, made possible by light through projection ... molecular cohesion makes it possible to live ... the consequence of a man’s action is ordained according to the reverberation of his previous action in other births, and to the Master whose composition he cannot know ...




  “I am an instrument. I am free to be His instrument willingly! My freedom? My gesture turns at a right angle to what they told me ... My life evolves in a way that is perpendicular to the livelihood I was conditioned to ‘imagine’, and therefore I am revolutionary.




  “Evolution submits; submission is Allah!




  “I am the picture in a given frame. What other can I be? Who else am I? I act AS IF the conscious will is mine.




  “Whose kiss awoke my sleep? ... I receive the intimate co-ordinance, as that One.”




  Pausing, Adrian looked up and gazed into the warm heart of the fire as into the sky. Some words came to him from the Rubaiyat of Omar Khayam, beloved since his boyhood:




  “For in and out, above, about, below


  ‘Tis nothing but a Magic Shadow-show


  Play’d in a box whose Candle is the Sun


  Round which we Phantom Figures come and go.”




  A strange shock of warmth seized him. It seemed to reach for him from beyond the core, the stem of his conception. He found himself asking “Pieces of paper? black-letter? who am I, then? if music be the food of Love, play on!” He read further in the manuscript:




  “The higher Power is an inscrutable, collective, evolutionary purpose ... to bring the divine spark in everyman over innumerable lifetimes in different spheres of existence, back to his and her Source, as in the Sun.”




  At that moment, Adrian ceased to read and ponder, but stood straight and tall. Some state described to him by a former teacher, entered him:




  “When the Soul is saturated with light, Lightning strikes. ‘S/he’ quantum-leaps the Interval of the universe, and is no more separate. This semi-tone in a musical interval raises a third to a fourth, and a seventh to the octave resonance. From Seven tones of the rainbow is just one step to Eight, infinity’s figure of pure light.




  “My end begins. My end cometh, without my comprehension, to crack the nut.“




  He knew this not verbally. A shock throughout his being, dissolved the wall he knew, the shape he had been, the covers of his book, in a Song of flambent peace. What was this he held? Words - black letters on a surface whiter than ash - a mirror? “Is that my original face? The word is a boundary, a description, and my own I have lost.”




  Something from his open heart, the sky within space, imperiously beckoned him to make the connection into a flower’s wide face: to leap. Deep in his breast it woke, glowed and hummed - in Nature’s mirror it pulses to the left. It vibrated with power and strength, it shone like a lion. The manuscript fell from his hand into the middle of the fire place, where it was voraciously devoured by the flames. There are no accidents.




  Every moment now, is this. Adrian sighed slowly, long and deep.




  It called him and he is willing, as was the young Samuel, as was Daniel. The great Quest of his book, zealously pursued with argument, scholarly research and conscious experiential insight, is answered by the destiny he dared to probe and quicken. There is value in his offering. The radiance which now permeates him is white like a clear fresh spring; and now it expands. His duty to the world has changed its composition. Everyman must make a personal discovery in his and her own way, not by persuasion but in his or her time. Not all the buds on the Tree of Life open simultaneously. Eventually all will flower. The old man is warming his hands by the fire that now intensely burns from papers that can never be re-written. Looking into the lambent light as into stars, warm and bright, he smiles, he is perfectly at ease; for he has never, not for a long time now, disagreed with the Will of his destiny.




  He half-recalls with joy the great lines of Dante which the teacher of Divinity in his schooldays used to quote, at morning assembly:




  “In His Song abides my peace.”
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  Excalibur




  EXCALIBUR!




  Silver gleam excelling, thrust into the rock of fate, hidden within dull grey stone, tarnished by the age, irremediable ... No man can see what shines within his fate, no man may remove its sting, the Sword which rules him from the rock, ‘till as a boy he comes to back it, heart and soul, thorn of the Rose, his life. The boy alone was the sovereign the Sword awaited, for he wrestled not with it, used no sly sleight of mind to better it, but came as bid and lightly, effortless, drew it out and ruled his people. For the rock was the Water of Life frozen and now it flowed. The rock was the Water of Life that became a lake, the surface still and cool reflecting sky, and the hand of that lake gave unto him the Sword to hand, his kinship, so he was healed. And around his Table he formed his Company of Knights, and Chivalry became the gentle art of the land. A cheval they cleared the forest with steel and were stern with demons; within the heart, their path of love, they bowed to the lady Grace, their code of honour. And the Sword long dulled in the war of brothers of the land, recovered its polish, it gleamed, like fire it shone.




  With Excalibur to my arm, how can I fail? Warm bright star in my heart, the mantle is but the rank outsider, and it is brown. Green and yellow are the colours of earth the Noble one, the current favourite ...
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