

[image: ]





[image: ]





First published by Zero Books, 2015

Zero Books is an imprint of John Hunt Publishing Ltd., Laurel House, Station Approach,

Alresford, Hants, SO24 9JH, UK

office1@jhpbooks.net

www.johnhuntpublishing.com

www.zero-books.net

For distributor details and how to order please visit the ‘Ordering’ section on our website.

Text copyright: Justin Barton 2014

ISBN: 978 1 782799 815 6

Library of Congress Control Number: 2014949212

All rights reserved. Except for brief quotations in critical articles or reviews, no part of this book may be reproduced in any manner without prior written permission from the publishers.

The rights of Justin Barton as author have been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

Design: Stuart Davies

Printed and bound by CPI Group (UK) Ltd, Croydon, CR0 4YY, UK


We operate a distinctive and ethical publishing philosophy in all areas of our business, from our global network of authors to production and worldwide distribution.







For Maysa





Foreword

I had been reminded, by conversations with a friend, about Ryedale and the North York Moors. And a few weeks afterwards I watched two TV plays from 1978 with another friend – Mark Fisher, with whom I made an audio-essay, On Vanishing Land – and both of these plays had something that could be described as an eerie aspect, which led to Mark suggesting that an audio-essay of some kind could be made, with the title “Eerie ’78.” Hidden Valleys appeared from out of the encounter between the thought “Eerie ’78” and my memories of events that took place in Ryedale, and in the North York Moors.

This book is both personal and historical. But in that it is autobiographical the idea has always been to be “impersonally personal,” and its focus is ultimately not on the past, but is contemporaneous, or philosophical.

A fundamental philosophical question is this – What is going on? This is partly the detective question of why human existence is simultaneously so beautiful, and so fraught with violence and horror. But it is also, inseparably, the even more vital question – What is it in the human world to go on? (as opposed to being caught in a backwater, going round in circles). Hidden Valleys attempts to explore answers to these questions, questions which evidently could not be more practical. Philosophy consists of “outsights” toward the true nature of the world, but as such most fundamentally it consists of means of escape.

The personal aspects are involved because they became valuable for the exploration, and the same is true of the book’s historical dimension (which concentrates both on the years from 1975 to 1982, and on the “birth” of modernism around a hundred years earlier, but in the context of the last three thousand years). The aim is to go into the past so as to get to the Future.
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Modernism is really an eerie ancientism. Or to be more precise, an “eerie arcadianism”. There is always a wilderness or semi-wilderness: a hauntingly (and hauntedly) positive hinterland, or Outside. And the world of modernism is always transected by an anomalous dimension inhabited by forces that are both positive and negative, and can recurrently prove to be at a higher level of power than the forces of the ordinary world. Ancient Greece has recurrently been involved, but it is evidently not intrinsic – that is, it is not necessary to a specific instance. What is intrinsic to modernism is that it dreams its way beneath and outside the transcendence dreamings of the religions – which means that modernism favours ancient Greece over the ancient forms of Israel and Egypt.

Modernism can be explicit, or it can be a kind of shadow of itself, which carries some of the elements of modernism, but is either a dreaming utilised, and largely destroyed, by a theoretical field (as with Freud and Oedipus), or it can be a mere tracing that creates no new dreaming primarily from the ancient sources, and merely suppresses the power of the existing dreamings (as with Joyce’s Ulysses).

The eerie wilderness in modernism can be the mountain in Picnic at Hanging Rock, or the places by the sea in The Waves (both the places by the sea, and the places from which another sea is perceived, in one of which there is an urn at which Rhoda and Louis stand, gazing toward the fluidities of the anomalous dimension). It can be the beach in Neuromancer, or the night-countryside emptiness of the places across which the horse-god worshipping boy rides his horse in Equus – or it can be Zarathustra’s mountains, or a forest somewhere outside Athens, or “the eye of the forest” in Patti Smith’s Horses (from which you can look up toward “the sea of possibilities”).

The wilderness in a modernist dreaming is in fact much less fundamental than the anomalous dimension that transects everything – the body without organs, as it has been called1 – but it may nonetheless be much more in the foreground. Modernist writers enact a lucid awareness of the body without organs, but the exact extent and nature of this dimension tends to be left open. Aspects of the oneirosphere of the human world can be suggested – as with Shakespeare’s inorganic beings having a contact with India that does not involve travel in any ordinary sense – but a modernist dreaming in invoking the body without organs lightly suggests its existence, but does not firmly map its extent or aspects.

For blocked modernism in its conventional form the only depth dimensions are sexuality, and the worlds of intrigue and power. The popular counterparts of Ulysses are films like Vertigo and North by Northwest (in North by Northwest the protagonist works in advertising like Leopold Bloom, and as with Ulysses the film ends with a sexual act, symbolised by the train going into the tunnel). But alongside modernism – and inseparable from it – there is sci-fi modernism. And with modernism in its sci-fi form an extraordinary situation arises. There are no depth dimensions here other than power, intrigue and sexuality (from one angle blocked modernism is cynicism). But it is always the case that there could be alien beings on the far side the wall separating ordinary reality from extraordinary reality (a kind of white wall which is pretending here to have nothing much beyond it). And for instance,, aliens that could have been around for millions of years could take any hard-to-perceive or mutative form that could be imagined.

In the 1950s (a time of sci-fi cynicism, of The Thing, and of endless sightings of UFOs) a very extraordinary girl called Barbara O’Brien does the unthinkable while she is at school. She suggests she is capable of the secret crime of “rupture”. Society insists that people – and girls in particular – do not start to question, in a sustained, lucid way, across the fundamental religious (oneiric-metaphysical) dreamings and thought-systems of the social field in which they find themselves (on pain of being seen as cold, “graceless” and “un-spiritual” it is insisted that girls go no further than developing interpretations along the lines of existing positions, and never think and dream their way beyond religion, the uses of scientifico-rationality, and the domain of family/conjugality/duty). For her school O’Brien writes an essay about a girl who loses her faith in God, and then reasons her way back to it. Her teacher is shocked, and O’Brien is summoned by the headmaster to discuss this transgression.

And the picture seems to be that later on, when she is working for a big company, Barbara O’Brien turns her extraordinary lucidity and courage in the direction of the white wall, attempting to see what could be happening, given that there is nothing but ordinary reality, and given the insistent disturbing aspects of the human world.

The next thing she knows, she is having a ten month, sustained and consistent schizo-vision episode, seeing and hearing a world of quotidian (blandly legalistic and bureaucratic) gangster-like beings who run a gigantic racket controlling human beings, who they refer to as “Things”. These gangster-like beings call themselves “Operators” (the title of the thoughtful and measured account of her experience which O’Brien writes in 1958 is Operators and Things).

You are left with a feeling that courage and the visionary aspect of sci-fi modernism have thrown Barbara O’Brien very high indeed. The workings of control-mind forces (socially and personally invested forces that are about keeping things “under control” as opposed to them breaking free, and waking up) have the grey, simultaneously gangster-like and legalistic aspect of O’Brien’s world of Operators. And it is hard not to imagine these forces thinking “time to push everyone toward mystified love and the road to India – it’s getting out of hand, girls are beginning to wake their lucidity -”

Having left behind an unpleasant job O’Brien spends months travelling around America in Greyhound buses – which she believes are run by the Operators – and ends up thousands of miles from where she started, in California, where the schizo-phrenic episode comes to an end. It is as if the whole experience is a precursor. Just after she has started schizo-seeing the “Operators” (initially she can see them as “fuzzy ghosts” or projections, and later she just hears their voices) O’Brien is told that instead of being operated by an older, stolid operator called Burt, she will now be operated by a young, weird-looking man whose hair she describes – it is 1958 – as “three inches too long.”2 (and with Operators and Things what has appeared is a way of seeing the dark-transcendental through the utterly ordinary – an “opening” that will later appear in work such as Pinter’s No Man’s Land and Hammond’s Sapphire and Steel).
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The Beatles invoke love (as well as freedom), and their songs acquire an explicit modernist power by ambient association – there is a wild, dreamy brightness about their music which is a recurrent aspect of modernist works. And as they continue they draw more and more on a surrealist tradition that goes all the way back to that extraordinary modernist, Lewis Carroll. From Alice to Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds – and from “the Walrus and the Carpenter” to “I am the Walrus.”

Shakespeare had made a connection to India via ancient Greece (the pre-existing link is that in both cases a whole world and society of divine and anomalous beings is attributed to the body without organs). This is Titania in A Midsummer Night’s Dream talking about her Indian foster child –


His mother was a vot’ress of my order

And, in the spiced Indian air, by night

Full often hath she gossiped by my side

And sat with me on Neptune’s yellow sands

Marking the embark’d traders on the flood.3



The Beatles go to India, and at this point for the sphere of songs their work overall becomes an unprecedentedly powerful work of modernism. This “line of escape” (relative to the local dominant religion) carries all of the problems of mysticism and of a different system of religion, and to some extent it will be suppressed by “mother Mary comes to me” in “Let it be” (and later it will come to be less influential than another eastern line of flight – the connection between the modernism of the Beatles and modernism in Japan). But the love-focused lightness of their songs now has alongside it the willingness to dream a way outward (using ancient perspectives) that finds expression in Tomorrow Never Knows.

However, the Beatles are just one element in an immensely wider process: by the end of the decade a change has occurred in the “western” zone of the human world, no matter how temporary the ruptural aspects of this change might be. Blocked sci-fi modernism has been pushed into the background (The Invasion of the Body Snatchers will return, but this is definitely not its time to come back).

There is now a brightness to everything, a brightness that has continued from the early sixties, but which is simultaneously more intense, and more striking through it being in contrast with increasing social ructions and atrocities – strikes, power cuts, the war in Vietnam, the Kent State massacre, Nixon’s impeachment, etc. The brightness is to some extent evoked by the view of Solaris from the space station in Tarkovsky’s 1972 film. At depth it is an awareness of there being another, much better form of existence that could be reached if the intent was impeccable enough – it is a view toward the Future (the Future that was there all along).

Modernism has now been inflected by science fiction to a large extent, but its eerie ancientism is unchanged. The planet Solaris is to be envisaged as having been around for a very long time, and it is nothing if not eerie. A little earlier there was 2001, A Space Odyssey, with its culminating invocation of the lightness of “becoming-child” as fundamental to reaching maturity – the eerie, ancient-and-modern world of Thus Spoke Zarathustra gets the last word in the film, through the figure of the child, and through Richard Strauss’s Also Sprach Zarathustra (Nietzsche’s book states that the vital “metamorphosis of the spirit” is going from being “a lion” to being “a child”4).

And the fictions, or dreamings, that are not in any sense science fiction recurrently either involve ancient wildernesses – or Ancient Greece etc – or they consist of oneiric critique, which display disturbing depth-aspects of the human world (these are often modernist by virtue of the fact that they and their context suggest a dark-transcendental direction that has nothing to do with the dark elements in the blocked dreamings of the religions). Pinter’s No-Man’s Land (1973) uses the language of the ordinary world to produce an impression that something darkly enigmatic is being figured by the play. Whereas Shaffer’s Equus (also 1973) explores the idea that something fundamental is being left behind in the modern world, and does this this by creating a connection to ancient Greece (the reason for modernism drawing upon the ancient world is not really to dream of a time that pre-dates the extant religions, but is primarily to make contact with an oneiric, planet-focused lucidity). Dysart (the doctor) in Equus speaks out for a dreamy perception of things and spaces as so beautiful the affirmation involved becomes in some sense transcendental:


“I wish there was one person in my life I could show. One instinctive, absolutely unbrisk person I could take to Greece, and stand in front of certain shrines and sacred streams and say ‘Look! Life is only comprehensible through a thousand local Gods.’ […] And not just Greece but modern England! Spirits of certain trees, certain curves of brick wall, certain chip shops if you like, and slate roofs…’”

[…]

“…in the morning, I put away my books on the cultural shelf, close up the kodachrome snaps of Mount Olympus, touch my reproduction statue of Dionysus for luck – and go off to hospital to treat [Alan] for insanity”5



It as if something is being seen that has to do with love, and with freedom, and that is not about Gods, or anything anthropomorphic, but which instead involves currents that run through existence that are unseen by the ‘brisk’ eyes of entrapment within ordinary reality (eyes that refuse to be entranced).

The most intense point of this whole phase is probably 1975, when the film of Picnic at Hanging Rock appears, an exceptionally eerie and positive film (it is very close to the book, written in 1968) which suggests that three women characters have gone into a wilderness and have crossed a threshold of existence, so that they have disappeared from the ordinary world (the ancient is emphasised by the pan pipe music, and the transecting anomalous dimension is invoked by the opening, “all that we see, and all that we seem, is a dream, a dream within a dream”). This is also the year of Patti Smith’s Horses, an album which was probably to some extent inspired by Equus:


…Johnny gets the feeling he’s being surrounded by

Horses, horses, horses, horses

Coming in in all directions

[…]

In the night, in the eye of the forest

There’s a mare black and shining […]

I didn’t waste time I just walked right up and saw that

Up there – there’s a sea

Up there – there’s a sea

[…] a sea of possibilities



But also, it is around this time that Stephen Donaldson starts writing his “strange tale” or “second world tale” The Chronicles of Thomas Covenant, the Unbeliever (a trilogy, it would be published in 1977). Donaldson – who was at Kent State University when the shootings occurred – has reached for the most effective form available (although it is hard one to use well), and this story is remarkable for its haunting wildernesses, its evincing of the anomalous dimension, and its inclusion of elements from many ancient traditions, from the worlds of ancient Scandinavia and Greece to those of indigenous American peoples.

Donaldson is not a horror writer, despite the fact there is an immense amount of very disturbing horror in these books. And in opening up a view toward the anomalous – the transcendental – in a positive direction he is now increasingly working against the tendency of the time. Stephen King in writing The Shining (also published in 1977) has a boy with an enigmatic word appearing in his dreams. In Equus Alan cries out the word “eck” in nightmares, and no-one knows what it means (it is the beginning of the name Equus). And in The Shining Danny has nightmares in which he sees the word REDRUM. The movement forward of the alternative or modernist culture is being prevented, and as energy is being depleted the focus gets more taken up by the process of looking in the direction of the dark-transcendental: the attention of modernism is now shifting toward an exploration of what might be haunting the human hotel.

But a question is this: is it necessary to reach the singular – and the impersonally personal – to answer the riddle of what exactly are the intent-currents that make up “love-and-freedom,” as opposed to “control”? And a second question is – looking with a perspective toward the eerie, what was happening in the “western” world in 1978?
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I loved the Black Swan Hotel, and I felt strangely at home there, in a way that I could never have put into words; I loved Helmsley, where the Black Swan looked out over the gently south-tilted market place – Helmsley, tucked serenely into the most secluded place in a near-circle of hills; and most of all I loved the North York Moors, whose presence was right at the heart of my love for the hotel.

The North York Moors are an expanse of long ridges running north to south from a wide, ridge-plateau, a heather covered summit-land that extends east to west for fifty miles. The ridges are part of what forms a long series of hidden-away valleys, sun-favoured, carved out by glaciers that could not cut nearly so deeply into a five-mile deep (forty mile wide) wall of harder rock before the vale of Pickering to the south, so that the rivers of the valleys all force their way out through tiny steep-sided, forested windings of hills, with all of the roads going high alongside these narrow outflows, then dropping down into a hidden dale. Bilsdale, Bransdale, Farndale, Rosedale, Newtondale…

I had lived there, in two different villages, as a young child, and then I had lived in New Zealand for nine years. And maybe the distance turned out to be more powerful than the proximity could have been. When I returned from New Zealand, aged 15, my mother’s stories about Yorkshire had set me up to dream my way past ordinary-reality half-perceptions, and to see the compelling beauty of these high hills, and secluded valleys.

And the moors seem somehow to cast a glow, or a glamour, across the rolling hills that stretch down twenty miles to the town of Malton, and across the woodlands and villages of the Vale of Pickering, the vale (the floor of a post-glacial lake fifteen thousand years ago) which has Malton as its south-west corner, and which has the river Derwent flowing through it, a river which flows westward, away from the coast.

It was October, 1977, when I returned from New Zealand. There were odd parallels between the radical, “there-is-another-way-of-living” alternative culture of that time, and what was happening in my life. My own radicalism was my being determined to stay out of school. I had not been at school since I was eight, and seven years later – having spent the time running wild and reading books in New Zealand – I was very much committed to remaining free. I had had almost no contact with punk at this point, but the ABBA song I had really loved was SOS – and it was this song from which a guitar riff had been taken for “Pretty Vacant,” the third single released by the Sex Pistols. Later, in 1985, I would be at Coleg Harlech, an adult education college in North Wales, and friends with Nial Jinks, who was the first bass player from the post-punk band Scritti Politti, and was living in Harlech, and the fact I had never heard of Scritti Politti, or heard any record by them, never got in the way of us being friends (music in some ways is as much about the dreamed futures it comes from and inspires, as what it is in itself). For me what was about to arrive at that time was an extraordinary year of living in hotels all across England and Wales, though mainly in Yorkshire – while my mother was ostensibly disputing her father’s will, and while she looked for a place for us to live – followed a few months later by a year working for very low pay in a village shop (there would then be another year, in total, of living in hotels in the years immediately afterwards). For the leading-edge worlds of the culture around me what was about to arrive was a final phase of the twenty year wave of alternative-culture intensity that would be marked by the emergence of fictions and songs of striking new kinds, and that would take place across Margaret Thatcher’s election victory in May, 1979. (Aged 14 I had already worked full-time for five months when myself and my sister – who would not return for another four years – had been left on our own for a year in New Zealand, but with this there had been the joy of independence from parental authority, and of it being a covert activity, in that according to the law I should have been at school. However this was 1977, and like the general election the change of circumstances was far in the future).
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There were many hotels – too many for me to easily remember them all. But alongside the Black Swan there was the Talbot Hotel, in Malton – an old, quietly attractive hotel, around a corner from the market place, and on a slope looking out toward the countryside across the River Derwent. I loved the Talbot, but in comparison to the Black Swan the beauty of the hotel and the place were somehow more challenging, less reassuringly serene.

At the Talbot, in the spring of 1978, I read The Shining, having bought the book from a stand in the foyer. I read it through the night, terrified by the trips I was forced to make to get to the toilet at the far end of the hotel corridor (opposite the toilet was a bathroom with a claw-foot bath, just visible in the darkness). I probably finished it at 4 in the morning. Reading the book had been unexpectedly unnerving, but I was very impressed by it. I was struck by the corridors that stretched back in time as well as space; by the quotation at the start from The Masque of the Red Death; by the way in which the boundary between dreams and reality becomes blurred as the Overlook “wakes,” and most of all by the way in which Danny is split between an ordinary self and a futural self called Tony, who is trying to help his “younger” form (the feeling is that Daniel Anthony Torrance has developed a more capable self, under pressure from extreme circumstances).

Looking back at that year-long phase of living in hotels there is an elusive eerie quality, which primarily has a sunlit-eerie aspect. The eerie is here to be understood primarily as an awareness – however fugitive it might be – of unknown forces that could be either positive or negative, and that are both “out of sight” around you, and could perhaps in some sense be stalking you, or moving closer to you. But the sunlit-eerie is something different, and is to do with the feeling that the transcendentally unknown is there, in front of you, and that this direction is the beginning of the real adventure.

But this second feeling – which came most from being in countryside, or from reading books – was fugitive in my experiences, in the sense that I just inspired myself with it, but kept it at the non-objective remove of seeing it in terms of feelings and fictions, rather than attempting to follow the line of awareness that was involved. Even the isolated, rare events that now appear as eerie – or even as gothic, in one case – did nothing to disturb this stance.

In my first year at Coleg Harlech (the college which turned out to be my way of getting to university, given I had succeeded in never returning to school) I set out one day to capture the atmosphere of the times when I had stayed at the Black Swan. I had just read for the first time about automatic writing, and almost all of this was written within the space of half an hour (I gave it the name “Haven in Winter”):


And long and down through the clocked corridors

On quiet carpets I carried my books and wondered

At soft spines of leather, and crisp, shining leaves.




The smoke of gold, bright and morning-windowed

That drifted on sleeping days of sunset beauty

Was the cold that warms the memory when you turn away to warmth.

And often, more than often, I turned with that shining

And took the amber glow down the corridor within me,

The gently padding corridor, clocked and soft,

With windows only on snow and winter slumber

Of dark hot beech trees with frozen sparks of leaves,

Still brightly hanging, and telling of last year’s fire.

Warm and rich as buttered toast and jam

By a blazing mantled fire when snow is falling

Slow and deep, the corridors and passages I wandered long and then.




Came spring and the fading crimson bindings brightened

Like the robin, and disappeared among the leaves

That burst bright into vital green. Only to dry and fade

So quickly. The wood in the darkening grate burns out,

The ashes it leaves grow cold, and their greyness

Is the daylight of a wet June day without shelter.

The crackling of a dying fire grows louder like the clocks

Of the warm lamp-lit corridors that amplified their music

Into harsh news of parting, and the hard glaring stares

And spaces, of the world beyond a dream.

The long dream of haven’s doorway, and of coloured perfect warmth

Beneath the blanket of the snow’s wide eaves.




And long and down through the clocked corridors

On quiet carpets I carried my books and wondered

At soft spines of leather, and crisp, shining leaves.



Part of what is eerie about this poem is that it displays a fear of summer (which here should perhaps have its full abstract sense of “life at the highest available level of intensity”). This is coupled with the fact that the protected place – with its clocks, and where the leaves of trees have been replaced with the leaves of books – feels like a place of disguised entrapment (you are sad to go, and it can be wet in June, but all along it was a trap). The sinister aspect of the “haven” is established through the faint predatory suggestion of “the gently padding corridor;” through it being a winter place; and through the connection to the world of The Shining (the clock is a fundamental and menacing feature of the Overlook hotel, and the phrase “I turned with that shining” makes the connection more explicit).
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Perhaps the most eerie event during that year was a striking dream that took place at the Talbot, also in the spring of 1978 (it would have been around a month after reading The Shining). One night I dreamed that I was learning about a community of people who had lived in a high valley in the equatorial Andes thousands and thousands of years ago. The community lived in a smallish town in a steep sided valley, and upstream of where they lived they had constructed a dam, making a reservoir lake that supplied them with water (I should say that I had not started reading ancient history at this time, and that I never managed to connect the dream with anything I had been reading or thinking).

I knew that the community was extraordinary: its people were warm, inspired, lucidly creative. They had been at an exceptionally high level of spiritual and intellectual development. And by this point in the dream I was seeing everything at the same time as being told about it. Like a lived experience that somehow retained something of the quality of a documentary, although it was far more intense, and charged, than a documentary.

A voice said, telling me what had happened:

“One night it rained, and rained…”

I was standing on the side of the valley, in extremely heavy rain, above the town, and downstream of it, but with a view back up the valley. And in the darkness I saw the dam break, and I saw a wave of water come down the valley and sweep the houses away.

The sadness of the dream was heart-wrenchingly intense. They had been so wonderful – kind, inspired and visionary across an unknown threshold of awareness and lucidity. And they had been destroyed. They had been destroyed by unprecedentedly heavy rain under the cloak of darkness – and by their own energy supply.

Looking back now – rightly or wrongly – I experience this dream as a breaking-through of something fundamental, both historically and contemporaneously, about the entire human world. In what way has the human energy supply (energy of lucidity, creation, dreaming-of-futures) been turned against itself? What is this ongoing war-torn Disaster called human history?

And did that dream come from the Future (life at a higher level of awareness), rather than from the past?

[image: ]

And returning to the starting-point, what is this place – the North York Moors; Helmsley, Malton, the Vale of Pickering? A place of hidden, secret valleys that lead into a vale which itself is hidden away by hills from the plain of York. A place of wild gooseberry bushes in tiny wooded valleys, of larks, bracken, granite-buttress hills, tiny villages, wild strawberries, wild raspberries, high hill-roofs of heather. A place hidden away, and relatively un-sung, out of the spotlight; an area that was defeated three times (in 1066, in the Wars of the Roses, and in the Civil War) and which has been left to dream unencumbered by romanticising poetries and fictions.

I had been back in this area once before – over from New Zealand in 1970 for three months with my sister (and toward the end with our mother as well). We had stayed in Pickering, on the edge of the moors, fifteen miles east of Helmsley, initially with the family of a friend of my mother, who was called Patricia Brandon.

I was eight years old, and it was a sunny day in early summer. We had been dropped off at the end of a tiny lane running down a hill through woodland. Me, my sister, and Mary Brandon, the 18 year old daughter of the family. We were 8 miles north of Pickering, and we were going to walk south down the Newton Dale valley along a derelict railway line.

At one point we turned off the railway line, and walked for a while through an area of woodland, on a footpath. Mary said “I always think it’s like Narnia.” I knew what she meant because around a month before I had read Prince Caspian. I was immensely happy – because I had loved the book very much (it had been the first genuine dreamers’ book I had read – the first book to “blow me away”) and I was now talking to a kindred spirit, and also because I loved Mary, and it was very exciting to have something special between us (I remember saying, when I was around 6, that I wanted to marry her).

The woodland, the sunlit, forested valley with its derelict railway line (it is always easier to see the planet when the human things in the terrain are derelict), Mary, a strange-tale “dreaming.” In one day three fundamental intent-currents had been heightened a little within me – through a moment which had involved all of them.

Women.

The Planet.

Dreamings.

The intent-current of dreamings would rapidly go into full, intensifying effect (I had no ‘peer group’ to tell me what I should or should not be reading, and given I was not at school I had plenty of time). These are some of the books/stories that had a profound effect on me over the next 8 years: The Chronicles of Narnia; Alice in Wonderland/Through the Looking Glass; A Christmas Carol, Jane Eyre, Beau Geste (P.C.Wren); A Dream of Armageddon/The Door in the Wall/The Time Machine (and many other stories and novels by Wells); The Call of the Wild, A Wrinkle in Time (Madeleine L’Engle); Interview with the Vampire (Anne Rice); Watership Down; The Shining.

The intent-current of the planet went into effect in the form of my intense fascination with what gets called “the weather” (it could also be called “the sky”), and in the form of my desire – enacted as much as was possible – to go straight off into any encountered area of hill-land, mountains or semi-wilderness.

The intent-current of women had been crossing a threshold over the year before the dream at the Talbot. I had been yearningly attracted to a girl called Astrid when I had been working in a shop in New Zealand. I bought Astrid a scarf as a birthday present (she was 18, and she was about to get married). And around the time when I had the dream at the Talbot Hotel I was “in love” with a 16 year old girl called Colleen, the sister of a woman who worked at the hotel, who was visiting (I only had a few conversations with her, and then she returned to her home, in Lincolnshire).
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And with the dream about the people in the Andes, a fourth intent-current had to some extent been glimpsed – the Group.

But the full arrival of this intent-current only took place later. Around 15 years afterwards (having never been back to the North York Moors area) I started having a series of dreams about an extraordinary group of friends living in a house in the middle of a forest a few miles from Malton (a forest which is always there in the dreams, but which in non-dream reality does not exist).

These dreams are an interesting story, and have a curious connection to the writings of P.C. Wren, contemporary of Virginia Woolf, and the writer of one of the only works in the list of books, from earlier in this section, which has no straight-forward “fantasy” elements.

Another story is the eerie beauty of the times I spent staying at the Black Swan hotel over the next three years, and the story of the books that I read while I was there, books that were always extraordinary, even though they all had problematic aspects. This in turn would lead to a description of the experience I had of meeting a hidden world of “inorganic beings” on the only occasion when I took DMT: an experience that ended with me walking (south, toward the front of the building) through the long, warmly charismatic corridors of a windowless version of the Black Swan hotel.

Lastly, in 1978 it seems perhaps that something new is emerging at the level of “affect” and of ways-of-being in relation to established systems of power. A second memorable event for me was in the early summer at The Talbot hotel, when I was blown away by watching Once Upon a Time in the West (a film from 10 years earlier). I was 15, and full of light-hearted optimism, and I felt that what I had seen was someone whose life was shaped by a worthwhile intent, a charged, vital plane of consistent action. But I was perhaps slightly more aligned with cultural developments than would have been discernible from the date of what I had watched, and from my extremely minimal knowledge. Out in the oneirosphere those last few warrior-spirited dreamers still standing – in the end-phase of western-world proximity to the Future – were apparently all coming to a conclusion: there are circumstances in which only coldness will keep your love alive.
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