
XI

THE DREAM-TEAM

Hope refers to Freud’s theory of dreams as ‘mumbo jumbo’, and he
records his own theory of dreams along with copious dreams of his
own. It might be the case that Hope’s antagonism to Freud is based on
his protectiveness towards his own work; he did not want his readers to
reduce his poems to their sexual basis alone. Of course, along with
Freud, he accepts the existence of an unconscious, but for him it was
not composed of repressed desires; it housed his dream-team.

Hope’s dream-team is composed of ‘revellers’ and ‘roisterers’,
who invent whole scenarios for his imagination to claim as he sleeps;
they are ‘the back-room boys’ who call to his attention moments of
cowardice displayed by him in his daylight writings; they have at times
terrible taste and absolutely no idea of management. It is from his
dreams that Hope is able ‘To tap creative energy from a host / of clues
he is forbidden to meet below / Levels of consciousness he is master
of ’ (On the Night Shift).

Hope was meticulous in his recording of his dreams; and the
dream-team is conversant with every area of thought that interested
him.
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MORE TROUBLE FOR DESCARTES

Descartes could find no sure test to prove that when he was dreaming
the world of his waking experience was more the real world than the
world of his dreams — no test based on the evidence provided by
either world, that is. I dream that I am sitting in a crowded railway
carriage, facing back and watching a crowd of people trying to board
the train. A drunken young man pushes his head in the door and
shouts abuse and nonsense at the passengers while his wife and friends
try to drag him back. At this moment the train starts with a jerk and
the man is knocked down as the friends drag him clear and then pull
him to his feet. As the train pulls out the crowd [moves] along the
platform jostling, shouting and talking to one another. I see all their
faces and the details of their clothes, a momentary glimpse of twenty
or more people with individual differences down to the fine detail
which I would be incapable when awake of imagining in as many
hours as there are seconds in the experience. Where do they come
from? How can I instantaneously come to ‘create’ so many human
beings unknown to me; and, even if that is what I do, how do they
manage, if they are no more than the creation of my dreaming mind,
to carry on their activities so various and inexplicable to me, in the
same autonomous and unpredictable way that people behave in
waking life? Moreover in my dream I am present myself taking part in
these activities which are not the activities of my waking life. I have
‘created myself too. Indeed I have no evidence to refute the suggestion
which might be made to me that I am not part of the dream of the
angry man who shouts at me and that he is not relying as I or Descartes
might do on his ‘cogito ergo sum’. How do I know indeed that every
person on the train and on the platform is not doing the same thing
and convinced that he is the dreamer and all the others are part of the
dream. Of course it is unlikely that they do any more than I-in-the-
dream do. In the dream neither I nor any of the others have any reason
to raise the question for no-one knows that he is dreaming.

This notion of the corporate dream in which each participant
supports the dream for the others is in fact not a mere ingenious fancy.
It is precisely the nature of what we call a civilization or a culture,
a nation, an institution, a group or a family. Only rare individuals at
rare moments wake for a while and know that what they took for
obvious reality is in fact a corporate dream.

— Book VI, 1960, pp. 64–5
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‘DU, DOPPELGÄNGER, DU BLEICHE GESELLE

And it seemed to Torless that he was glad of this. At this
moment he had no liking for human beings — for all who were
adults. He never liked them when it was dark. He was in the
habit then of cancelling them out of his thoughts. After that
the world seemed to him like a somber, empty house, and in his
breast there was a sense of awe and horror, as though he must
now search room after room — dark rooms where he did not
know what the corners might conceal — groping his way across
the thresholds that no human foot would ever step on again,
until — until in one room the doors would suddenly slam
behind him and before him and he would stand confronting the
mistress of the black hordes herself. And at the same instant the
locks would snap shut in all doors through which he had come;
and only far beyond, outside the walls, would the shades of
darkness stand on guard like black eunuchs, warding off any
human approach.1

This strikes me particularly as an extremely vivid description of the
dream I had more than once as a child at Kirklands.2 It must have
been between the ages of five and eight or nine but probably earlier
rather than later so that there is little chance of its having been
suggested by books or talk. In the dream I went into the room upstairs
which was unfurnished except for my father’s photographic equipment.
In the dream it would be quite empty as when I first saw it, with bare
boards. The only difference was that I saw a door at the opposite end of
the room to the left of the dormer window and, surprised that I had
not noticed it before, I opened it and found it opened on another room
with another door leading to a stair. All the rooms were perfectly
empty and I continued to go from one to the next impelled by a sort of
terrified fascination because I knew that some dreadful and menacing
being was waiting for me behind one of the doors. Only I never got
there. I always woke up in terror as I put my hand on the door-knob.
The only difference between my dream and Törless’s is that the crea-
ture waiting for me had no specific sex and was only possibly human. It
was its unknown nature that was so terrifying. I cannot help feeling
that Musil could not have invented this ‘metaphor’, but that he had
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had the same dream as I had. Die Vermining des Zoglings Torless was
published in 1906 when Musil was 26. I was born in 1907. When I was
thirty or so I wrote Ascent into Hell3 which briefly described my child-
hood nightmares including this one.

I suppose there is nothing much in all this. It is not an improb-
able coincidence; there is no need to talk of archetypal dreams,
though I have met someone who once described almost the identical
dream he or she had had as [a] child.

But the impression is exciting and disturbing — as if I knew
inside me that the obvious and the conventional explanations were
not the real one and something much more mysterious had surfaced
and been glimpsed for a moment. Perhaps it is only the still powerful
memory of my dream that causes this.

— Book IX, 1966, pp. 129–31.

A DREAM

Last night sleeping in a tent on this beach and two days after talking
with R. D. Fitzgerald about our Irish ancestors I have a dream, most of
it now forgotten, in which at the end I am standing before a man who
is kneeling at my feet. He is imploring his life, he has blue eyes, the
typical Celtic face seen in the crude stone heads of ancient Gaul and
Ireland and as I look at him I see that he is myself. I am not ill-
disposed to him but he is an enemy and I am on the point of deciding
that I shall take his head when I wake up. Then I remember that
I had a similar dream as a boy in which I met my enemy outside the
nursery window at Kirklands and killed him — shot him, I think — at
the moment I recognized him as myself and tried to stop but it was too
late. As far as I can recall I have had this dream at long intervals all
my life. Sometimes it is distressing, sometimes not, but it is always
rather exciting to meet myself as another person and not a matter of
surprise or shock as it is in Heine’s poem. It seems quite natural and a
welcome discovery, in most cases, for the confrontation is not usually
hostile. [Possibly] this is the real motive for The Journals of Joseph
Trinidad which I have planned to write if I last.
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On the other hand it is not exciting but slightly repulsive to meet
several simulacra of myself in a tailor’s cabinet or fitting room. They
are too much the autocratic apes and too much touched with the
faint sense of parody which an exact mirror image has. The dream
images are independent persons and only in a metaphysical way
myself.

I have gone naked here for two days. On this beach is a great
grey log inscribed: FUCKERS’ LOG. NOW IS THE TIME FOR
FUCK. This pleases me and feeling as I do with all this sea and sun
and sleep and the great stretch of empty sand, I cannot help agreeing
with the sentiments. Among the graffiti is the wonderful word
FUCKWIT!

— Book X, 1968, pp. 14–15.

DREAM! A VISIT FROM THE DEAD

Last night a very vivid dream of a group of people in a house, not an
actual one, but in the country in New South Wales. Of those present
I now remember only Dorothy Auchterlonie and David Campbell
who was the owner of the house.4 David brought home W. B. Yeats.
I did not meet him beyond the usual introduction but at one point in
the evening after some amused remark of mine to my neighbour he
stood up, like Don Quixote on Arms and Letters at the inn, and
addressed us in simple and noble eloquence. I have already forgotten
but I think I was laughing at the gullibility of poets and his speech was
in defence of it.

— Forest Hill,Victoria, 1968
— Book X, 1968, p. 48.

THE FACES

All my life, like many other people I know I have been apt to see
faces in the patterns of damp on walls, the clouds or the silhouettes of
trees at night against the sky. But in the last ten years or so the thing
has begun to get out of hand. Everywhere any chance pattern of
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rumpled clothes, foliage, shadow or texture resolves itself in vivid
faces often of fine modelling and lively and dramatic expression. It is
as though they were there independently and the physical basis were
only a means or pretext for showing themselves. If I shut my eyes they
crowd onto the dark screen and become mobile sometimes in crowds,
more often dissolving one into and after the other. But why always
and only human faces? And why always of unknown people? Where
do these strangers come from? Where do they live when I am not
looking at them?

— Book X, 1968, p. 186.

A DREAM THEORY

I wake here from a busy sleep in which I have been working out
a theory of the nature of sleep: sleep is still something of a mystery,
both as to its biological function and as to what actually occurs when
we sleep. My sleeping mind comes up with a new explanation which
pleases my waking mind and is as follows:

‘Sleep is primarily a repayment of Time. Human consciousness is
only possible because it borrows from past and present and future to
form what is called the “false present”. But the debts of nature must be
repaid. One never gets anything for nothing. What we borrow in the
waking life must be repaid by periods of unconsciousness — periods
out of time in which the brain runs “wild”, out of any organized
sequence. Consciousness is essentially an animal device to “borrow”
time, but if the animal defaults it becomes bankrupt: the bankrupt
mind, in terms of time, is what we call insanity, a state of permanent
dreaming.’

When I woke I was still in my dream, explaining this theory to
a second person — possibly myself — I was on the point of saying that
the idea was metaphysical and not psychological.

It is the sort of thing that happens in dreams, seems logical at
the time but appears absurd on waking. But I wonder if it may not be
a clue to something sensible.

Think about it!
— Edinburgh 1971

— Book XII, 1971, pp. 20–1.
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DAS AFFENSCHIFF

A curious dream at the moment of waking such that the idea and the
impulse come from the dream side but one continues half-awake to
elaborate it, manipulate and edit it. The original is a verbal dream in
which I am reciting a translation of a short poem or epigram after
Robert (or Gerald, I cannot remember which came first) of Antioch.
The concluding lines are to the effect:

‘Thus it is with religion among men. It is a wretched craft but if
they do not cling to it, they perish.’ At the same time I see a page on
which I am translating the final lines into Latin elegiacs but [I am]
baffled because I cannot recall the quantities correctly and have no
dictionary at hand. Also simultaneously with these impressions I see
the poem as an ‘illustration’ like those to Renaissance Emblem Books:
three or four apes sitting side by side, clinging with their feet to a log
drifting on a stormy sea. As I lie there still half asleep I catch myself
‘editing’ the dream — rejecting Robert or Gerald of Antioch as
unlikely names for Byzantine poets and seeking for a more probable
substitute; filling in the first part of the epigram by deliberate compo-
sition to fit the last lines, rejecting the three apes on a log as too close
to the banal three wise monkeys of India, dear to tourists, and substi-
tuting an emblem picture of a great tree trunk with branches attached
and some leaves flying in the wind; the tree wallows realistically in
the waves, the spray continually breaks over a crowd of bedraggled
ape-like figures who climb and scramble up the higher branches and,
of course, make them top-heavy so that as they roll and dip under the
water, other branches are brought to the top and the scramble is
renewed. The whole ‘dream’ is in [the] process of transformation, but
if I had not caught myself in the act, I would later have had no suspi-
cion that I had not dreamed it so.

— 17–V–71
— Book XII, 1971, pp. 69–70.

OS TEREBINTHII

A voice in last night’s dream explains to me that Os terebinthii is the
name of the principle of initiation and explanation. For instance, in
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a great mosaic — at once a vast mosaic appears visually before me,
made up of little square tiles — in a mosaic such as this which
contains a pattern, too complex to be taken in by the eye, one must
find the tile which is the os terebinthii from which the whole pattern
proceeds and, following the sequence from there, the pattern will
become visible — the tiles were in various shades of red and dull
orange so that they were confusing like the more difficult Ishihafa
colour tests. In the same way, to understand the way a cell or any
living system works one must find the nucleolus in it from which its
‘process’ is initiated — it may be a single molecule — this is the os
terebinthii. The voice, as in the last dream, kept urging me to wake and
write it down before the wealth of examples it gave were forgotten.
But I resisted this and have now forgotten most of this very elaborate
theory. From where did my sleeping mind dredge up the terebinth, the
turpentine tree, in this adjectival form? And what is its significance?
I would suppose, from the Bible; but neither Isaiah 6.13 nor Hosea
4.13 are particularly relevant. As far as I know I have never read the
references in Virgil (Aeneid x. 136) or in Propertius (III.7.49) which
are in any case even less relevant. I had never, as far as I know, met
the verb ‘terebro’ or its related forms, which might have been relevant
in the queer way dreams confuse and amalgamate works. Yet at the
time and even now, some time later, the phrase — os terebinthii —
seems to be charged with an arcane meaning.

— 1971
— Book XII, 1971, pp. 82–3.

ANOTHER WITNESS

A. L. Burns5 tonight recounted that just after his father died — about
twenty years ago — he dreamed that he saw his mother entering
a shop and that while she was standing at the counter she suddenly
keeled over and fell to the floor. ‘I saw, at least I couldn’t see it but
I know that she was bleeding’ — he named an internal complaint and
described the symptoms. ‘I was so impressed with the dream that next
day I rang the family doctor, told him details and asked whether it was
likely. He said that he had known such things (prophetic or clair-
voyant experiences) before and advised me to ring up, which I did.

page 310
Dance of the Nomad

              



And it turned out to have been exactly as I dreamed it: she was in
a shop, she did fall to the ground and it was a case of — [naming the
complaint] — she was with my aunts who at first were very cagey, till
I gave them the details. “But how did you know?” I answered that
I just knew.’

— 21–IX–1971
— Book XII, 1971, p. 126.

ANOTHER DREAM WORLD

… I wake tonight from a dream in which I am reading a North
American epic of the early 19th century called Gertrude of Wyoming
— no relation to Thomas Campbell’s poem except in name; the poem
which is of a remarkably low level of theme and language breaks off at
a couplet beginning:

I came among men of low or common or
… of an Indian summer

and I wake with a contemporary critic’s feeling of contempt for the
sort of verse that passed for poetry on the country across the Atlantic.
But why? Why should my sleeping mind traduce the then late
American colonies and Byron’s friend? Not that Campbell’s poem is
much chop; but it is at least literate in a dull way.

— 6–VI–72
— Book XIII, 1972, p. 80.

DREAMS OF THE DEAD

I can understand why the ancients and people in the past took these
so seriously. There is something about these dreams that seems
‘uncontrolled’ by the imagination, the desires and fears of the dreamer
— a real intrusion of another personality, as it were.

At long intervals I have dreams about my mother who is always
between forty and fifty — she died in her sixties. This last night for
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example a long confused dream in which I am explaining to a foreigner
how much I enjoy staying in a hotel near Central Station in Sydney
— because fifty or sixty steam engines are usually sounding off at
night — is followed by a short coherent dream that I am talking to my
mother who is in bed in the next room, through the door between —
she is in some distress which I cannot understand till she tells me she is
going to have a baby — I get out of bed and go in, put my arms around
her and say: ‘But darling why didn’t you tell me before. It’s nothing to
worry about.’ Yet all the time I am aware that she is a ‘revenante’.

I remember my father saying in his last years that she was with
him all the time and talked to him every day. Every time I have a dream
about her I wake with a first reaction: ‘But this is absurd, she has been
dead all these years!’ And this is accompanied by the distinct feeling
that I have had a visit — something more than a figment of my
dream, a real presence.

— 27–VI–72
— Book XIII, 1972, pp. 91–2.

THE BEST OF BOTH WORLDS

The Controller of Dreams not only shows an increasing tendency to
solve difficult problems, boring worries and terror situations by saying,
‘You don’t have to put up with this: Wake up!’, he also can encourage
me to take advantage of them. 

The night before last, for example, in a dream I was in some
other city on a public occasion, expected to announce and distribute
the prizes for some competition the nature of which was not very clear
to me. It was a festive occasion with people moving about and talking
and champagne was circulating freely. But I was exasperated and
embarrassed by the fact that the moment for the speech and the
announcements was coming close and I could not get anyone to tell
me the nature of the competition, of the winning entries or even the
names of the prize-winners beyond three names written on a sheet of
yellow paper in mustard-coloured ink, which were in any case illeg-
ible. I had had a couple of glasses of excellent champagne and was
about to voice my exasperation, when the familiar voice of the
Controller suggested that I should simply wake up which would save
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me from an embarrassing fiasco and punish the promoters for their
carelessness and bad manners, because I would not be there when
called on. I was about to agree when, with a surprising cunning, he
suggested I put off waking and have another glass of champagne while
I could. So I did and enjoyed it immensely as an added revenge.

This is the first time I remember the C. of D. being really
immoral. Usually he simply shows common sense in getting me out
of stupid situations. But it seems to be a comic sort of immorality —
a game we play together.

— 23–IV–1973
— Book XV, 1973, pp. 22–3.

FOMELHAUT

The dream-team [likes] to keep up with current interests. I have just
waked from a dream in which I am told that Fomelhaut is my star and
I see a ‘negative’ photograph of a very bright star in the right of the
picture accompanied by a group of very faint stars in the left. I am
raising the question as to whether Fomelhaut may not turn out, when
a really big telescope is turned on it, to resolve into a whole galaxy but
the unseen informant tells it is indeed a star and part of our own galaxy.
I am convinced that I am in some undefined way identified with it.

This nonsense is clearly the result of my attempts in the past few
days to catch up on cosmological theory since Fred Hoyle wrote
Galaxie, Nuclei and Quasars.

— 29–VI–73

(Looking it up, I discover [a] that it is spelt Fomalhaut and does exist,
is one of the brightest stars, is in the Constellation Pisces Australis at
a distance of 23 light years and is therefore one of our closest neigh-
bours in space. Finally that its name is Arabic and means Mouth of
the Fish. As my dream workers presumably knew nothing of this
except that the word was Arabic — that was ‘in’ the dream — they
were plainly working by the light of Nature — or should we say, the
moonlight of Nature?)

— Book XV, 1973, p. 48. page 313
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THE HELPERS

Observation of Voznesensky’s poems and their rhythmical structure in
the past week or so, led me to wonder whether I might not find here
a solution to the problem of a rhythmical structure for The Battle of
Junin. It was a vague thought. But apparently my dream-workers got
busy on the idea and two days ago just as I was waking up they
presented me with several lines, just as a model, which I could both
hear and see on the page. It was ‘stepped’ verse of the kind made fash-
ionable by Mayakovsky and often used by Voznesensky. ‘Well what do
you think of that?’ they asked with obvious satisfaction; and it really
did seem like a solution to the problem. But as soon as I woke I recog-
nized it as the metre of the Irish ballad, Finnegan’s Wake: just the sort
of unvarying thump I wanted to avoid.

— Book XIV, 1973, p. 72.

DREAM WITHIN DREAM

In the dream I recognize the fact that what I am witnessing has been
the subject of other dreams in the past though there is always one
constant and several variable elements so that it is like an algebraic
formula. I am on the shore of a sea, lake or wide river and a boat full
of people is rowed quickly past, stops and turns back.

The constant element is that it is in [the] charge of an oriental,
either Japanese or Chinese who falls into the water and drowns. The
other people in the boat and on the shore are real. The drowning
oriental is a ghost, presumably of someone who did drown there in time
past. As the boat turns and rows back, his head can be seen in the water
a distance from the bows and as if moving with the boat, but gradually
dissolving to a blur of shadow on the water. In the dream I am convinced
that I have had this dream many times before though in many different
forms. On waking I cannot recall any other instance, though the convic-
tion is still a strong one. The phantom of the Japanese boatman is
particularly clear, the other persons [are] not clearly defined, though one,
a woman who stands in the boat reminds me of Susan Eade.6

— 5–III–1974
— Book XV, 1974, pp. 158–9.
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THE DREAM PHILOSOPHER

At the end of what seems to have been a rambling, not very serious
academic discussion including such topics as: whether ‘Philosophy’s
claim that it is so complex a subject that it should have a separate
handbook setting out its curriculum or not’, there comes the inter-
esting statement flatly enunciated by one of the interlocutors: ‘Goethe
remained a sort of mystical positivist to the end of his life.’

As I know practically nothing about positivism except that it is
associated with the name of Auguste Comte, and as I know also very
little about Goethe’s ideas, I wonder what on earth the dream-team
thought this meant — or have they been reading things behind my back?

— Book XV, 1974, p. 163.

MORE BACK-ROOM NONSENSE

I have just waked from a strenuous dream in which I seemed to [be]
working hard at the composition of a poem in Russian in which the
image of the poem was an elegant red motor-car of about 1910
vintage and there was to be some equally elegant word-play with the
nouns [illegible]. It was to be in the metre of Pushkin’s poem about
the drowned man, though not in the same stanza form. This ambi-
tious scheme was coupled with a translation into English in the form
of a sonnet which had already been completed before the composition
of the original. As I woke up I was convinced that the sonnet was
written out and should be transcribed into this notebook. After I had
assured myself that this was not so, I went back to sleep and the
dream-team set to work on the Russian version with renewed enthu-
siasm and equal lack of success. They will overreach themselves.

— Book XV, 1974, p. 164.

DREAM-TEAM EDUCATIONAL

Tonight they introduced a familiar routine: I have left my academic
post (or retired) and have taken one as a senior English master in
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a country or Sydney suburban High School and am going through the
uncomfortable experience of my first day. Usually in these dreams
I am doing it for the money and so it was tonight. This time Paul
McEwen7 of the Canberra Boys’ Grammar School had persuaded me
to join the staff and invited me to attend an informal session of senior
pupils in which they gave short papers on subjects of their own
choosing. As I entered the classroom a pupil of about 17, obviously
dismayed by my entry was giving a critique of a poem by A. D. Hope,
which he was treating very severely and, analyzing it, coming to the
conclusion that my main fault was intellectual arrogance. I tried to
look encouraging without much success.

— Book XIX, 1976, pp. 1–2.

DREAM POEM

I wake in the night with a line of an inchoate or imagined poem, —
the image in fact forming around the line.

‘It cuts the heart out of my breast to see those children grow.’

Almost in the few seconds of waking there is added to this the idea of
one woman envying another who married the man she been in love
with; the poem is all about the children of the other woman.
Possibilities in this (?).

(My Dream poems are sometimes entire, though never remem-
bered in their entirety; more often like this one they are in a process
of crystallizing round individual lines or fragments and the setting or
idea follows these, rather than generating them.)

— Wangaratta 21–V–1976
— Book XIX, 1976, p. 53.

MORE DREAM ASTRONOMY

I am listening to three astronomers from different observatories who
have just met to compare notes on a remarkable new discovery. They
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show me photographs of a star, the first is simply a bright star of appar-
ently first or second magnitude. This they indicate is the way it
had appeared until recently. The second photograph is apparently
of a higher magnification and shows a bright perimeter enclosing
a central black disk. The third picture is a blow-up of the second and
shows the black disk as an irregular patchwork of dark and light,
though all black towards the centre. I gather from the conversation of
the three that they have the first ocular evidence of the way a black
hole develops in a collapsing giant star, and that there are unexpected
features such as the patchiness from which they are able to develop
a new theory that helps resolve the paradox of infinite compression of
matter which the present theory seem[s] to imply.

Just as I wake I learn that the star is quite a well-known one and
is called The Companion of Betelgeuse.

(Looking up the facts I find that Alpha Orionis [Betelgeuse] does
not have a companion though Rigel [Beta Orionis] does. I may have
read these facts and the fact that Betelgeuse is a star of the first magni-
tude, indeed a supergiant and a pulsating star, but I am sure that my
waking mind was unaware of them. The Dream-team apparently had
a clue but not much more than that.)

— Book XIX, 1976, pp. 107–8.

PIANO CONCERTO

The Dream-team was over-ambitious last night. They tried to produce
me as the author of a full scale piano concerto. I was immensely
pleased and turned over the printed score and admired the elaborate
cover. I even sat down confidently to the piano a few minutes before
the concert was to begin. On the seat beside me was my mother some-
what larger than life whom, as she had trained to be a concert pianist,
I expected to be the actual performer. But she said, ‘Why don’t you
play it yourself?’ I gazed hopelessly at the score as she went on encour-
aging me and I struck some notes at random, but realized I could not
even read the score I was supposed to have written and composed —
and yet the theme of the first movement was in my mind. I said: ‘No,
I couldn’t do it. I haven’t played the piano in years.’ Actually apart
from a few lessons when I was fourteen or so, I have never played it at
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all. And so my mother consented to play. But then we were told that
some other item in the concert had replaced us as the first item and
this was the beginning of a series of delays and frustrations culminating
in the news that the orchestra had failed to arrive and we would have to
be content with presenting the piano part of which we were presented
a transposed score with piano parts for the orchestral bits. Finally it
became clear that in fact there would be no performance at all.

On waking I realized that all this had been the result of someone
in the team realizing that in spite of the elaborate score, there was in
fact no concerto and the dream-team [was] as unable to present the
actual music as I was to read it.

— Book XXI, 1979, pp. 32–3.

LITERARY REMINISCENCES

Another new venture for the Dream-team. In the dream I am partly
listening to an account of minor literary characters, partly reading
notes, jotted down on sheets of lined writing paper, of their meetings
in the nineties of the last century. They appeared to meet in some
sparsely furnished room in Sydney where they drank and chatted.
When I woke no actual details of their persons or their talk and some-
times boisterous fun remained — only the impression, the feel of it.

— Book XXI, 1979, p. 34.

DREAM STONE

I woke suddenly about midnight on the night of an almost full moon
from a dream about Avebury and the ‘divinity’ of the great stones. In
the dream I have been contemplating a poem of which I am able to
salvage two lines:

And how shall flesh not own
The power of stark stone?

— Book XXI, 1980, p. 83.
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A LECTURE ON CHEKHOV

Last night I dreamed that I was invited to a class conducted by Nina
Christesen on Chekhov. The class was noisy and inattentive and
Nina seemed irresolute and put out by their behaviour. So I made a
loud noise saying: ‘Shut up all of you. I am going to talk to you.’ There
was immediate silence and I realized at the same moment that I could
not recall any single play or story by Chekhov. The Dream-Team had
either over-reached themselves or were setting me up to appear
ridiculous. However I recollected two passages, one in Chekhov’s
letter to his brother in which he describes the romantic and ‘literary’
method of describing moonlight on the water and his own realistic
description of the light glinting off a broken bottle stuck in the mud.
The other passage was the remark of Anna Akhmatova to Lydia
Chukovskaya about how boring she found Chekhov’s famous natu-
ralism. Armed with these I began to talk impromptu and quite easily
about Chekhov’s ‘naturalism’ and about 19th-century theories of
realism in general. But I was aware that I would have to illustrate my
remarks by reference to at least one of Chekhov’s works. I could only
recall the titles of two of the plays, Uncle Vanya and The Cherry
Orchard and nothing precise about their contents. At this point the
Dream Workers let me off the hook and I woke up. But by then, I was
determined to go on since as soon as I woke my memory improved,
and for several minutes I continued to compose my lecture, even
breaking into dog-Russian for good measure.

— Book XXI, 1980, pp. 84–5.

DREAM-SAGA

The Dream-team the night before last attempted to mount an
Icelandic saga but could not cope in the end. The plot was simple and
saga-like, the pursuit of a man who knew too much of events touching
the honour of his friend, and who without actually revealing the
disgraceful facts, had talked too freely of his knowing them. The
pursuit occurred over brown and black rocks, an old lava flow either
into the sea, or forming a peninsula to the mainland. The revenge was
accomplished when the pursuer overtook his victim among the rocks
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and with typical Icelandic brevity apologized to him as he killed him
— rather as Hrafnkell apologizes to the shepherd boy. Only in this
case the victim, who at this point seemed to be me, was finished
off with a long knife not as in Hrafnkell’s case an axe. Rather un-
Icelandic were the thoughts and feelings of the victim during the
chase: his remorse at having injured his friend, his shame at the
running away and his feeling that it would be better to turn round and
face the killer. All this was delivered needless to say in English or
acted out as in a film. The Team met their Waterloo as the killer,
having returned to the settlement, went to the Club House (the
setting had changed to modern Iceland) and proceeded to pin or nail
a notice to the bulletin-board announcing the fact of his vengeance.
In the dream I seemed to be standing behind him. The notice
purported to be Icelandic but I could not read any of it and obviously
neither could the Dream-team.

— Book XXI, 1980, p. 89.

DREAM-TEAM HISTORY

The boys excelled themselves last night. I woke from a dream in
which I had been persuaded by a now shadowy interlocutor — though
I recall that I had a definite and vigorous discussion with him —
to look at some students’ essays on seventeenth century religious
polemics. This had apparently led on to his inviting me to take up the
subject myself, which I had reluctantly agreed to do — or rather,
had allowed myself step by step to become involved in. I had made
the point that sixteenth-century religious controversy between
Protestants and Catholics had mainly been polemical and abusive,
but that in the seventeenth century the better minds on both sides
had recognized the worth and standing of the intellectual opposition
and the need to stop finding political rationalizations disguised as
philosophical or theological arguments. The opponents could no
longer be treated as corrupt and dishonest. The basis of the contro-
versy had to be broadened to one of serious philosophical and
theological systems. Agreed on this, we then went on to say that
I would be involved in the serious controversies within both Catholic
and Protestant parties and in the new problems raised by seven-
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teenth-century science and epistemology. I woke in a sort of stupor at
the magnitude of the task I had committed myself to, and with a great
sense of relief that I had escaped the whole thing.

The odd thing about this was that although the thesis was in
general a correct one, the Dream-team had in the main no detailed
knowledge of the subject at all — much less than I have when awake.
In the dream they had me and the other person mentioning names of
leaders of important movements. The reference to sixteenth-century
philosophy was devoid of the great names and their theories, the
controversy of the Lettres Provincials was touched on but Pascal was
not — and so on. It was a rather an ingenious attempt to give me
something to worry about.

— Book XXI, 1980, pp. 123–4.

DREAM ABILITIES

… My invariable dream experience is that I am unable to read.
I can recognize, for example, a stop sign by its colour and its
octagonal shape, but I cannot read the word STOP, although
I know it is there. I have the impression of understanding the
meaning of a page of type, but not of reading it word by word or
sentence by sentence. I cannot reliably perform even simple
arithmetic operations in the dream-state. I make a variety of
verbal confusions of no apparent symbolic significance, like
mixing up Schumann and Schubert, I am a little aphasic and
entirely alexic. 

Carl Sagan: The Dragons of Eden, p. 144

This bears out most of my own observations of the limitations of the
Dream-team. Not that I am entirely ‘alexic’:* I can often read a few
lines of print — but never for long. In continuous reading, I appear to
be reading the words but in fact rarely read the print; I follow the
narrative by ‘learning’ the words. As for Sagan’s confusions of words of
‘no apparent symbolic significance’ (he is a mildly convinced
Freudian), he has no notion apparently of the rich word-play that
goes on in my dreams, the sort of plays on words, purely because they
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are alike in sound, that fascinate young children learning their language
and that form one of the substrates of poetry.

It appears from Sagan’s remark about Stop Signs that he dreams in
colours which I rarely do and almost never in the literary or intellectual
contexts of most of the dreams I have recorded in these notebooks. This
would fit in with his evolutionary thesis: that dreaming is both a very
ancient practice and like the physiology of the infant, tends to reflect
earlier stages of mammalian and human history. Colour sight would
seem to have developed later than black and white vision in mammals.
But he cannot for this reason comment on the intense euphoria of my
occasional colour dreams, nor their usual perfectly clear transfusion
with a generalized and ‘innocent’, sexual pleasure.

What he, perhaps, misses in the description of reading difficul-
ties (and in my case, lack of precise imagery of places, at times) is the
way our senses and our minds tend to ‘fill in’ the missing details in
ordinary waking life. We work on ‘patterns’, some unlearned and
some acquired which are ‘corrected’ by the actual situation. In dreams
we lack an actual corrective experience but the Dream-team works on
the assumption that there is, that we will fill in the raw details not
actually supplied. So a ‘rough approximation’ will give us the illusion
of a precisely detailed situation.

There is much else in this book, especially on dreams, that
I must return to, though Sagan** is to be treated as a stimulator rather
than as an authority. If one forgets this, one tends to recall what he
calls ‘scientific myths’ as though they were established theories —
though god knows, the borderline between the two is vague enough.

— Alice Springs 22–VIII–1980

* I wrote ‘Alexic’ — perhaps one of those amusing ‘confusions’ in
which Sagan can find no ‘symbolic’ significance. He forgets that
someone called Alec and frequently called Alex (or in Russia, Alexei)
might be tripped for the fun of it by the Dream-team, by the phrase:
‘I am entirely Alexic.’ Sagan seems to know his own Dream-team
only vaguely. They, at any rate, do not tease him good-humouredly as
mine do me. A lot goes on at an ordinary level without [the] benefit
of Freudian Symbolism.
** Carl Sagan is apparently a well-known astronomer. Odd how many
astronomers in recent years have take[n] up one or more aspects of
biology.

— Book XXI, 1980, pp. 125–8.
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DREAMS AS PLAY

[Editor’s Note: Hope on reading Novalis on dreams, records his disap-
pointment that his own theory of dreams was not original.]

I have for so long believed I had discovered this view of dreams, that
I was disappointed to find that Novalis had anticipated me by
180 years or so. I wish now I had finished the poem I began on the
subject, On the Night Shift, before I found out.

— 3–I–1981
— Book XXI, 1981, pp. 154.

PHASELLUS ILLE

Last night I was talking with some friend who was urging me to join
with him in a series of poems attacking someone responsible for the
death of a pet bird of a lady known to us both. He showed me frag-
ments of a Latin poem he was composing. I could not read the text
but at once began to recollect fragments of Catallus’s two hendecasyl-
labic poems on the subject and the rhythm of hendecasyllabic verse
was running in my head. However bird, lady and my indignant friend
soon vanished from the dream and it became evident that they were
part of a ploy by the dream-team to get me to return to a poem started
some years ago called A Joke with Catallus and based on a parody of 

Phasellus ille quem
videtis, hospites …8

I became so involved that on waking I rose and found my Catallus and
looked up the structure of the metre with the conviction that I was about
to compose in Latin. It only came to me gradually that the whole enter-
prise was ridiculous. But the Dream-team had succeeded in sending me
back to consider the English imitation. Since I published a translation of
the original in the Bathurst High School magazine when I was about 15,
there may be reasons for this odd dream of which I am unaware.

— 14–I–1981
— Book XXI, 1981, pp. 159–60.
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JOHN FIELD (1782–1837)

The Dream-team [does] not usually shine at musical composition but
last night was an exception. I and some others were present at a final
rehearsal by a small amateur group of musicians who seemed to be
vaguely connected with the Websters. I had letters from Hilary and
Camilla the day before. They seated themselves in a bare room, some
on chairs others squatting or sitting on the floor. Some produced sheets
of music from small cases which turned into music stands. But no-one,
as far as I could see, looked at the score. They were led by a handsome,
young man but most of the others were girls. The audience sat at the
side and in front of them was a sort of day bed spread with old lace.

At a sign from the leader who played a curious woodwind sort
[of] instrument of a type I had not seen before, they burst into a lively
and beautiful first movement of a sonata for flutes and woodwind
instruments molto con brio9 and played for several minutes until the
leader stopped them to discuss some point of execution. The discus-
sion then became a general one about the composition. I spoke up
and asked who the composer was and was told that it was a work by
Field and at the same time saw the name printed in bold type on the
top corner of one of the scores. I started to say: Oh Field the best
English composer after Purcell, but did not manage to be heard. 

Actually it was not very like anything by Field that I have heard
— my mother used to play his Nocturnes when I was a boy — more
like Cimarosa or ‘English Bach’ if one can imagine a combination of
the two styles with a touch of Vivaldi at his most energetic. After that
the dream changed to the following morning when I was helping two
elderly servants scrub out the concert room and hose it down using
the long-handled scrubbing brushes used by sailors swabbing the
decks.

I knew practically nothing about Field except that he antici-
pated or, as I thought my mother had told me, was influenced by
Chopin. In the dream I thought his name was Andrew Field (rather
than John)* and that he had lived most of his life in England rather
than on the Continent. Certainly the delightful sonata of which
I heard most of the first movement bore not the slightest resemblance
either to the style of Field or of Chopin.

PS. I noticed when the music stopped that the audience had
been given copies of a printed poem of some pages in length on which
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the music was supposed to be based. But I did not manage to read any
of the poem and did not identify its author.

Andrew Field, Professor of Biography at Griffith University in
Queensland and a friend of mine is probably the reason for this
mistake.

— Book XXI, 1981, pp. 156–8.

READING IN DREAMS

In spite of my general agreement with Carl Sagan on this point, I do
occasionally have a clear visual perception of actual words on paper,
as in the dream about John Field’s music a few days ago. Last night
I found myself entered for a training course in marine navigation,
with a vague implication of naval service. The recruits after their
initial briefing were to be taken to their training centre on the coast
and we were giving a series of simple exercises connected with this
expedition by ship. The first was a position reading 5N 35.79W,
which we were to locate on a large-scale chart of a complex coastline
with many islands and deep bays and estuaries. The map was covered
with place names. Working by the bearings given I quickly located
the spot which turned out to be the site of the training centre —
a small town on a deep bay — and I distinctly saw and read its name:
‘Penzance.’ The bearings themselves of course were nonsense. The
Dream-team was unable to cope with real ones, but the chart or map
was at least in conformity with the bearings given so that one could
find them by the usual method of indications of longitude and lati-
tude. Apart from Penzance, however, all the other map names were
unreadable. I could see them but not decipher them.

— Book XX, 1981, pp. 169–70.

DREAM-TEST BY DREAM

I get bored with the endless changes of Dream-Team invention but
here is an odd one. I was on a sea coast somewhere in Portugal
and throughout the dream everyone was speaking Portuguese which
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I could not understand but tried to speak a few words of, recalling in
my dream that I had been reading a story in Portuguese before I fell
asleep. I was carrying a cheap cardboard suitcase which contained my
vestments as altar-boy to a priest — but when I showed him a crimson
elaborately embroidered and fringed cassock he signed to me to put
it away. We entered a small church where he said a brief mass to
a congregation of one and I sat on a side-seat. But from there I could
see at a little distance a large cathedral whose main doors kept
opening to give me glimpses of the interior which seemed splendidly
ornate. After the service in the little chapel I walked to the cathedral
and entered. A woman came up to me and talked to me for a minute
in Portuguese — ‘sirn’ and ‘não’ so that all I could do was nod and
smile as if I understood and interject an occasional Portuguese word
— the only Portuguese words I could recall in the dream. The woman
soon went away and I was able to look around me. The interior was
decorated in red and gold, the apse extremely high and covered by
a barrel vault, and the walls richly decorated in squares within squares
of deep ochre framed in lighter red. Then came the curious part of the
dream in which it occurred to me, since this was a dream, that I could
test whether one could see sharp and precise detail in a dream or
whether in fact this was an illusion and that, in fact, one saw only
blurred and very general impressions. At once the high wall I had
been looking at swung back in position and I verified that I was
indeed seeing it in as sharp detail as in waking sight. The odd thing is
that I was quite satisfied that in this way I had tested Carl Sagan’s
theory that one cannot read the actual letters in a dream script. The
architecture of the cathedral bore no resemblance to any style I had
actually seen in Portugal. The story I had been reading was José
Mathias by Eça de Queiroz. It could have no connection with the
dream except to influence its setting in Portugal.

— Book XXI, 1981, pp. 185–7.

A CONFLATION OF BARDS

Tonight I woke from a dream of a quarrel between two poets. At first
the dream was of the arrival of a family party including a number of
friends in a pantechnicen from the coast. They had loaded it that
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morning and were now to unload it and I went to get some cans of
beer for them before they started as it was a hot day. I was particularly
anxious to give one to the friend who had driven the van and could
not see him anywhere so I asked one of the women if she had seen
him. She said he had left and it was clear from her manner that she
had had a quarrel with him. I asked where he had gone and she
pointed to a big main highway past the house saying he had decided
to catch a bus on to the city. At this point the identity of neither
party was clear. They were both vaguely ‘friends’.

I crossed the highway carrying the two cans of beer and saw my
friend waiting at a stop at the bottom of the hill and as I made my way
towards him saw that it was the poet David Rowbotham10 whom
I know slightly. As I caught up with him I could see he was in a rage
and he swung away from me as I approached. I said, ‘David, I’m
terribly sorry that this has happened’. He replied, ‘A. L., the stupid
bitch! What a stupid thing to object to.’ ‘What words?’ I asked —
‘Oh, objecting because someone says “For chrissake.”’ ‘Who said
for chrissake?’ He said, ‘You did.’ He waved away the can of beer and
I said, ‘Look, David, you know how I love and admire you’, and he
seemed mollified but still angry. At that moment I saw a bus stopping
at the bottom of the hill and left him to it.

The odd thing is, only clear to me when I woke, that the woman
was the poet Anne Lloyd11 whom I know well and correspond with.
But David Rowbotham in the dream had the voice and appearance of
a farmer or someone who lives out of doors. I realise that in the dream
he was conflated with David Campbell and that Anne Lloyd was also
a double character, conflated, I think, with Jennifer Maiden,12 who
has just sent me her latest book of poems. None of the four poets is, as
far as I know, acquainted with any of the others. David Rowbotham
has recently written to me and rung me up to protest about being
omitted from Leonie Kramer’s Oxford History of Australian Literature
which made him very angry. The warm feelings I expressed and the
distress I felt at the quarrel were not appropriate to him but would
have been to David Campbell. Altogether a very odd mix-up by the
ingenious but I fear not always ingenious Dream-team. What are they
playing at?

— 26–VII–1981
— Book XXII, 1981, pp. 23–5. page 327
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A NEW DREAM-TEAM VENTURE

The D. T. have not produced any notable variation on their ordinary
pranks for some time apart from inflicting some agonising nightmares
and withholding the usual licence to wake myself up if it gets unbear-
able. But last night they moved into quite new territory. In the part of
the dream which I can recall, just before waking I was another actual
person, a man who died as I discovered on waking in 1926, the etcher
and writer Joseph Pennell.13 I was aware of my dream identity and
quite unaware that I had a different waking identity or indeed that
I was dreaming. In the dream I was engaged in talking to someone
unidentified — possibly a student or an interviewer — about the
technique of pen-drawing and demonstrating it at the same time. In
one exercise I was taking, as an illustration, one of my own drawings
of a beech tree and making a rapid sketch as I talked of the bottom of
the bole and the thickening of the root system at ground level
explaining how the structure gave a sense of firm and powerful fixa-
tion in the ground. In a second illustration I was explaining how
I indicated by successive short pen strokes, the sense of a shimmering
path of light, say from the moon, across a stretch of water and as I did
was conscious of doing this on the shore of a stretch of water with
a city skyline on the other side.

As far as I know I have never had any particular interest in
Pennell’s work as an artist, of which I have seen a few examples,
mainly etchings or reproductions of them. I woke thinking the
Dream-team had got things wrong in introducing pen-drawings but
was surprised on checking with the Encyclopaedia Britannica to find
that he had in fact published a book on the subject, Pen Drawing and
Pen Draughtsmen (1889).

Very Odd!
— 27–VIII–1981

— Book XXII, 1981, pp. 31–3.

BLACK HOLE FAILURE

This time the Dream-team had launched a nightmare scenario. In it
mankind had solved the problem of an unlimited power supply and
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the whole apparatus was housed in a large cupboard which had a seat
for the Controller before it. I was to replace him in a few minutes.
The controller in question was my young friend Jeremy Slocombe
who had presented me, in real life, with the little goat, a piece of
harness-ornament from Harappa. I was tired and the script of the
events called for me to fall asleep in the control chair and to wake
finding the whole very dangerous apparatus loose from its siting and
rushing about out of control. I recall remarking that the door was not
kept locked and that this was very dangerous. Unfortunately instead
of falling asleep as the script required I really woke up and said
to myself: How absurd! What means could they possibly imagine to
provide all that energy from so small an apparatus. And immediately
the answer came: ‘Harness a Black Hole!’ I have no doubt that this is
what the Team intended but I would be surprised if they could present
the idea in such a way as to make it at all plausible, let alone
convincing, even as a device to run a nightmare on.

— Book XXII, 1982, pp. 90–1.

DREAM-TEAM PROPHETS?

Last night I dreamed I had had a moderately severe stroke while trav-
elling in Portugal or Italy. In the beginning of the dream I was in a
country restaurant from which we were due to return by car to the
town where we were lodging. It began with my cleaning my coat and
shirt from something splashed over it which it appeared I had done in
falling. I gathered this from the waiter who was helping me clean
myself. I did not recollect the fall, nor, when I returned to the table
after the stroke which had occurred earlier. But I had lost control over
my arms and legs and had trouble in articulating. Penelope and Emily
were at the table and were apprehensive and upset. The restaurant
manager was leaning over me and then squatting beside my chair
trying to explain that I must not think of returning to town and that
he had reserved rooms in the establishment for the night. I had diffi-
culty in understanding — partly his broken English and partly my
own condition — but I rejected the idea thinking to myself the
wounded animal has only one thought: to get back to its lair. I tried to
say ‘We will catch a bus or train. The car can stay here.’ Emily was
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talking in her high rapid voice — she had, of course, been dead for
some years as in this and other dreams — when she is excited and
I could not follow. Later while we waited for tickets at the station my
father was there too, saying nothing and walking gloomily up and
down. I had no idea in the dream that they were both dead long ago.
My own mind was obsessed with the thought that now I could never
finish The Age of Reason which I am working on at present. The
dream may have been partly prompted by the fact that earlier in the
night I had been reading Florbela Espanca’s Diário de ultimo ano in the
facsimile edition which Isabel Moutinho14 has just sent me. That
would account for Portugal and the sense of approaching death, since
Florbela knew she was dying in the last year of her life. But the whole
thing was both unnerving and grotesque. The whole thing too ended
with the reappearance of the sleek, smiling manager of the restaurant
at the barrier of the station tendering his bill, which somebody else
paid. I remember thinking: well anyway I don’t have to worry about
money any more and somebody else will pay for my funeral. In travel
dreams I am always worrying about money or finding I haven’t nearly
enough for fares and hotels. 

The Dream-team [was] clearly having a bit of fun with me —
earlier that night they had me at a reception in Italy which was to
announce my engagement to a nice Italian girl. 

Isabel has just suggested I make a translation of Camoens’ best-
known sonnets. I have consented provided she will help by making
the selection and commenting on the drafts.

I have just talked with Isabel about the project and she gave me
the ideal towards which I must work: ‘You must translate in such
a way that I can say to myself, that is how Camoens would have
written if his native language had been English instead of Portuguese.’
I thought of Amanda Haight’s15 comment on hearing me read one of
my translations from Akhmatova.

— 5–IX–1982
— Book XXII, 1983, pp. 121–3.
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Notes
1 Musil, Young Torless, p. 38.
2 ‘Kirklands’, situated on the Macquarie River 11 kilometres from Campbell Town,

in Tasmania, was the Hope home from 1910–20.
3 Hope’s Ascent into Hell, was first published in Melbourne University Magazine,

1947, pp. 34–5.
4 Dorothy Auchterlonie and David Campbell were both close friends of Hope.

Auchterlonie (married name Green) was a colleague of Hope’s in the English
Department at the ANU. Her expertise was in Australian Literature. She wrote
a biography of Henry Handel Richardson, Ulysses Bound (1973), two collections
of poems under her family name and a collection of her critical essays have been
published. David Campbell was a fellow poet who has published more than
10 collections of poetry as well as two collections of short stories.

5 A. L. Burns was the father of Andrew Hope’s partner Sarah Burns. He was a long-
term friend of the family and during his work-life was an academic in the History
Department at ANU.Andrew Hope is Hope’s son.

6 Susan Eade, at the time Hope made this entry, was a doctoral student in the
History Department at ANU. In 1975, she, along with Ann Curthoys and Peter
Spearite, edited Women at Work. Susan Eade teaches women’s studies at Flinders
University,Adelaide.

7 Paul McEwen was the headmaster of Canberra Boys’ Grammar from 1959–85.
8 The parody mentioned alludes to Catullus, Carmem IV; the opening line cited

being roughly translatable in 11 syllables as: ‘This boat tells us that it has been
observed, friends …’

9 Translation: with great vivacity.
10 David Rowbotham: an award-winning Australian poet. He has published eight

collections of poems. His earlier work dealt primarily with the Queensland 
landscape and his later work moved towards a ‘more idiosyncratic vision that
resists categorisation’. He has been viewed as among those Australian poets
‘who have been involved in a radical redefinition of Australian poetry’. See
The Oxford Companion to Australian Literature, p. 601.

11 Anne Lloyd: an Australian poet, whose poems, along with those of Kate Llewellyn,
Joyce Lee and Susan Hampton were published in Rosemary Dobson’s edition,
Sister Poets, 1 in 1979.

12 Jennifer Maiden: an Australian writer known primarily for her poetry; she has
also written short stories and novels.

13 Joseph Pennell: a 19th-century American artist (lithographer) and writer.
14 Isabel Moutinho, who teaches Spanish and Portuguese at Latrobe University,

had been working with Hope on a project involving the translation of the lyrics
of Camoens.

15 Amanda Haight is the author of Anna Akhmatova:A Poetic Pilgrimage (1976).The
work is a critical biography analysing the relation of the poet’s life to her poetry.
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