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BEAUTIFUL DREAMER.
Prologue

Nineteen Sixty: Yorkshire, England

His friends called him ‘Titch’, which was simplyYaorkshire term for a person of
small size. In fact Titch was not small; not fas hge; it was just that any ten-year old boy
who chose to run with a pack of twelve to fourtgear olds was doomed to be thought of as
‘Titchy’. Yet he was not small where it matteredshto the gang -- in his heart and in his
spirit -- and he could hold his own in most of tireiugh and tumble games. But this one was
different.

It was cold, that winter; cold enough that the oo the canal could support the weight
of a pack of small boys, who skated and skiddedciaged and tumbled on the frozen sur-
face. They ‘skated’ on the soles of their leasteres, or, for the luckier ones, their winter
boots, for ice skates were a rare commodity in plete at that time. And then they decided

to play ice hockey.

Since no-one knew much about this strange Nortlerdgan pursuit it fell to Brian
Lockwood to determine the rules of play. Beingélaest and biggest of the boys it often fell
to Brian to make such determinations. They kneat tlockey was basically a ‘girl’'s game’
played by their female associates during the wisgason while the boys played soccer. Yet
they understood that in North Amerilze Hockeywas a game for the toughest, the fastest, the
most skilful of men. Therefore the rules foe hockey andield hockey must be substantially
different in some important respects. Their ‘hegckticks’ were whatever pieces of wood fell
to hand; about half of the group brought out teerket bats. The ‘puck’ was a well worn
tennis ball. Each ‘net’ was represented by twegdf scarves and hats, similar to those which

at other times would serve as the ‘goalposts’figuriomptu soccer matches.

They cleared a light snowfall from the surfacelaf canal over a surface roughly sixty

feet long by the width of the waterway — about fean feet. The boys were selected by team



captains — Brian Lockwood and his twelve year ofatlier Neil — into two teams. Titch was
the last boy picked, and ended up on Brian’s te&vhat position should | play, Bri?” he
asked the bigger boy.

“You play ‘Outfielder”” Brian told him. “That’sike fullback in soccer. Go and stand

by the goal, and if the ball comes back to youhbtap to the Attackers. OK?”

“That’s like being Goalie!” Titch complained. tlon’t want to play goalie!”

“They don’t have goalies in ice hockey,” Briarpé&ined. “That’s why ‘Outfielder’ is

such an important position, OK?”

Mollified, Titch stood by the goalposts, watchitg ttangle of arms, legs, bats and
various wooden contraptions as the two sides metded single brawling mass. He longed
to get into the fray, but knew even at ten yeadstioht a good team player holds his position,
no matter what. In his frustration he struck a&tite with his cricket bat — a device really
sized for a much larger boy. The bat skiddedw#fgurface, cracking the ice, and the momen-
tum of its continued swing carried the small bofylo$ feet. He jackknifed in the air and

headed downwards, butt first, towards the ice.

The front-line scrum continued to hack and swingyunch and wrestle, until some-
one, more by luck than by skill, connected a selithck against the dirty yellow ‘puck’. The

ball shot out of the melée, back towards the ‘@idfi

“Get it, Titch!” Brian Lockwood yelled. But Titctvas not there.

When he hit the ice it exploded beneath him, aibchTell into the frigid water, his
rate of fall barely slowed by contact with the tkimeet of ice. At this time of the year the
water level in the canal was less than four feet jtmight just as well have been forty. The
shock of contact with the bitterly cold water califi@e boy to inhale rapidly, reflexively,

filling his small lungs.



He opened his eyes to see an angel. He recogmesdrbm the pictures and descrip-
tions given to him at his Methodist Sunday Scheekbns. She was enclosed in a sheath of
golden light, and a halo of the same light cirdhed head. Her hair, too, was golden and
cascaded about her shoulders in tight, yellow cuglse floated in front of the young boy’s
wide-eyed gaze, and smiled at him with her mouthlaar eyes and her face and with her
entire being. The love which she felt for him vasgible and warm. There was no place here
for ice, or snow, or frigid waters. There was tacp here for coldness of any kind. She held
out her hand, and Titch took it.

Together they floated towards a beautiful cityigit. The many tall buildings seemed
to be made of glass, glowing in all imaginable co$o It reminded the boy of the ‘lllumina-
tions’ which he had seen the previous winter atBpaol, on a day-trip by coach arranged by

his Sunday school; but these colours were far roeaitiful.

The fact of his situation registered, finally, drnd small features creased into an ex-
pression of confusion and fear. “Am | dead?” hieedshis angel. “Are you taking me to
Heaven?” The angel made no reply, and the twaroed their journey over the gleaming
rooftops. They crossed the city and left it beimem. An unknown amount of time passed
— minutes or hours, Titch was quite uncertain -oteethey came at last over more familiar
territory, and the boy recognised the small coaling village on the outskirts of Sheffield
where he had lived for the ten long years of hisngplife. Along the canal they drifted, to a
spot where the snow had been cleared, where a giforqung boys were clustered over

something — someone?—Ilying, unmoving, on the sroxered bank of the waterway.

“That’s me, isn't it?” Titch asked. “That's my ae body, | know it. Why have you
brought me back to my dead body? When are yowgdoitake me to Heaven to be with

Jesus?”

“It is best that you should not ask these questioifhe reply formed itself in the

boy’s mind. His angel had not turned, not movedlips; but she had spoken to him. “Who



are you?” Titch asked. He sought frantically angtribe sketchy memories of his Sunday
School teachings. “You can’t be God because yaugel! Who are you, then? Are you the

Mother Mary? Are you the Angel Gabriel?”

“It is best that you should not ask these questiathe spirit replied again. “What
happened was not meant to happen, and | have @owgrect the situation. It is best that you
should not know of me, not yet, nor remember any @avhat happened here today. | will
make it so.”

“Yes,” said Titch, not understanding, “But you shibat least tell me who you are. It's
only polite. What will happen now? Will you leawe here? Will you leave me in my dead
body? What will happen to me?” The thought ahdrapped in his dead body was not a
pleasant one, and the boy fought hard to compassdii and not let his fear show through, as
befitted a tough son of Yorkshire. Yet his angdt the fear threaten to overpower the child,
and turned to take him in her arms and comfort hintch felt the warmth of her love soak
into him and through him, and a feeling of perfielcds soothed his concerns and drove out the

fear.

“My sweet child, | will never leave you. | willdowith you always, throughout your
long life and in the life to come. | will nevett lgou come to harm.”

A sudden inspiration occurred to the young boyivee not from his Sunday School
teachings but from a more prosaic source. “Aremyyurairy Godmother?” he asked. The

angel smiled, but said nothing. And then everyghirent black.

He opened his eyes to find himself face down enghow, coughing out great quanti-
ties of foul tasting canal water. Twisting his Hesdightly he saw Brian Lockwood’s con-
cerned face hanging over him, while brother Neuqmted rhythmically on his back. He had
no knowledge of how he had come to this. Hisnasiory was of swinging his cricket bat at
the canal’s icy surface and losing his balance.didenot recall hitting the ice. His memory

from the fall to the opening of his eyes was a lblamd.



In the way of young boys, especially those conegmith impressing their older,
tougher friends, Titch did not at all appreciatengehe centre of attention and the focus of
alarm. It was unthinkable that his friends shdugdconcerned for his welfare merely because
he had slipped on the ice and, apparently, knobkedelf unconscious for a short time. He
had not yet noticed that he was dripping wet aadZing with cold. Titch leaped to his feet
and faced his fellows. When he strove to speakdtieed that his teeth chattered, and the full
nature of his situation was finally brought homéniim.

“Listen, Titch,” Brian told him earnestly, his fa@ study in concern, “You must get
warm as soon as you can. The best way to doghatun. Can you run?” What a stupid
guestion; oftoursehe could run. What Yorkshire boy could not rufi¢ began to run. His
muscles felt strange, and sharp pains lanced thrbisgegs. Ignoring these small inconven-
iences Titch ran on, and the pains lessened anukeles warmed. Brian and most of the
other boys ran alongside to ensure that their @medilleague came to no further harm. They
covered the half mile to Titch’s home in a littheeo four minutes, a very creditable time for
the snow covered terrain, particularly given thewinstances. The group hung back at the
gate to the small garden in front of the semi-detddhome where Titch lived. Alone he
unlatched the door and ran on into the small livimgm where a welcome coal fire blazed.
His mother looked up from the newspaper she watingand took in the scene in an instant.

The dripping, panting young boy was at a loss fords and so spat out the obvious.

“I fell in the canal, Mom. 1 fell through the igeto the canal.”

His mother stared for long seconds, mixed emotadrager, relief and love moving

over her face. “Harry Murphy, if you’ve ruined s®new leather shoes I'll kill you!”



BEAUTIFUL DREAMER

Nineteen Ninety Eight: Halifax, Nova Scotia, Camad

Chapter 1

Early in January Harry Murphy decided to keep adbrédiary. That is, a daily (or
nightly) record of his dreams. His wife, Liz, thdugt was silly idea, but then Liz was long
used to putting up with Harry's silly ideas andtbhe seemed to be much more benign than
many of his previous sillinesses. Less costly Td@ expensive Clarinet he had bought a year
ago was now gathering dust in a bedroom closetryHead seen people playing the Clarinet

on TV and thought it looked easy

Harry had been interested in dreams since he wagreg man and had read Freud.
Unfortunately he was one of those people who radetam, so his interest had stayed more
clinical than personal. He had always believed, én@w, that there was something very power-
ful about dreams; something which, if tapped, cdaddh very useful tool in everyday waking
life. He knew that much of mankind's inventivenasd creativity comes up from the subcon-
scious mind, by means of a mechanism which is eeitell understood nor particularly reli-
able. He imagined that if he could tap directlpihis subconscious by way of dreams -- few
and far between though they may be -- it coultheeshortcut to Fame and Riches for which

he had been searching through much of his life.

The decision to keep a dream diary started whiliéinggfor Liz at Halifax Airport one
snowy January afternoon, when a small display okbmutside Cole's bookstore caught his

attention. Harry was attracted to this particlittle book by its blue-on-blue cover, its title --



"My Dreambook" -- and the price; about what he bagdected to pay for a magazine to pass
an hour or so while he waited for Liz's flight. Heimbed open the book and read a few lines
from the flyleaf. "Although you may not be awardtpyou DO dream," the book told him.
"You dream several complex, vivid dreams a nigkvery night. And with a little help from

this book, you will remember every detail of evdrgam.”

"And that" said the book "Is just the start of wiémwill take you!"

OK, thought Harry. Sold. He paid the $7.99 salegriexplained yet again that he did-
n't really buy enough books to merit getting on¢heifr discount cards, took his prize over to
a red vinyl-covered chair and started to read. A thing he knew Liz was standing over
him asking "Harry Murphy, are you going to get ung @rive me home or should | get a taxi?"
On the way out of the Airport he stepped back @tdes and collected a small notebook and a

supply of looseleaf paper.

Harry stayed up past midnight reading his fasangglittle book, and learned much
about the current state of knowledge regardingrdsealhe physical side of the business
made for pretty dull reading, with much about bwares, dream states and rapid eye move-
ment. It struck Harry that this branch of sciehad not moved a lot over the last five decades
and still seemed to rely heavily on students doniffigh research labs with electrodes glued to
various parts of their bodies. About the only pesgrsince the nineteen fifties seemed to be
the use of computers. These greatly improvedpbedwith which scientists could determine
which sleep state the subject was in -- for what thight be worth. He speed-read most of

this and got very little out of it.

The psychological side of dreaming was more intergsand seemed to have come a
long way since Sigmund Freud had determined thar@hms are about sex, even if you're not
dreaming about sex. A section on the interpratatiodreams told him how biblical prophets
had once made a good living by telling kings angermrs what they haeally been dream-
ing about when they dreamed they were having séxlearned that dreaming of a cat could

10



mean any of half a dozen different things, none/lwth had anything to do with cats. He

flagged several pages for later study and moved on.

The spiritual aspects of dreaming were beyond Haspgecially at two o'clock in the
morning. There was mention of hypnosis and the iogeof one's spiritual channels; of states
of meditation and of spirit guides; of spirituabgith and progress along The Golden Path

Towards Enlightenment. It made his head achecléted the book and went to bed.

Harry arrived at Burton's Press at 7:30 Monday nmgrand Louise met him in the
foyer. Harry had worked at Burton's for closewenty years, and had worked in virtually
every area of the company. For the last eightsybarhad served as Production Manager for
the firm. "It's a Code Two, I'm afraid, Mr. Murphi/buise told him without even a "Good

Morning".

The "Code" business had started as a little jokevd®n Louise and Harry some
months ago, but she seemed to have taken it mooeisly than Harry had intended. Al-
though he recognised her as a first class Admatist Assistant, he had to admit that Louise
was also a first class worrier. At least once akvghe would be waiting for him in the lobby
with some new piece of gloom and doom, and he lkiazkky noticed that her dire warnings
fell neatly into half a dozen categories. For egken"The Crabtree-Vickers is down again”
was a Code One. This was not an uncommon occurreacevas it surprising that a forty year
old printing press should break down on a fairlyular basis. Any serious production problem
was a "Code One". "Code Three" was used for Peed@nises or Union problems. "Code
Two" meant that his boss, Theo Burton, was havorgiptions again and needed Harry to go
up to his office, hold his hand and say "Theretgh&heo, don't worry. Harry is here now and

Harry will fix it."

Theodore Francis Burton was the grandson of Jai&s Burton, the man who started

Burton's Press some eighty years previously witbldrLinotype machine and an antique
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Letterpress. Theo was the last of the line; noenBurton's at Burton's after Theo. Although
the family no longer owned the company Theo renthmsignificant shareholder in Burton's
and served as Chief Executive Officer. This esdithim to an executive office on the eighth
floor, an Executive Assistant, an executive salanyannual executive bonus and, perhaps the
most valuable perk of all, a seat on the goverbiogrd of AGI -- Amalgamated Graphic
Industries Corporation. AGI owned Burton's, father large printing institutions, eight
smaller ones and twenty other companies all motessrconnected with the printing and
publishing business. Most of his employees comedi&heo to be a nice guy, but totally
useless. He was the spoiled son of James Fravtuosyas the spoiled son of James Eliott, but
there was nothing of the old man's steel left ie@hHis main function was to attend the
monthly AGI meeting in Toronto and bring back heates to Halifax. These he read to Harry
and the rest of the Burton's Management Team oMtrelay mornings following the To-

ronto trips. The meetings were invariably shortsinobody asked questions. Nobody asked
guestions because they all knew perfectly well Theto had no answers, and it would only

cause embarrassment all round the table to exipect from him.

Harry grabbed the coffee which Louise held ready la@aded for the eighth floor.
Theo met him coming out of the elevator. "Harthg"shouted loud enough to be heard from
floor three on up, "Harry, they want me to takdyeegtirement. Early retirement, Harry!
How can | take early retirement? How am | goingn@nage, Harry? They say | won't even
have a pension!"

Doesn't anybody bother with "Good Morning" anymdiesry wondered?

He got Theo settled in his black leather recliasked June to bring in some tea, and
tried to calm him down. June Sawler was Theo'schivee Assistant, this title being one step
up from 'Administrative Assistant'.

"Theo, for starters, you're sixty three years altj you would have had to start think-

ing about retirement soon anyway, so let's notdaymuch emphasis on this "early" business,

shall we? Secondiyoneof us in the management group have company penaioynmore.
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Those generous annual bonuses we've been gettirsgijgposed to let us make our own finan-
cial arrangements for our golden years. And thijrdbu still own twenty percent of Burton's
stock, which should pay you a yearly dividend alibetsize of my present salary and bonuses
combined. Take a deep breath Theo, and just thioktahis."

"Seventeen," he said.

"What?"

"Seventeen percent. | own seventeen percent abBar and they want that from me,
too. They want to give me a two percent share@i ik exchange for my Burton's shares, so |
won't even have that."

Harry did some quick mental arithmetic. "Theo, tlaeg being nice to you. They are
offering you a good old "golden handshake" to mihleeparting easier. In terms of how much
it will pay you, your Burton's shares are equivakenabout one, maybe one and a quarter
percent of AGI stock. If they are still offering tvpercent this morning call them back and
grab it."

"But what am | going to do, Harry?"

"Just what you've always done, Theo." That didorbe out the way Harry intended
but luckily it seemed to go straight over Theo'aché'You can do anything you want, when-
ever you want. You don't have to wait for weeketudgo to your cottage. You can spend the
whole summer fly fishing if you want to. You carkéathe trip to Europe you've been talking
about for the last five years. Go on a world cruikee in bed late in the morning if you want
to. Everymorning, Theo."

About half of this was getting through, but it sesehto be enough.

"You think it's OK then, Harry? Really, | meanrtéstly?"
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"Theo, | think it could turn out to be the besnilithat's happened to you in years."

"But what about Burton's, Harry? How are you aling to get along if I'm not here?"

Bite your tongue, Harry. Not even a flicker of ailemHe's one of the Good Guys, re-

member, and they don't exactly outnumber the dtimer around here.

"Well, Theo, we'll have to face that problem soomelater. And I'm sure that AGI will
insist that your replacement is at least as capabtanager as you have always been." Careful

Harry, the man isn't stupid.

Theo smiled. June came in with the tea.

So now we come to the big one, Harry thought. Tév 0 question. Don't let it
sound like you really care that much, or as thoymkive been waiting for this moment for the

last five years. Sip your coffee, Harry, and ddndol.

"By the way, Theo, did George say whether they fay®ne in mind to replace you?"
George Thorpe was the President and Chairman &dhed at Amalgamated Graphics.
George wasn't exactly a dictator, but the lastgrets stand up to him with any amount of
vigour had not been heard from for six months.ig@fgossip said he was managing a Copy

Centre somewhere near Yellowknife.

"What? Oh, no." Theo was elsewhere. "You knowryjd bet | would get rid of this
awful indigestion | get every time | eat anythin@et the old insides back into good working
order, what? Out from under all the stress, yoamkrsort out the old tummy, don't you
think?"

Stress? What stress? "I'm sure you're right, Thid.he, did George, did he happen

to mention....... e
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"Oh, yes, sorry. No. Not that | recall. He sagswants me to go up to Toronto to dis-

cuss the changeover."

"Changeover? So limeshave someone in mind for the job?"

"Someone in mind? Oh, | see. | don't know, HarfYes, come to think of it, | believe
he may have. Probably some recent MBA from sorastjgious American Ivy League.
Likely the nephew of one of the boys on AGI's boafrdirectors. Somebody who can speak
to computers in their own language but has thepetsonal skills of Attila the Hun. Damn
shame for Burton's. What the old firm really nesdsomebody likejou, Harry. Someone
with a knack for getting along witteople If you weren't too old, that is. If | thouglhietre
was a chance I'd suggest you to Thorpe when kdlkhim next. You know, | think I will,

dammit."

Now how's that for a backhanded compliment, Haropdered. I'm forty seven for

God's sake, with twenty good years left in me. d'perfect age for the job.

Theo was standing with his back to Harry, staringad the window, probably thinking
about fly fishing. The Code Two was obviously avetarry excused himself to Theo's back
and left.

Back in his office Louise had re-scheduled his nrgmmeetings, postponed those who
couldn't make the new times, and replaced his teyydof coffee with a fresh one from the
machine by her desk. The morning sped past artldebiyme he noticed how quiet the third

floor had become it was half past lunchtime.

Despite the gossip Harry continued to believe thatstaff cafeteria ('Staff-Caff' as it
was unaffectionately known) wast harmful to your health unless you actually usedHe
therefore tried to keep his visits down to emergarse only, which averaged out to about

three, maybe four times a month. Having an imprtastomer arriving in his office within
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the next hour constituted such an emergency, gpdied cup, plate, plastic utensils and tray
and made the best of what was left in the stairde=s bins. He saw Mick Shaw, Burton's

Pressroom Chief, sitting alone and went over tddtte.

"G'day Scotty" Harry said, setting his tray downtba small cafeteria table. Mick was
as Irish as the Shamrock. He came to Canada ieatthe seventies, and took a job in a Mont-
real Pressroom. Mistaking his accent, the locaith(no malice intended) called him
"Scotty". It stuck, and moved to Nova Scotia withm in the mid eighties, but he'd never

grown to like it. He gave Harry a look.

"Sorry, Mick."

"G'day, Murph" he said, relaxing the scowl. (Fipahalf way through the day, the
elementary courtesies observed!) Harry had ahlaysght Burton's was lucky to have Mick
Shaw as Pressroom Boss. Back not too many yeargoagcould get by in such a job with a
good working knowledge of the printing process drelpersonal toughness necessary to
enforce your orders; but in today's high tech wonldh half the equipment using built-in
micro-computers the first step in trouble shoo@ingress problem was often searching for
bugs in a computer program. Mick Shaw possessartacombination of computer savvy,
printing knowledge and ham-sized fists. In the presm, when Mick said "jump" it was wise
to be well up into the air before asking him "hoigh?"; And the techies had told Harry, away
from Mick's hearing, that "Scotty" knew as muchtasbest of them, and was immune to
jargon. It was said that one smartass sales mpriea to snow Mick with hi-tech bafflegab

once. Only once.

He was puffing and chewing by turns on a longcigar, occasionally flicking ash
onto the "Strictly No Smoking" sign which he'd takeom a nearby table and bent into a
rough approximation of an ashtray. He looked alogtd, his eyes semi-focussed across the
large dining room. Harry followed his gaze in titoesee June leaving by the big swing doors
that led to the elevators.
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"She's a cracking bit of stuff, that secretary béd's" he observed. "Do you suppose

he's getting any of it?"

"No" Harry told him. "And she'd cut your Irish hreaut if she heard you call her a

secretary."

"Yeah, what is it? Personal Assistant, right? [I\8tee can assist me personally any
time of the day or night!"

"Executive Assistant, Michael. And why do you sog@ she'd look twice at a thug

like you when you're sitting next to a stud like, tedl me that now, will you?"

"HHmmphhaa" Mick spluttered, spitting cigar smokel @offee. "Yeah, right, in your

dreams, Boyo!!"

It rang a chord. Harry looked at Mick. The Pressn Boss had the face and physique
of a successful barroom brawler, and his lunchtimeversations rarely deviated from sports,
Clint Eastwood movies (for which he shared a forsgnegith Harry) or the supposed sexual

appetites of assorted Burton Beauties. Harry @elcid try the question anyway.

"Do you dream, Mick?"

Shaw looked at Harry as though he'd been askedethenjoyed his summer holiday
on Mars. He said "Do you mean, like do | thinkbald have a crack at Theo's job when he

leaves next month? Like, do | have -- what ibéyt call them? Career Aspirations?"

Before Harry could register surprise that Theolsetavas already doing the rounds he
remembered how it had been yelled out to him aetbeator that morning. Mick had proba-
bly known even before that. "No" he said. "I meagular dreams. At night. When you're

asleep. You know. Dreams."
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"Odd sort of question, Murph.”

"Well." Harry decided to come clean. "It's jusat I'm reading this book, and it says
that everybody dreams, several dreams every nigat, me, | dream once every two or three

months, SO you see.....

Mick grinned. "l see. You think you're not getfiyour share, that it? Relax, Murph.
I don't buy it. | don't remember the last timeéa@imed about anything. It was probably that
June Sawler, personally assisting me, with therg legs wrapped around........ !

Harry choked on a piece of yellowish vegetable enattOK Mick, not while I'm eat-

ing this .... whatever it is. | take your point."

"You know what, Murph, you should talk to my neph&firgil. He has this thing
about dreams, too. What was it he was telling boait? Something about 'Elusive Dreaming'
which is like some kind of magic trick. If you leahow to do this 'elusive dreaming’, you can
make wonderful things happen.” His watch beeped,Mick was gone without another word.
Well, at least Harry had had a "G'day" from him.

As he watched Shaw's retreating back Harry redlisat Mick was probably recalling
something he'd heard in passing anything up todod@ive years ago, and stored away for
possible use somewhere, some time. Quite a mainStotty Shaw. Elusive Dreaming, Harry

thought, sounded like something worth looking up.

Liz was playing bridge that evening, so after sup@ry sprawled out on the living
room couch with Bach playing quietly on the sur@sound system, and opened his Dream
Book. There was no index and no mention of EluBlweaming in the contents pages, so he

picked up where he'd left off, and started on tistructions for the remembering of dreams.
It was worse than playing a Clarinet, Harry thouglithe'd expected this to be easy,

he'd picked up the wrong little dream book, anddneam diary purchase had been a tad pre-

mature. Step One .... (Step one? Just how mapg ste involved here, he wondered. He
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flicked briefly ahead and saw that there were f@tep One involvedonvincingyourself that
youwouldremember your dreams.

To do this, he read, you need to create a ltidmtra; a little chant, that you repeat to
yourself, silently, while trying to fall asleep.vtas apparently important that this mantra have
not only words, butadence Rhythm. The kind of thing that little girls us® skip to. (Do
they still?, he wondered). It is no good simplgeating "I am damned well going to remem-
ber my dreams tomorrow morning." The example giwes:

"l will remenber mydreamstonight™

"l will remenber mydreamstonight™

Di Dah Di Diddelly Dah Di Dah.

Over, and over and over. And over. And over.

Eventually, the book explained, even though yooutits may drift to other things,
the mantra will be implanted in your subconsciouischand will have its intended effect. If

you listen quietly to your own thoughts you mighs$tj hear a faint mental echo from some-
where deep down.

Di Dah Di Diddelley Dah Di Dah.
"I will rementber mydreamsonight.”

"l will remenber mydreamstonight™

"l will remeniber mydreamstonight."

Until you fall asleep.
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Not being particularly good at this sort of thingrdy thought he might as well simply
use the example given. After all he'd paid forkhbek hadn't he?

When Liz got home at 11:45 p.m. Harry was fastegsten the couch, snoring away to
the accompaniment of "Sheep may safely graze" yeatself for perhaps the fifth time. She
shook him awake. He didn't remember any dreamsdiiche when he next woke up the

following morning.

The week flew by. Harry saw Theo once, briefly,Tdrursday morning. He breezed
by Harry's office, stuck his head through the dagyrnand told him he'd been worrying need-
lessly about this 'early retirement business' aralyghing was working out just ducky, thank
you. Theo had, eventually, also done the math haidldcalled AGI to accept their offer. In
addition there was a handsome severance packags k@ well into six figures, and he got
to keep his company car. All in all Theo was tqbetty much as comfortable financially as
he had been as an employed CEO, and could everidosérd to the occasional consultancy
fee on occasions when AGI had need of his parti@®acutive talents. Harry though that it
could be a while before such an occasion arosehduept this to himself and simply nodded
and smiled. Of course, he could well be wrongedtas considered to be a Good Guy by
one and all, and had more than a few friends ih plgces. Someone from the board could
very well toss a contract his way for old time'kesaTheo's report would probably end up as
expensive executive toilet paper, if it didn't gredtly to the shredder, but then such are the
ways in which business is done at the more ex#dtezls. He was whistling softly as he

walked away.
There was not a single whiff on the office grapevioncerning Theo's replacement.

Harry could understand how his own vine might him#ed to pick up early gossip, but there

was no way that Louise or Mick Shaw would missLibuise even happened to bump into
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June Sawler in the Staff-Caff and in passing time tof day learned that not even June was

privy to upper echelon corporate thinking this time

Harry resolved to make his move early the followivegk. He had a few good con-
tacts in Toronto, and a number of markers he coalldn. He knew George Thorpe well
enough to give him a call. It would certainly moirt his career prospects to let George know
he was interested in the top slot, and that heidered himself competent for the post. In fact
Harry knew very well how it would reflect on hisrear prospects if Toronto got the impres-
sion that he dighot have ambitions in that direction. Still, it wouldve to be a very well
thought out and immaculately timed call. Comehiak of it, Harry had several perfectly
valid reasons to schedule a few days in The Cityadthough George would see straight
through him if he "just dropped in" he would ndtédat amiss. Must think on this, Harry told
himself.

The weather forecast called for one of those bladalmy Nova Scotia winter week-
ends that could pass for spring in many parts @tthuntry, and Harry took himself off to his
"thinking place". Twelve years ago Nova Scotiapaside property had still been affordable
by other than millionaires, and Liz's parents haddht a three acre parcel on St. Margaret's
Bay, half an hour's drive out of town. Their irtien had been to build a year round home and
retire there one day, but they failed to take sdaosideration the intervention of a drunk driver
who put an end to all of the couple's intentioh®rsand long term. Liz's Dad never did see
retirement and her Mum never planted the seasidkegahe'd dreamed of. The driver walked
away with barely a scratch and was found a milgoodown the road, lying on his back on the
soft shoulder admiring the stars. Just one mamg slounk driver story, Harry thought cyni-

cally.

The term "million dollar location” is grossly oveovked by Nova Scotian Real Estate
Agents, but the term fell short of describing tittke chunk of paradise. Over the years Harry
had come to see the property as the place to go nh@eeded to think. Two summers ago
they'd had a pre-fabricated cottage set up on eegatoncrete slab, had drilled a well and had

a septic system installed. A woodstove in the lgtchnd a log fire in the living room kept
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away the worst of the winter chill, and an old necplayer stood in for the expensive sound

system of their Halifax home.

Liz had other plans for the Saturday morning, andla/join him later in the day, so
on Friday evening Harry drove down and fired upkitehen stove and living room fireplace,
set some Verdi spinning on the old turntable, pd@generous Jack Daniels and settled down
to do some serious thinking. He took his sippihiskey over to the big picture-window set
into the north facing wall and looked out over thge bay. The lights at Peggy's Cove twin-

kled in the distance and the ocean was a vast sgparblue-black ink.

An hour later his mind was unfettered by solutiorise problems, on the other hand,
seemed to have multiplied. If he called Georgerpéagersonally, would other members of
the Board -- some of whom he knew quite well -1 fseibbed. But if he called Philip Suther-
land -- a board member he counted as a friend {tadygot drunk together once) -- would
George think he was plotting behind his back? Ga&brge and Phil get along? Could he talk
to one without alienating the other? Or did anybtydly matter in this but George himself?
Then again, should he calhyonebefore an official announcement arrived? Wasvasne
supposed to know? But if he waited until the offilanemo arrived would they see him as a

fool not to know what the assistant janitor on élrening shift had already known for weeks?

Why the devil don't they teach this stuff in schddhrry wondered.

What he really needed was some help from his sidooauns mind, where all questions

of this nature are settled in the first place.

Of course.

He hadn't come down to the cottage to study hismDrBook, but some hunch had
made him throw it into his overnight bag. He dud the little book, threw another log on the

fire, poured a second generous glass of thoughichutt and settled down on the old, over-

stuffed sofa.
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Step Twohe began.

You do not need to train yourself to awaken auwatibeally at the conclusion of a dream.
Sometimes this will happen; other times it wotftneeded, you will wake up. Why would
you need to wake up after every dream? Becaus@miportant that you make a few notes
immediately on waking. The dream takes place @miind while memories are stored in the
physical brain (Let's not go there, at least not yet, he thaugtdrry had always thought of
"brain" and "mind" as synonymous). In order to rmpthe dream onto the brain, you may
need a memory jogger. A word or two will do. Aoghsentence will cover the most complex
of dreams. You dreamed that you were Robin HoqguhSyears as an outlaw in Sherwood
forest? Were restored to your lands by good Kingh®id, married Marion and lived to be-
come a grandfather? An eighty year dream, shaay® Wake up and jot down "Bows and

Arrows."

You have a matter of minutes -- perhaps only sesentb do this before the dream
evaporates like steam from a kettle and becomas@sssible to recapture; but the next
morning, as soon as you see the jottings on tthe tibtepad on the bedside table, the entire
epic will be restored and permanently impresseal i memory recording apparatus of the

brain. Trust me on this, said the book.

Step Three. Good morning. Wake up, recover jostingmember dream, record in
complete, intricate detail in your dream diary. @deave out a thing. Write down what you
said, what you did, who you met, how you felt. dfuydon't do this, then the limitations of
physical memory take over and when you re-read paitings a week later you may not have

the slightest idea what they were meant to signify.

Nice. Simple. Not nearly as bad as he had fistight. Much less complex than, say,

learning to play a musical instrument.
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One more glass of liquid gold. He toasted Sigmireaid, filled his hot water bottle
from the kettle on the kitchen stove, and climbedar the duvet into the Murphy shaped
indentation in the soft mattress. The living roand kitchen fires would die down overnight,
but the cottage would retain enough heat to keepdoimfortable until he stoked the fires in

the morning.

| will rementer mydreamstonight

| will rementer mydreamstonight

I will remenber mydreamstonight.

After about a dozen "meenbers" he didn't remember anything.

He slept long and soft. No alarm clocks awakerieg ho morning radio DJ cheeried
himself into Harry's day. No city traffic noisetinded into his sleep. He woke up, about nine
o'clock on a sparkling Saturday morning in the nfiestutiful part of the most beautiful prov-

ince of the finest country on God's Good GreentiakKe felt full of joy.

He checked his mental registers. No dreams. NgthCould it be that the "Dah did-
dely dah" business would only work for people wiagdl ireams to remember in the first

place? He would have to look in the book to sd¢kafe was a section on "inducing dreams".

Other pressing matters came to his attention ggrdtebed his dressing own and
headed at speed for the bathroom.

When the rekindled fires had lifted the internahpeerature back to a more civilised
level he went into the bedroom to dress, and fauhttle white rectangle of notepaper lying
on the floor. He picked it up and looked at it aadhis utter amazement saw writing there. At
least, he saw tracks on it. Pencil scratches.relere two words, but it took some effort to
decipher them. Was it in English? After a numbdatse starts Harry concluded that at some
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time during the night he had reached for his nqiepaaken up a pencil and jotted down this

important note: Memo to self:

fmwf Shakes.

He noticed that he'd misspelled "Gravy" as "Grayéyt regardless of spelling he had
no idea what it meant. Was Grav(e)y an adjectasrdbing a type of Shake (e.g. Milkshake,
but made with gravy?) Or a noun, so that "shales'a verb defining what gravy does? He
supposed that if the gravy was suitably congedeuit¢n's staff-caff achieved this well and
regularly) then when ladled over the mashed posatioe gravy would "shake” like jelly, as
opposed to flow like, well, like gravy. Had he d@need of the Staff Caff? Some nightmare
involving congealed gravy over soggy, yellowish etadples? Nothing he tried made any real

sense. He was stumped.

Liz arrived shortly after noon. Harry and Liz hgwdhduated to Empty Nesters the pre-
vious year with the departure of their youngessfing to Ottawa, and Liz was now prepar-
ing to go back to work. She had studied law fav fiears at University and worked
previously as a legal assistant. A "Paralegal” riHerought, was the correct term. Liz had told
Harry that a Paralegal is to a lawyer what a Padienie to a doctor. He had asked if this
meant that she delivered emergency legal advicedadside accident victims. He didn't get a
laugh. Liz was taking steps to come up to dateeinspecialty, and she would then actively
look for work. It seemed to Harry that most of whhe needed to learn fell into the Computer
field rather than the legal. But Liz knew the lattarry asked her if she knew of any legal

significance to the term "Gravy Shakes". She gagéhim one of her looks.
"Say that again slowly" she told him.

"Gravy -- as in Roast Beef and Yorkshire puddin§hakes -- as in Milk variety or

post party physical recriminations.”
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"No." Harry had known for many years not to expauibiguity or waffle from Liz.
He had serious concerns about how she expectedke ansuccessful living in the legal pro-

fession.

"Does the term mean anything to you at all."

"No. What is this, Harry? A cryptic crossword plezelue?" Liz naturally knew of his

predilection for the London Times puzzle page.

"Yes" he lied. Harry knew very well that Liz cowdde through him like glass, but he
also knew that she would usually overlook his nmt@eamless lies for the sake of marital har-

mony and a more serene lifestyle. "What connotatawes it bring to mind for you?"

"Some bizarre concoction dreamed up by misguidedhyoMaybe something to do
with the drug scene? Like mixing drugs, for examspecially the 'shakes' part. You 'shake’
the mixture and then you 'shake' from ingestiniylaybe 'gravy’ means money, profits. |

think that 'gravy’ is slang for money in some paftthe world. Any of this help, Harry?"

"Yes" he lied again. "Thanks, Liz." She wentdkd a shower. Harry looked again at
the scrawl on the scrap of paper. Had he dreahdrugs? Did "Gravey Shakes" refer to
drug profits? Was there anything here that coelg him with his AGI dilemma? It seemed

not. Some help, Subconscious Harry. Thanks atbhunc

Half an hour later Liz came out of the bathroonhén robe and with a towel around
her head. "Harry," she said "about your crosswéud,could your "gravy" be as in Grave-y.
Remember Scrooge to Marley's Ghost? 'There's nigewy than grave about you'."  Yes,
he thought. Indeed it could. Harry did not nodmatisspell simple words. Graves, he

thought. Death and dying. Bones in the groundmBstones. Graveyards.

Graveyards. It came back to him like a stroke ahtter. One second he would have

taken an oath that he had not dreamed at all #haéqus night, and a split second later it was
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all there, in instant, incredible detail. It wasither Grave-y nor gravy, it was Harry's midnight
shorthand for 'Graveyard'. And it wasn't 'shakésthe middle of the night Harry had taken a

pencil and paper and scratched on it: Memo to self:

Graveyard Snakes.
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Harry Murphy's Dream Diary: Friday, January 16.

| walked along a small path, not much more thaalabit track, through a grassy field. | don't
know how | came to be there, nor how | knew whevad, but | knew that | was on the out-
skirts of a very old village somewhere in the natlengland. Immediately to my right ran a
large iron railing. At the top of the railing, alve my head, the black poles ended in sharp
points. The fence enclosed a small stone churcbuld see the church tower in the near
distance. The fence also enclosed a graveyardhwitould see to my immediate right. The

church and graveyard were immensely old.

The day was ugly. The skies were heavy and oppegssieming to hang only a few feet over-
head, and ready at any minute to release vast dfigsof a frigid, wind-driven rain. | was
aware of a biting cold, but it caused me neitheinp#r concern, as though | were insulated
from it in some way. There was no colour anywlogher than drab browns and greys. My
mood, too, was heavy and oppressive as though sogmty problem weighed down on me --
though | was not aware of what that problem mightlifelt deeply depressed and despondent.

Whatever it was that troubled me, | had no hopeafeolution.

| continued walking along the path, looking throubk bars at the crumbled old stones. Some
had canted against their neighbours; others hatefabnd lay flat on the earth like paving

stones in an improbable footpath.

My focus moved back from the gravestones to thengrby the side of the path, between the
black iron poles of the fence. On the graveyade sif the fence | saw a small brown snake,
about two feet long and the thickness of my thuinis &hickest section. As my eyes passed
along the base of the fence | saw another snagebithan the first but of the same variety.
Then | saw more, and realised that the whole graregewas infested with the creatures, some

of them several feet long and as thick as my fonear
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| was concerned that the snakes might take nofiogecand see me as prey. | had no idea
whether they were harmless or possessed of demtthg f Then | realised that the snakes were
unable to cross the line of the fence, and wefaghconfined to the graveyard. With this

realization came an enormous sense of relief.

END.

Sunday dawned clear and colder. Harry had not dezddhe previous night, or at least
if he haddreamed, there were no little squares of notepgey around to give evidence of it.
He stared out over the waters of the bay and tdexbme to terms with what had happened.
How could he have dreamed such a complex, detsdedario and not known of it until the
cryptic "memory jogger" brought the whole scripagining back? How many of these power-
ful little dramas had he participated in, over liadf century of his life? And why had he
never, up to this moment, even been aware of thela® it not been for his scrawled "Gravey

Shakes" this experience, too, would have passezmarked and unremembered.

What had really hit him the hardest was ititensityof the experience. When he had
spoken with Mick Shaw about his occasional dreaensdd been speaking of shallow, low-
impact imaginings of no import and no lasting ingsien. If pushed, he might have said: "I
once dreamed of riding a horse," or "l saw my gfaiier in a dream." But he would never
have believed himself capable of dreaming an entied into being, replete with weather,
lifelike props, emotional overtones. My God, erontl overtones, Harry thought. He had
known his emotional state of mind in this dreane had known himself to be down, dejected,
depressed. No, more than that, he b@endejected and depressed. How he had come to this
state he had no idea. If he had dreamed longerndid® have walked on along the path, to a
road, perhaps? To a house on that road? To &fanthat house? Would he have opened a
door into a home filled with sickness and despaWas he in financial trouble? Family prob-
lems? Where had he come from to be walking al@sé @ thousand year old churchyard?
Somewhere in England, certainly, but nowhere teaklcognised from his childhood there.
Why could he not cast his mind back five minutaghiat dream, and know from where he had

started his walk on that cold, overcast winter\g2da
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The memory of the dream was now fresh in his mamdi, as real and solid as the
memory of yesterday's supper and the drive aloagdast road past Head of St. Margaret's to
the cottage. He could feel the touch of the cald railings; He could see the slate grey rain-
clouds churning in the angry sky. He had not knaivthe time that it was a drearm the
dream he had accepted it as reality, and even aihyknowingthat it had been a dream
prevented him from filing it away under "real memagl' and integrating the experience into

his life.

It was all too much.

Liz, always sensitive to his moods, asked whatwasng and Harry told her of the
disturbing dream, all of it. That she should bewledgeable in this area did not at all surprise

him.

"These things you dreamed are symbols Harry. Themwscious speaks to us in sym-
bols. I think that you are beset by problems, pld centering on whether or not ymeally
want to replace Theo as CEO at Burton's (Is sha&cawhis woman, Harry wondered, to
know these things? While he was waiting for tightitime to tell her she probably already
had the AGI list of potential successors in heispiir Your mind throws these issues into your
dream as little brown snakes and spike-topped maitalgs. Something like that. The iron
railings are probably your mind's way of sayingtttinere is a barrier between where you are
and where you want to be; but the snakes and taméstspeak volumes about what you really
think is on the other side of that barrier. Theljpems associated with the CEO job -- the
snakes in your dream -- can't get at you, not wiieteare at the moment, not yet. But if you
try to climb that fence you will have to deal witle nasty sharp points on the way over, and
then face the snakes when you jump down. It sotondse, Harry, as though your subcon-

scious mind is asking you whether this is what semally want, all this grief and worry."

Wow. But she wasn't done yet.
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"You need to get a book on Dream Interpretatiometbing modern. Freud would
have nailed you in a minute with all this sexuahgary; snakes and long black pointed iron
poles. Even by modern standards | think you miiglak that snakes signify sexuality in some
way. But you should also look up Churches, Old bstones and probably Weather, or spe-
cifically "heavy grey rainclouds”. | would taketbehat the clouds are another way of saying
that big problems are looming over you, or abodbtmm. And that is almost certainly the

CEO business, about to thunder into your life, podr cold water all over your dreams."”

Harry staggered under the deluge. "But | don'ttesebusiness with Theo as any kind
of threat, Liz. Honestly. | mean, | admit I'm Ivay some doubts about the best way to play it,
but | see this as a bright new opportunity for pesiprogress. Why am | not dreaming of

sunny meadows, and little brown bunnies insteathsty brown snakes?"

"This is 'real-world Harry' talking to me now," Lgaid. "'Subconscious Harry' has al-
ready had his say. Very eloquently, too. It setamse that Subconscious Harry is trembling

in his boots."

Wow again.

Liz left to complete her morning toilette, and Hawalked over to the window. Harry
Murphy, he thought. Happy-go-lucky Harry, alwagady with a grin and a wisecrack. Harry
Murphy, who had never in his life taken anything®esly enough to get depressed about it,
stood at the window of his little cottage on St Neret's Bay and stared out over the white-
caps. And, from somewhere deep within, anotheryjlarmorose and troubled Harry, stared
along with him.

Later in the day he took Liz's advice, which présdmo problems given that his
Dream Book included a whole chapter on the meaaiminterpretation of dream symbols.
He flipped through the book, and it fell open whiee&d last put it down. Step Four. He'd

forgotten that there was a step four.
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Step four turned out to be "Analyze your dreamé&a&through your transcript, the
book told him. Ask yourself what emotions aredeged by reliving the dream? How do the
messages fit into your waking life? What espegidibws your attention in this dream? Did
you recognize people, things or places? Weretheygnisably life-like, or did you just
"know" who, what or where they were? Was the dreamto life? Weresomeelements true

to life? Which ones? Make notes to review later.

Liz was right again. Liz ialwaysright, he thought - it could get to be quite natisga
at times - but in this case she was only partiatti The little book told him that current think-
ing suggested that there were no fixed interpi@tatior specific dream symbols. Sorry,

Sigmund, Harry thought, but the science has apfigneroved on since your time.

The prime --the only -- meaning behind any dreamtsyl is what it signifies to the
dreamer. A spider in a dream, for example, mighalgrade "A" nightmare to little Miss
Muffet, who is scared witless by the things, biWalt Disney Special to a young boy who
loves insects and keeps a four-inch high taramtaftaed 'Sweetie' as a pet. The only way to

interpret such a dreamf®w did you feel when the giant spider put his aanesind you?

This having been said, the book went on for seyeages to list the traditional inter-
pretations of some common dream symbols. Ridiragbas or train, for example, can repre-
sent how you see your life-progress, but the sppscdgain depend on the dreamer's reaction to
the journey. When you dreamed of the bus, weregygoying the trip? Did you know where
the bus was going? Did you know where you werentaget off? Had you paid your fare?
Liz was also right (Oh, shut up!) about the snakBsey are commonly interpreted as sexual

symbols. So are rigid iron rods, with or withowings on the ends.

He read again through the dream transcript anchbatbuble conjuring up the emo-
tions that had accompanied the experience. |ngpéct he realised that the snakes hadn't
struck him as particularly frightening or repulsivide had been alarmed at the possibility that
they might try to bite him, but he would have had same reaction if the graveyard had been

full of slavering German Shepherd dogs. The botiomwas inescapable. The dream had
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frightened and upset him. If the graveyard beliivediron fence did indeed represent the
world of Burton's new CEO, he was no longer ataitain that he wanted to get into it.
He needed more data. He needed to go back tdthiehyard, even if he was afraid to

go there.

Harry did not attempt any further dream-remembeungj late in the following week.
This was not because he was afraid of what mighpéa if he went back to the churchyard,
Harry told himself, but more because....... Onhl, wdtat was the point of lying to himself, it
wasexactlybecause he was afraid about what would happenwédnt back into the church-
yard, to pick up the story where he had last tefflihe thing he feared, the truly scary thing
about the dream, the thing that clung to him thhmug his waking day, had nothing to do with

brown snakes or pointed black railings. It hadaowith feelings.

Harry had never been depressed. He had troubleuswderstanding the concept. A
person gets depressed because his dog dies, etshpagsed over for a promotion, or his
girlfriend gives him the old "dear John". Harrglslosophy had always been this: If your life
is going well, your job pays enough to buy the grags, your marriage is average or better
and you have no serious physical ailments -- vaglhtyou have naght to be depressed. He
could never understand the thin faced women onalk/shows who beat their breasts and
cried for the cameras about the miserablenessoflies. If your lives are that bad, Harry
had on occasion yelled at the TV screen, then fat's$Ssake find the things that are going
wrong andix them!! Change them!! Stop breast beating@mdomethingositive It struck
Harry as being a lot like alcoholism. He had, va@time reluctance, accepted that alcohol
abuse was an illness, but what kind of illness acamhe hand to the bottle and the bottle to
the mouth when you really, truly don't want it @ ttpere? If your life is moving along as it

should, Harry believed, and you still feel dowrthe dumps anyway, well snap out of it!!!

33



And yet he had walked the little rabbit path by teenetery with the weight of the
world on his shouldersAnd I didn't even know why | was feeling so beelthought. How can
such a thing be?

Harry took his own advice. It was just a dreamidié himself. Nothing in his life

had truly changed. He tried to snap himself out.oBut it was hard.

He tried a little trick which he had used beforeameasion to lift his spirits. Wednes-
day noon was sunny and mild, so he drove downtawinparked by the Halifax Public Gar-
dens. He took a stroll along Spring Garden Roagped in at the bank and changed two
twenties into dollar coins. Loonies, as they arevkn to Canadians, a reference to the seabird
stamped on the obverse. He crossed the road freank and started along the storefronts

on the way up to the public library.

On a slow day Harry could expect to find eightedon panhandlers along this stretch,
while a sunny Saturday could yield anywhere upo dozen. Young kids mostly, on the
road with nowhere to sleep and nowhere to gongitbin the passing public for the spare
nickels and dimes in their pockets. Liz had tdld that some of these "kids" were profes-
sionals, making two to three hundred dollars a dayt some aren't, Harry thought. Some of
them are just frightened kids, down on their luak¢l a dollar will still get you a cup of hot,
sweet coffee if you know where to look. And a dolhill often buy you a smile, he added to

himself. And that is good value for money thesgsda

He hit the stretch with jingling pockets and stdrte toss his loonies about like a gar-
dener seeding a new lawn. Heads looked up asdsegaas the youngsters realised what he
was doing. He thought that some (Liz's profesdgopeobably) may have recognised him
from the last time he did this, last August or $eqiter. The first twenty coins lasted two
blocks, but it was like tossing crusts to seagullee panhandlers flocked to him, and in the
end he simply stood, and threw coins in all di@tsi until they were gone. He suspected that
some of the more agile youngsters had run arounskefmond helpings; but the smiles were

everywhere. A well dressed elderly woman turnedifa shop window in time to snatch one
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of his shiny dollars from the air -- with quite rarkable reaction speed, he thought -- and
rewarded him with a smile that lit up the sidewaknd then they were gone, the dollars and
the panhandlers almost in the same instant. Heatled on, leaving behind him a chorus of
"Aws" from those who had arrived too late. Pagdire library he saluted the hulking iron
statue of Sir Winston Churchill, legendary statesmad pigeon perch, and turned back to

where he'd parked the car.

He was back in his office by one fifteen, and fegliighter in his heart and in his
pockets. He'd had a forty dollar pick-me-up, ard)\good value for money, he thought. But
it didn't last.

On Friday night he put it off as long as he coutte watched the original "Dirty
Harry" movie until one a.m. even though he had skmsmparticular Eastwood classic so often
that he could sing along with the dialogue. Henbked into bed as quietly as he could so as
not to awaken Liz, who had gone up early afteriagiday of job hunting. He lay on his back
and started in on the breathing/relaxation exesdigehad found in an early chapter of the
book (Harry could not remember the last time heread a non-fiction book in the same
sequence it was written. He had been reading tearD Book by starting at chapter nine and
working out in both directions towards the respectiovers). He finished the relaxation
exercises and started his mantra. He managedea degetitions before everything faded to
black.

The following morning being a Saturday the alarnswat set and Harry woke natu-
rally shortly after nine. Liz was already up, andking kitchen noises somewhere offstage.
Presumably the kitchen. He looked to his notepatbiveith mixed feelings saw that it was
blank. The pencil was missing from the bedsidéetadnd he got out of bed to search for it.
He found it under the bed, lying next to a tinyntaway piece of notepaper, which was cov-

ered from top to bottom and from left to right witls nocturnal scratchings.
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Harry Murphy's Dream Diary: Friday, January 23.

| was a teenager, back at school in England. | wakking along a corridor towards the
assembly room. A slim, dark-haired girl, whomdagnised but could not name, came up to
me smiling broadly. She said "I'm so glad youlfjneame to one of these, Harry". She
hooked her arm through mine and walked along wigh amd | realised | was going to a
school dance. As we got closer to the auditodiwould hear music coming from the two
large loudspeakers set high on the wall, one ahesage of the stage. | turned to speak to the
dark haired girl, but she was no longer thereodked around for her but she was nowhere to

be seen.

| saw a group of boys whom | thought | knew (tholugbuld not name any) and | walked over
to them. One of them said "Late again, Harry" éaaghed. | realised we were late for class,
and | started to run towards the Chemistry Lab,clihwas on the second floor. | noticed that

| was carrying an enormous backpack. When | gthéoChemistry lab there was a crowd of
students waiting to go in, but the current clasd hat yet ended. Through the small window
set into the door | could see students workindnatlab benches. One of the boys in the group
said "This is not your class, Harry" and the whgteup began to laugh. 1 realised that the
boy was right and a feeling of panic suddenly seme. | started running, but | could not
recall which class came next or where | shoulduiening to. | reached a stairwell, and

started to climb the wide marble steps.

| came out of the stairwell and faced a long, narr@orridor with doors opening off both
sides. | knew that classes were being held infathe rooms along this corridor, and that they
were all well underway. The thought of walkingiatclass that had already started terrified
me. | started to walk along the corridor, and adia opened a nearby door and shouted at
me "Keep the noise down out here!" He was vehatal thin, and wore a long black gown
and mortar board hat. He stepped back into hisstlaom and closed the door. | tiptoed on

along the corridor.
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In a very short time | reached the end of the awrj and looked out of the window there. To
my amazement the ground was far below me. It i@$doking down from a trans-Atlantic
flight after the plane has reached its cruisingtalie. | knew that this was because the school

was perched on the edge of a tremendously high clif

Without knowing how | got there | found myself bacground level, walking past the Head-

master's office. Bells began to ring and the aworiwas suddenly full of students.

| walked outside and found myself at the basetogla tower, built of brick. There was a door
at the bottom and | went in. | climbed to the édphe tower and stood beside a small balus-
trade which ran around the perimeter. Looking olveaw that | was about twenty feet above
the ground. When | turned to go back inside | dmdt find a door and I felt a surge of
panic, thinking | was trapped on top of the tow&hwo way to get down. | noticed that there
was a young girl, perhaps twelve or thirteen yeads on top of the tower with me. | nodded

at the girl and smiled, but she ignored me.

| decided that the only way to get down was tolelaver the edge, hang by my fingers and
drop. | started to do this when | heard someorie"dkot there, Margaret. Over here!" |
looked around in time to see the young girl ledptte tower from the opposite edge. | pulled
myself back onto the top of the tower and walked tvthe point from which the girl had
jumped. | found that from this edge the ground iy three feet below the top of the tower.

| looked for the girl but there was not a soul todeen. Standing there on top of the tower |
suddenly felt an overwhelming surge of joy. Theveks a brilliant blue, and | could see the
silvery glinting of the sun on a distant river. Myesight had become incredibly acute and |
could distinguish individual leaves on distant gekewas with good friends, | was a successful
student with a bright future. | had everythingdmed from life, and all was well with my

world.

END.
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Saturday Jan 17: Notes.

What a relief. After the terrible oppressivenesmy first dream this was so light and enjoy-
able. |1 remember in particular the wonderful fegliof peace and joy that came to me at the
end of the dream. | seem to recall that was prrettgh how | felt about school in my early
teens, though perhaps not to such an ecstatic extéaund the work easy, and did well in
sports. | rigorously avoided school dances patile to a dislike of dancing but largely due to
fear of girls. | had many good friends, and despity primal fear of the opposite sex | fared
well enough in that area and rarely lacked for dusday date. These were good times. Not
the happiest days of my life, which were to cortex ia Canada, when | met Liz; but they

were good days. It was nice to recapture them fahde.

But this was not my school. Well, it was and ism& | attended an English grammar school.
The building was a rambling two story, with hugayphg fields. There was no brick tower on
the grounds, and it certainly wasn't perched ondtige of some dizzying precipice. The
masters wore normal clothes, reserving cap and gimwformal occasions such as Speech
Day and end of term ceremonies. The Chemistryidbon the second floor, and it was

reached by means of a wide polished stone staircedeubt very much that it was marble.

| seemed to recognize many of the players in tl@ard but none of them were my real life
school friends. The one Master | encountered nstgerd before any of my real classes, al-

though my fourth year biology master was tall alth.s

| can't find any messages in this dream. | carseethow any of it applies to my current cir-

cumstances. The closest | can come to a meanitygishave more to learn (i.e. go back to

school) before you're ready to go on." This waddm to be yet another discouragement to

my career ambitions. I'll have to get Liz to reacough my transcripts.

END.
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On the fifteenth floor of Toronto's Bourque Burdithe walls are constructed of inch
thick glass, causing the Penthouse Suite to bereeféo by many of the building's inmates as
"the Fish Tank". The floor houses only the offaf¢he President and Chairman of the Board
of AGI, the small adjacent offices of his two Extee Secretaries and a spacious boardroom.
The stairwell doors on this floor open only outwsribr emergency use of anyone needing to
leave the floor, never for anyone wishing to gaioess. The elevator can be persuaded to rise
to floor fifteen only by those in possession opadal key, of which there are three copies.
George Thorpe has one, his Senior Executive Segiets the second, and the AGI Security
Chief keeps the third locked in his safe on themfloor. If anyone other than these three
requires access to the Power Floor, it is by itataonly. The elevator will rise to this floor
only if a special button is pressed by Molly Masthe Senior of the two secretaries. Molly
had called Phil Sutherland -- AGI's Executive Viresident of Human Resources -- to come
up for an impromptu meeting at the request of lesspand when a small red light sprang to
life on her desk she knew that it had to be Pfiilger pressing the elevator's "15" button. If
there had been any doubt Molly could have activittectlosed circuit cameras concealed in
the walls of the elevator. She pressed the sm#ibb beneath the light, enabling the elevator
to respond to Phil's request. Twenty seconds th&eelevator doors opened soundlessly and
Phil stepped out onto the plush blue-grey carpethvbovered the entire floor.

"What's up, Molly?" Phil asked.

"Please go straight in, Mr. Sutherland. Mr. Thoigpexpecting you."

Phil had not waited for a response from Ms. Masalthough he was sure that she
knewexactlywhy Thorpe had sent for him he knew with equataiety that thumbscrews and

heated irons would not extract the information frieen. He opened the glass door to the

Chairman's office and stepped in.
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George Thorpe stood with his back to his visittayiag out to Toronto's CN Tower,
clearly visible even from the Bourque building seeniles away. George was a tall, well
muscled man in his late fifties. He was extrentelgscientious about his diet and exercise
regimes and expected to live into his ninetieshelfeached the age of eighty five in good
health he intended to consider early retiremerd.ugual he was immaculately dressed in a
tailor made black three piece suit with a whitesdrghirt. A midnight blue silk tie provided
his only concession to colour. "Come in, Phil" helswvithout turning. "Take a seat. Coffee?"

he turned at last to greet his guest.

"l think not, George, thanks. You go ahead byrahns.” Phil lowered himself into a
comfortable armchair and crossed his right leg tneteft knee. "What's up, George? | hope
you realize you called me out of a meeting withe&bifeeld's people. It took me three months

to get them to fly out here." Despite his smilkil Butherland sounded less than happy.

"Good grief, Phil, you make it sound as thoughdslied a Royal Command" said
George Thorpe, who's commands were much more tbgal Rat least where AGI was con-
cerned. "l won't keep you long. You'll be baglkSyd in ten minutes, tops. | know you're in
a hurry so I'll get directly to the point. Youaeal of Harry Murphy from the Halifax plant

are you not?"

Phil smiled inwardly. He had never known a conagos with George Thorpe which
failed to come directly to the point within secormdghe opening "hello”. He briefly consid-
ered his response. "Well, | like and respect Habuy | don't know if I'd go as far as calling
him a pal. We downed a few beers together last imwas in Toronto, and he ended up

sleeping it off at my place. Why do you ask?"

"I need to know if Murphy is going to be a probleMou know the plans for the plant,
and you know he won't like them. | never considdren a major player and with Theo Bur-
ton out of the way | thought it would be fair windsd full speed ahead. But something's

come up. | have reason to believe that Murphy tmgdke trouble for us.”
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"Can you be a bit more specific, George?"

"Well, let's keep this between the two of us, sha? Theo thinks that Murphy con-
siders himself a player. He might be expectingnawe into the top job when Theo bows out
next month. Now Murphy is very well liked at Bunts and highly respected in the trade.
When he finds out what we intend to do there hddcstir up trouble, and we don't need trou-

ble right now Phil."

"Oh, | see. Isn't that the reason we got rid ofdrBerton?"

"More or less" Thorpe said. "Theo is fluff, butgquoar fluff. His family is still well
respected around the industry, and Theo is on ggroas with some very big names. He could
have stirred up a lot of resentment against AGurpiy isn't fluff. He doesn't have Theo's

connections but | understand he's well though&wod, | hear that the Union listens to him."

"Right. Well | got the distinct impression thatirais a round peg in a round hole at
Burton's. | had no idea he might have designserbig chair. He's an excellent Production
Manager. | wish all our plants had a record likgtBn's, and that's mostly down to Harry
Murphy. I'd sure hate to lose him, George. | hppe can let him down gently. How about a
change in job title, Production Director, or ExeéeaitSomething or other, and a ten percent

raise to go with it?"

“Ten?"

"Don't pinch pennies on me, George! You could dettarry's salary and you'd still

be getting a bargain."

"Well, I think we could manage something along thises. Listen, Phil, does the Un-

ion really listen to Harry Murphy? Could he stiirtgs up in that direction?"
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"Yes he could, George. But he won't. My suggesisathat you bring Harry up here

and tell him what we have in mind...."

"Now, come on...."

"Not all of it! Enough to bring him on side. Lot "we" in the conversation and make
sure Harry knows he's part of the "we" and not pafthem”. Then tell him how key his role

will be, and in recognition of this, etcetera, ¢tca.”

"Will he go for it?"
"Harry is a team player. The more you make hinhlfke part of the AGI team the
more he'll like it. And the extra recognition whiélp. By the time we announce the full plan

for reorganisation Harry will think he helped ug guogether and he'll sell it as his own."

"Right. Thank's Phil. | won't keep you from Syde@nfield any longer. Give him my

regards, will you?"

Recognising the Royal dismissal Phil Sutherlanclded from the chair. On the way
to the door he turned and looked back at his bt®se thing, George, don't lay it on too
thick. Harry's no mug, and if he thinks he's bgerged around heould cause problems for
us. At the moment Harry's a happy guy, doing aheloves, and he's very strongly moti-
vated. For the sake of AGI profits and my own Gtmnias Bonus I'd like to see it stay that

way.

Not getting a response, and expecting none, Satietdilently crossed the expensive

carpet towards the elevator dootsavingthe fifteenth floor involved no security measures.
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Liz said she couldn't help him. She read Harrgésuoh transcript and told him that he
needed a professional shrink to make anything obite agreed with his idea that his inner
self might be trying to tell his outer self that\weas not ready to move onwards and upwards
yet and should "stay in school" a bit longer. Bammit, thought Harry, | know | could do a

better job as CEO than Theo ever dreamed of, i thdy'd give me a chance to prove it.

On Monday morning Harry decided to go to Toronitte had spent much of the morn-
ing doodling on a notepad in the centre of his dds$& had asked Louise to clear the morning
and reschedule everything, and had then lockedffic® door. After three hours of hard

thinking Harry had written six points on his notdpander three headings:

Why | should be CEO:

1. I can DO the job and I can do it well.

2. I deserve the job. | have been the heart ofddls for the last eight years and if
George Thorpe doesn't know this it's time sometlioldiyhim.

3. A total package of nearly $300,000 per ye&eiter than a salary and bonus which
might touch $85,000 in a good year.

4. |1 would be a popular choice and would be a@sbpt Burton's by labour and man-

agement. | could move into the job with a minimohdisruption.

Why | Shouldn't be CEO:

1. I had a stupid childish nightmare that mayritht have had nothing to do with AGI

and more to do with indigestion.

Conclusion

If I don't movenow people will see me as a soft shelled wimp. bmh'tdmovesoon |

will be a soft shelled wimp.
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He pressed the intercom button and said "Louis@)dvwou come in, please, and bring

the Air Canada timetable with you."

Theo effectively took early retirement that weéke came into his office on Monday
morning as usual, and left as usual at five thingt afternoon. He arrived at work at half past
ten on Tuesday morning and left at three. On Wedimge he arrived after lunch and stayed for
twenty minutes. And then he was gone. The plarfiawedvell party died stillborn. June
Sawler claimed not to know anything about anytharg) the gossips had already started to
speculate as to whether June would be around figr dfter the new man was appointed next
month. The most sensitive of the office grapevirgmrted that Theo was spending some
time at his cottage on the lake -- a year rourghtdbedroom mansion which dwarfed the full
time homes of most of Theo's workforce. The grapelost track of him the following week,
although an unconfirmed rumour suggested that Haeldtaken Harry's advice to heart, and
had departed in the President's Suite of a luxogy kailing that weekend from New York on

a three month round the world cruise.

Theo had poked his head into Harry's office onoghe Tuesday afternoon, not to say
goodbye, but to wink broadly and say, in a loudistahisper, "I told him, Harry. Harry's
your man, | told him. Everybody likes Harry, |daand he's been in the Printing business

since the year dot. Don't bother to thank me, Hamwu've earned it." And he left, whistling.

Harry thought that on the whole Theo's recommendat George Thorpe, if that was
indeed what he'd been talking about, had probate é&qual amounts of harm and good, and
so probably cancelled itself out. He had arrartgdty to Toronto on the following Monday,
ostensibly to meet with the paper wholesaler whapbed much of Burton's stock. That meet-
ing was scheduled to begin at nine on the Tuesdaping, and by any stretch of the imagina-
tion should be over by noon. Harry expected aitation to lunch with the sales

representative who covered the Maritime sales arghthey would probably be joined by two
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or three of the company's mid level brass. Ata@umck that afternoon Harry expected to
walk into the Bourque Building and pay his respéatS&eorge Thorpe. Harry's planning did
not go much beyond that point. Stay flexible, ¢ld himself. If George has the time, press
your case right there and then. If he can't see lye gracious and leave quietly. George
Thorpe is nobody's fool and will have got the mgesaerely by having Harry arrive unan-
nounced at his penthouse sanctuary. He would khatnHarry was there for one thing and
one thing only. If George was not available tHsgraoon Harry would speak with his number
one secretary -- a shrivelled prune of a womarhkyname of Mason -- and arrange an ap-
pointment for later in the week. He would thenrgp#he time until his appointment lobbying
the junior members of the AGI board. At Louiselggestion he had bought an open ended
airline ticket, and advised his hotel that his plamght call for him to remain in Toronto for

up to a week.

He had left the production management concernsudbB's in the hands of one of his
section chiefs, who was widely seen to be Harrgis dpparent and was therefore as eager as
Harry himself to see the name "Harry Murphy" painte the CEO's door -- and his own name

painted on the Production Manager's office.

With neither preparation nor prompting Harry dredrweice that week. He did not
make pencilled notes during the night, but nevéeiseeremembered parts of the dreams on
awakening in the morning. The first dream had tbhim walking across a vast expanse of
sand towards a distant forest which never seemgdttany closer. The second had something
to do with riding a bicycle along a leafy countayé, which he felt had once again been set in
England. Neither dream left any lasting impressionstirred any significant emotion. Harry

did not write up the dreams in his Dream Diary diokhe make any attempt to interpret them.

Simon Jensen Junior was not happy. Considerindhthbad graduated fifth in his
class, and considering that his mother had appéareel over the moon about that achieve-

ment, Simon had expected better than a new Audihadl set his heart on a lemon yellow
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Corvette convertible, and had been certain that lizatipicked up on the hints. He had also
expected a lucrative low-effort job somewhere mfather's advertising agency, preferably at
the Head Office in downtown Boston. He didn't éh&in starting at the top; Simon was fully
prepared to pay his dues for, say two or threesyleafore moving up to the executive floor,
where theeally good looking secretaries worked. So when Dadhotdabout the new job,
working for Uncle George i@anada Simon had been less than fully fired up abouthen
Simon found out that the job was not only in Candudd inNova Scotiahe was ready to hold
his breath until he turned blue. What was therfdona Scotia besides snow and pine trees?
Simon remembered a holiday on Canada's east c@ast years ago and the major recollec-
tions from that trip were of swarms of biting inteand a total scarcity of good looking girls.

He had faced off against Dad last weekend, buadtdone no good. The Old Man
seemed dead set on sending him out to the barrémeno reaches as though on some mission
of penance. He had even suggested that the shithbden taken off Simon's achievement by
the fact that he had needed nine years to grafhaatea three year course, and was just now
starting to earn a living at the age of twenty sevienagine it. Two fellows in the class were

even older than Simon, and he would take betgiieatt Dads were not bitching about it.

The only thing he could do now was take it up witttle George directly. George
Thorpe had been Uncle George to Simon for as Isrigeacould remember. He wasnteal
uncle, like actually being related, but some kifdld school friend of Dad's. Uncle George
had been a fixture of the Jensen's Boston housah@dtristmas and occasionally at other
holidays (and a reliable source of expensive bayhgresents) since absolutely forever. So
working for Uncle George shouldn't beo bad, and Simon was sure that with a little coaxing
he could trade AGI (Halifax) for AGI (Vancouver), AGI (Toronto), or maybe one of those
French cities in the east of the country. He wasme who had been given those plums, but
he would take bets that they didn't call their @main of the Board "uncle." Steaming mad,
but ever hopeful, Simon Jensen Junior steppedlpskoss the lobby of the Bourque build-

ing and pressed the button to call the elevator.
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On the fifteenth floor Uncle George was no hapghan Simon Jensen. Three of his
Executive Vice Presidents sat around one end datige conference table, while two others

were electronically present via a bank of TV morgtmounted on a large steel trolley.

"Not good enough" George was thundering at the di¢ens. "Those presses are cost-
ing us close to twelve million dollars -- U.S. dol, dammit -- and the Koreans have signed
off on a delivery date which they are damned weihg to meet. At the very minimum | want
the Halifax presses installed and operational leefloe end of April. Did you remind them of

the penalty clause, Andrew?"

The face of the man addressed was decidedly paiehwould have been due to a
poorly adjusted contrast button on the TV set. ¢@Qirse | did, George, and they say they are
desperately sorry but the only source of partstwasvarehouse that burned down. They say

theywill pay the penalty, but..."

"They sure as helill pay the penalty, and I'll see that the entire stiuthroughout

North America knows how badly they messed up oangl'

The other TV set spoke up. The face on this setlaloked pale. "George, their only
hope now of meeting our delivery target is if tloeyn scavenge enough parts from existing

equipment, and that would affect delivery to sorhtheir other customers, and .....

The sound of distant thunder came from George Téhagphe cleared his throat, but
what he was about to say was lost to a soft tappmitipe glass door of the conference room.
George redirected his thunder towards the door: Nsson you should by now be aware that
| do not like to be disturbed when | am in confeeti George turned to glower at his Senior
Executive Secretary but the look of abject termoher face struck a seldom used chord
somewhere deep within his icy heart. "What idls, Mason?" he asked gently.
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Molly Mason opened the door to the conference rodifm terribly sorry, Mr. Thorpe,
but it's Mr. Jensen. The junior Mr. Jensen, thatHle is in the executive elevator, pounding

on the number fifteen button."”

One mile north of the Bourque building Harry Murfghgusiness lunch was showing
signs of coming to a close. Harry downed one mone and coke (his seventh) and asked the
waiter to call him a cab. His host suggestedfinding a cab at that time of day could take up
to an hour and ordered another rum and coke foryHaks chance would have it, however, a
taxi was pulling up to the restaurant at that vepgment to deliver a fare, and the waiter
smartly caught the cabbie before he could pull agknto the traffic stream. Harry gulped
down his eighth cocktail on the run, and handecethety glass to the waiter who was holding
the taxi door open. The waiter, expecting a makestantial tip, closed the door forcefully.
Harry, well insulated from worldly concerns at ttdge of the business lunch, failed to no-

tice.

Simon finally got the stupid button to work, andesd up to the top floor while re-
hearsing the delivery of his plea for leniency. héel realised while stuck in the elevator that
asking to be released from Canadian penal servdseanpointless exercise, since Uncle
George didn'haveany printing plants outside Canada. Not only,that Uncle George could
very well be quite upset at someone who consider@gng to Canada to be some kind of
penance After all, didn't he have not one, not two buteeof those red-leaf flags in his of-
fice? It would probably be much better -- and @@ty muchsafer-- to try to mitigate his

sentence by a transfer to Vancouver or one of tRosech cities.

Simon ignored the harassed looking men who crowdtedhe elevator as he stepped
out. Switching on his most endearing smile he bdadraight for George Thorpe, his hand

out to receive the hearty handshake which his umlelays gave him at home.
Simon stated his position in a few well chosen wpeahd with the reasoned delivery

which had made him a minor star of his College @DiegeSociety. He gave his Uncle another

endearing smile, and waited. George Thorpe plaedalm against the younger man's chest,
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and pushed him into the armchair which was by dgoddne set behind him. George loomed
over his nephew, placed his hands on Simon's sbmyldnd brought his face to within three

inches of the younger man's startled eyes.

"Now listen to me very, very carefully, Junior!" geowled. Simon's mouth gaped

open. This was not starting well. He was saved bght tap on the glass door of the office.

"NOW WHAT, Ms. MASON?" Thorpe bellowed.

"I'm so sorry, Mr. Thorpe. It's that man from Ndveotia. Mr. Murphy, I think his

name is. Nowheis in the elevator banging on the button!"

Harry had pressed the button for the fifteenthrfldait nothing happened. At first he
had thought that the elevator must be the mosittsiled smooth he had ever travelled in, but it
slowly dawned on him through a haze of rum fumes ithwas silent and smooth because it
wasn't going anywhere. He pressed the button adgarthe time Molly Mason activated the

security cameras Harry was pounding on the butidm lwis fist.

Harry finally got the elevator to move. The dolid smoothly open and he stepped
out onto the plush carpet. George Thorpe was apwer to meet him from a glass enclosed
room facing the elevator doors. Despite his alcaimdliced haze Harry could see that there
was something odd about the normally immaculater@iaam. His tie was skew, his face was
red and his hair looked as though he'd just gobbbed following a highly disturbing night-
mare. George in turn saw the Production Managarsomost profitable plant stagger out of
the elevator and sway to the left then the rigloigechoosing a central course and lurching

towards him.

'I do NOT have time for this right now' George thbti It was actually very fortunate
for Harry that he had arrived in such a manneretipely this time, since under normal cir-
cumstances the Chairman would have dealt seveiglyaw AGI executive who turned up at a

place of business most obviously the worse for webs took Harry by the elbow and with
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very little effort steered him through a hundred aghty degrees back into the elevator. He
leaned in and pressed the button for the Bourdoigyldout as the door began to close George
recalled his recent conversation with his EVP, HouRRasources. What had Phil advised? To
prevent Harry Murphy from causing trouble, make féel like a member of the central

cligue. One olis Give him a new title and a decent raise. Atl#is¢ second George stuck

his hand in front of the closing door and forcebdtk in its tracks. "Look, Harry" he said, in

a loud whisper, "l don't have time to discuss yoen position right now but there will be
greater responsibility in it, and more money ofrseu’ He released the door. "Oh" he called
out as an afterthought "And you'll be getting lotsiew equipment at Halifax. Nice stuff.

You're going to love it."

George turned back to deal with the hapless Sireaseh, while a dazed and confused
Harry dropped gently to street level. Could hedwel what he'd just heard? Was it possible
that the Golden Ring was his, without even havonmake a grab for it? Handed to him on
the proverbial platter? The elevator chimed amddbor opened. Harry poured himself out,
straight into the arms of Phil Sutherland who wadhe way in. Phil stepped back and held

Harry at arms length.

"Harry Murphy, what the devil are you doing herého's running the plant back in

Halifax with Theo gone and you stumbling aroundhi@ Bourque?"

Harry saw two Phil Sutherlands, chose one at raradriturned towards him. "l've
been up to see George" he managed to get out." 8@, Phil, recalling his recent conversa-
tion with the Chairman, "About your new job | puese?" Harry simply beamed. It had
taken Phil about two seconds to recognize thatyHaas feeling no pain, and two more to
realize that holding an intelligent conversatiohanim right now was unlikely. "Well, I'm
sure the extra money will come in handy. Regawsdsz." Phil stepped into the waiting
elevator and the door closed on him. Harry swayedf the lobby in search of a cab. It was
true. He hadn't imagined it. Phil Sutherland, A@Glersonnel Chief, had confirmed it. He had
the job. Harry Murphy was the new Chief Executdféicer of Burton's Press.
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BEAUTIFUL DREAMER

Chapter 2:

By the time Harry's flight started its descentHalifax International Airport the rum
fumes had evaporated, and he came back to eattimtetaphorically and physically at about
the same time. His alcoholic insulation had wdifrsomewhere over Quebec, giving him
time to think back over the events of the day keefaeeting Liz. Despite his best efforts
Harry was not able to recall George Thorpe's ewxactls at the elevator door, but the gist of
the message was clear enough. George had saitethaduld call him later to discuss his
promotion. Harry was ninety percent certain that€hairman had used the word "promo-
tion". And he had said there would be more momédych tended to support the theory.
Harry grinned. More money is right, he thoughet®Been four and five times as much
money. Then there had been something about equotpurpgrades which would certainly be
good for Burton's; several pieces of their pressr@and bindery equipment would probably
be welcomed as donations to the Printing Museutmaldeonce visited in Ottawa. For some
reason the short conversation with Phil in the yolsas a little clearer. When Harry had told
Phil that he had come from a meeting on the fifiedioor, Phil had said: "About your promo-
tion, | assume." In this case Harry was nirfetg percent certain that the word "Promotion"

had been used.

Harry reclined his seat and pondered. A passegatdess wondered what the busi-
nessman in seat 16A was so pleased about, to iagswo broadly. She certainly wouldn't

need to telhimto "Have a good day" as he left the flight.
Would he keep June Sawler as his E. A., Harry weedfe June was better organised

than Louise, and certainly easier on the eye; Aechad immaculate connections in Toronto.

One office rumour said that June had been Georgepéls mistress some years back, and had
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been transferred out east to avoid complicatidg then, Louise was absolutely devoted to
Harry. He could trust her with any confidence, &ndw that when he asked her to do some-
thing it would be done, done promptly, and dond.wahd of course Juneasa bit flighty

with her winks and smiles to all and sundry. Phdpaot the tone he wanted to set when he
moved up to the eighth floor. No, Louise had tigee She would be absolutely overjoyed
about her promotion from Admin Assistant to Exesi8tant. June, of course, would probably
be devastated when she was discarded with theadtfraiture. Too bad. Still, there was no

need to make that decision yet. On second thoulgeid probably keep Theo's furniture.

When Liz met him at the arrivals gate Harry diday a word. He picked her up and
swung her around, laughing out loud all the tirkks mood affected other passengers, who
smiled broadly in sympathy with the happy pairz,ltbo, seemed to catch Harry's enthusiasm,
but as they pulled away from the Airport she ga@eriia more sober look. "Go on," she

said. "Put it into words. Tell me."
"l got the job, Liz. I'm to be named CEO at BufsonWe didn't talk money yet, but |
dare say I'll be offered a package pretty simafteo's. |1did it, Liz. Even Theo had his

doubts, but | did it."

"Harry, | really, really hate to rain on your loygdarade."

"Yes. But I'm going to. | can see for myself tigati're happy, but are you sure, really

deep down sure, that this is what you want?"

"You're talking about my silly dream. Bugger tlreaim Liz. Subconscious Harry is a

snivelling jerk. This job is what | want, I'm suof it. And I've got it."

"Well, so long as you're really, really sure. Jus¢ more thing though. You've

jumped the gun before on things like this. Did et your news from George Thorpe him-
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self? Is there any possible ambiguity in whatdid 0 you? Any possible way you could

have got the wrong end of the stick again, Harry?"

"Come on Liz, | got it from George and had it comied by Phil Sutherland. That's
AGlI's President and his Personnel Chief. How nmaohe positive can you get? Be happy for

me, Liz. This is the day I've been dreaming ofyfears. It's my dream come true."

'Funny you should put it just that way, Harry' tiought, but she said: "Of course I'm
happy for you, darling. Of course | am. Why dovet drive downtown for a late supper at the

"Five Fishermen’ to celebrate?"
"Why don't we do just that!" Harry said. He flodréhe accelerator and moved out to

overtake a line of slower traffic, whistling tha@roductory bars to "Ode to Joy" as he changed

lanes.

Harry Murphy's Dream Diary: Saturday, February 07.

| was riding in an old, black car being driven byaung man | did not recognize. He was
short, chubby and fair haired. A pair of round @aimmed spectacles gave him the air of a
naughty schoolboy from some boy's magazine of diereperiod. We were driving along a
dust covered back road somewhere in Australiaad aware that we were on a tour of Aus-
tralia, and had been on the road for some weelte driver said something to me but | didn't
catch it, and asked him to repeat whatever it watidd said. He said "I do not repeat my-

self, Harry. You must learn to pay closer attemtiol was very taken aback by this comment.

In the middle of a barren stretch of road we carmerua barricade and stopped the car. This
was a border crossing point, so we got out of treamd met two guards who came out of a
small shack which | had not noticed before. Thardsiwore tan uniforms and carried side-
arms. One of the guards said "You can't take c#sAustralia.” My friend and | accepted

this without question or concern. | looked at tihé car. Despite its age it was polished to a
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high shine and the chrome fittings gleamed in ittieé Australian sunlight. | said to the
guard: "Well, I'll miss the old girl, but | guessdan't be helped. Still, | must take my sticKers.

| went over to the car and peeled several smalguwed stickers from the hood. The guard
said "Leave those alone" and drew his gun, butd ha fear of him and ignored his orders. |

looked for my driver but he had disappeared.

| walked along the road and saw a Car Rental Agendfie distance. | walked quickly up to
the building and went inside. June Sawler wasghé&he said "Good Morning Sir, | am the
manager here. Can | help you?" | was surpriset thune didn't recognize me, but decided to
say nothing. Without another word June left tHeeefby a back door and | followed her out
onto a parking lot. Despite the fact that theregewmany late model cars on the lot, June took
me to a small, old boxy looking red car which wanding apart from the others. | recog-
nised the car as an Austin Mini, a popular Britsdr from the nineteen sixties. June said "I'm

afraid this is all we have for rent at the moment."

| wanted to argue, but decided not to. June gaee¢ha keys and walked away. | took the
stickers from my pocket and fixed them to the ledade small car. | got into the car and
found that my friend was already in the driver'atseHe said "Let's go" and we drove at

speed away from the lot.

We drove for some time along a straight, unpaved through countryside devoid of green.
Suddenly we came to a T-junction and my partnelelduihe car around in a tight left turn.
Although | had not noticed it in the distance weengow in the middle of a suburban housing
development. Rows of identical semi-detached lsdursel both sides of the street. My driver
had slowed to a snail's pace and | guessed thatdselooking for something. | asked "Where

are we?" but got no answer.
Eventually he stopped the car in front of a househrlike all the others in the nondescript

row. The door opened and my mother came out talstathe doorway. For a brief moment |

thought | saw someone behind her, in the shadowsedfallway; it looked like the figure of a

54



young girl, perhaps in her early teens, wearing@ss which seemed grey in the dim light of
the hall, though | knew it to be white. Befor@ull get a clearer view the figure vanished.
My mother called out to me "How's it all going, efe=art?" and | called back "Fine, Mom".
| tried to open the door to go to her, but it wammed shut. | opened the window to tell her
my good news, but | couldn't quite remember wihats. My driver started the car and
moved off. My mother went back inside and closedibor. In the front yard | saw a soap-
box go-cart, the kind young boys build to race les&ly down neighbourhood hills. It was
painted a bright green and had the number '21' nitgvon the side.

END.

Sunday February 08: Notes:

My dreams are getting longer and more complex|] bhink the most important development
is that they are less erratic and more structur&dhile my earlier dreams jumped madly from
scene to scene they now flow in a sequence ofadttough they are trying to tell a story;

though it can still sometimes be a scrambled talleof oddities.

Why Australia? | don't know why. | have nevsited, nor had any desire to visit. Border
Crossings? There aren't any in Australia as fait &eow. Still, it seemed to make sense in
the dream.

The little red car in the dream was without douit® Austin Mini-Cooper which had belonged
to an older school friend in 1964 or 65. It wasanazing little car, with incredible perform-
ance, perfectly suited to the narrow, winding bexkds of England of that era. | fell in love
with it. My intention was always to own such a aarsoon as | was old enough to get my
driver's licence, but as things turned out we hawed to Canada by that time, and the little

Mini-Cooper was not a viable automobile here duthvast distances and harsh climate.
The soapbox-cart is certainly a childhood memangifig its way to the surface. At the age of

twelve | built such a go-cart and entered it in theal soapbox derby, where | finished a close

second. It was one of my childhood's true monwrg#ory, to stand on the podium and ac-
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cept the cheers of the small crowd. | cherish thésnory. For some reason the dream cart
was painted green, while | distinctly remember paghmine with a leftover mixture from the
garage shelves, which turned out a brownish-oran@er numbers were given to us by the
derby organisers, and | did indeed paint my numbavhite on each side of the cart; but is

was seventeen, not twenty one.

| didn't recognize the driver in my dream but | epted his presence there without concern. |
recognised my mother without any doubt, but | havédea what she was doing there or what
her presence signified. My mother is alive buikin a nursing home in England. On my
last trip to see her she didn't recognize me. Myher returned to England following my
father's death from cancer in 1989. "Sweethearts waat she always called me as a child. |

think | was her favourite.

| expected more elements of the dream to relateytpromotion at Burton's, but | can't relate
any of this dream to my real-life success. Stikré were no negatives there. No snakes or
pointed metal rods. Perhaps my subconscious heepéed that, unlike my wife, it can be

wrong sometimes.

Liz has suggested that it would take a professipsgthologist to interpret my dreams cor-
rectly. 1 don't think she was serious, but | midgatit anyway, especially now that his $200 an

hour professional fees will no longer be a detetren

Harry had debated for several days whether he dieak the news of his promotion.
A quick word to Mick Shaw would do the job. He tight he should also tell Louise, and
possibly June. Louise would guard the secret hathlife, while June would ....? What?
Probably start badgering Harry for a decision ortivr she would be staying on the eighth
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floor. Harry was still not ready to answer thatdalecided to let June find out about his pro-

motion from her regular sources in her own time.

He pressed the intercom and asked Louise to coneehiis office. He told her to close

the door.

"Louise, hold your breath. | have some news tliaink you are going to like very

much. Louise, you are looking at the new Chiefdttiee Officer of Burton's Press.”

Harry had expected that Louise would take the neitts one of three possible reac-
tions; incredulity, pleasure or amazement. Mowbpbly some combination of these. He was
not ready for the actual response. She clutcheddtepad and pencil to her chest and her
eyes went wide. For a moment Harry thought thatvgas about to burst into tears. If any

expression showed on her face it was dismay.

"Oh Mr. Murphy," she said at last, "Are you sure?"

"Sure? Of course I'm sure," Harry said defensivalyhy should | not be sure? | got

this directly from George Thorpe when | was in Tdmlast week."

Understanding dawned. Louise was worried that teldvbe leaving her behind. In a
split second he made the decision he had beenzaggmver since his trip to Toronto. "You
needn't worry, Louise, I've decided to take yothwite -- although I'd rather you kept that to

yourself for a little while."

"Oh, it's not that, Mr. Murphy, it's just that tb#fice grapevine has been buzzing like
mad for the last few days. | tried to tell yout lpau didn't seem to hear me. The new CEO is
apparently a young man from the United Statesselerl think his name is. They say his
family is very close with George Thorpe and thhtg/ he got the job. Oh Mr. Murphy I'm so

sorry, it's not that | doubt your word its.... justhat....just....”

57



Louise tailed off, shut up and left. Harry staeédhe door as it closed behind her. The

office rumours must be wrong, surelie couldn't be wrong.

Could he?

Harry went looking for Mick Shaw. He found the loigan emerging from the interior
workings of the new web press ("New" only in thawas five years younger than the "old"
web, which was a 1972 model). Mick was up to lews in machine oil, which was also
liberally smeared over his face. He was spealormne of his pressmen who Harry could not
recognize under his coating of oil, grease andg@rsink.

"It's beyond my skill, John" Mick was saying, "Battall Engineering, so they can tell
you that they haven't got the parts and will havenake them and blah blah blah. I'm sure
you know the story."

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, the old sad song" said the arahwalked briskly away.

"Mick, is that you under all that warpaint?" Haagked.

"Oh, Murph, | was just coming to see you. We'vegoblems here, sunshine.”

"In a minute Scot... Mick. | need to know what ywear about the new CEO?"

"Theo's replacement? It's a young lad named JerSiemon Jensen the Second, I've
heard. Some little shit just out of schdmiagsabout the fact that he knows diddley about the
printing business. Apparently Daddy and Georgerp&are very close. Why? Does that fit

in with what you've heard?"

"How sure are you of this, Scotty?"
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Mick let it pass. "Hundred percent, mate. | dag from Phil Sutherland's office. Per-
sonnel. Never been wrong, my source there." Hieeuwfor the first time the look on Harry's
face. "What's up, Murph? Do you know somethingutlthis turkey? From what | hear we

shouldn't expect to see much of him down here emwtbrking men's floor."

"No, Scot.. Mick, no. That's right. Thanks for $@op."

Harry turned and walked away. Mick called aftantiLook here, Murph, we've got
solid problems with the new web here? When caely®u about it? We should really be

talking replacement, you know."

"There's new stuff on the way, Mick" Harry calleder his shoulder. At least he was

the first withsomenews.

Harry left work early that afternoon and drove haimeéer a black cloud. He had in-
tended to pour himself a generous Jack Danielsiamki out how to break the news to Liz
when she got home, but Liz was waiting for him kJ2eaniels in hand, as he opened the front

door.

"It's all right, Harry, | know. And to be hone&nhinot nearly as upset about it as you

must be."
Harry put the glass down on the hall table andhpuiarms around his wife. They
stood that way, in comfortable silence, for a lomigute. Harry released Liz and picked up

the drink. "Louise?" he asked.

"Of course Louise. | thought you would have figliteat out months ago. She seems

to think that she is the only one you told, so dgeneontrol shouldn't be an issue.”

"Yes, Liz, but if she tolgou.."
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"For an intelligent man you do come out with somggl comments sometimes,
Harry. Don't you know that Louise would have rergue ripped out rather than tell a confi-
dence; rather than risk causing you the slightedtagrassment? Do you really not know what
a gem you have there? Even to teishe had to put herself through an agony of sarcke

ing.

"l suppose so." Harry drained his glass and mawede liquor cabinet.

"Please go easy on that stuff, will you," Liz sditlnever really makes you feel any

better, just numb. The problems will still be therdeen you sober up.”

"Just the one more, then."

Liz moved into the living room and Harry followedhey sat in the deep, comfortable
La-Z-boy armchairs, one each side of the firepladech had become over the years "his" and
"her" chairs. "Harry," Liz began, "There is reatlgt much of a problem here except your
wounded pride, but there is something | want yotellane about. Louise says that you met
with the Taylor's Warehousing people about yourepappply on the morning you went to the
Bourque. Did you have lunch with Arnie Taylor dmd little gang?"

"I know what you're thinking, Liz, but | only hadcauple of rum and cokes with

lunch, and | was perfectly sober by the time | migh George Thorpe."

Liz gave Harry the "look" he had first encountefien his third grade teacher many

years ago. The "look" that told him "That was th&t right answer, Murphy!"

"Harry, listen to me. The only way we get inforioatfrom your mind to mine and
back again is by using words. By talking to eattten If you are going to lie to me this
whole process becomes a waste of time and we maglagist sit here and talk about the
weather. Is that what you want, Harry? Or are goimg to stop acting like a ten year old boy
who's been caught with a cigarette behind the kecsiced?”
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"I'm sorry, Liz. You're right of course. And alidhe booze. | did have more than

two.

"How many more?"

"Six."

"Six more than two? or six total? Stop being ctevgh me, Harry. Being evasive is

as bad as lying."

"Six more than two."

"Good God in heaven! You haight rum and coké&s

"And there was wine with the lunch.”

"Harry, what were you thinking of? Were you tryifag 'Stupid' in the Guinness Book
of Records? It's a minor miracle that you couldkveand talk...... Thorpe must have known.
Georgecouldn'thave missed your condition, not after that muctriok. Harry, George
Thorpe ismurderon that sort of thing. I've heard he has firechnust for having alcohol on
their breath after lunch! How the devil did youmage to keep your job at all?"

"Liz, please don't get angry with me. | can stangthing but that."

"Oh Harry, how can | not get angry with you? Bhagn, how can stayangry with
you? Sometimes I'm not sure whether I'm your wifgour Mommy. Look, just tell me this.

Was Louise the only person you told that you haghlmfered the CEO job?"

"YeS_"
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"Then there's no harm done except to your egoyauntle just going to have to live
with it."

"Yes" Harry said very quietly.

"And there's this; You obviously misinterpretedaffhorpe and Sutherland said to
you, but | suspect that even in your highly pickétate you got a kernel of truth out of the
conversations. Is it possible that you have bdfamenl some other position? A promotion

within AGI? In head office, maybe?"

Harry perked up and sat straighter. "Yes it's gassilt could very well be that."

"Well that's a mixed blessing. | don't much like thought of moving to Toronto, but
there would be compensations | suppose. LookHgou're just going to have to tough this
out. When George Thorpe shows up with this Jegealie going to smile and shake his hand
and say "Welcome to Burton's."” Liz paused and fresv "Oh, Harry, | suppose that if you
didn't pick up on Jensen you haven't heard theofebie gossip either. Louise says she's been

trying to talk to you about it but you've been sarhere else these last few days."

"What gossip?"

"You really shouldistenwhen Louise talks to you. She has her ear tgtbend, you
know; verygood sources at the Bourque. Thisreo more 'Burton's'. At least there won't be
soon. It's going to be "AGI-Vancouver", and "AGdhEonton”, and ..."

"Not "AGI-Halifax"?"

"Yes. That's one of the reasons they wanted tadoef Theo. He would never have al-

lowed that. I'm really glad that he's out of thetyre."
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"Poor Theo. You're right. He'd have fought thewtth and nail. Still, if that's the only

change, | suppose we can all adjust.”

"Thatisn'tall, Harry. There's talk of layoffs. Big layoffS hat's another reason they
wanted Theo safely out of the way. Some of thekiooce have been with Burton's since his

Dad's time. He would never have allowed layoffamy large numbers."

"No." Harry said. "No he wouldn't. The questiamnis will Harry Murphy allow it?"
His dismay was turning to anger by the minutethitik | might have just one more refill."
Ignoring the look which Liz aimed at his back Hecarried his empty glass to the small

liquor cabinet by the living room window.

On Monday morning Louise was waiting for Harry lireiobby. "Good Morning, Mr.
Murphy." She said. "We have a Code Seven thisimgr' Code Seven had been added to
the list because it was a realistic possibilityt, tis was the first time it had been used. Code
Seven meant that somebody in the Toronto Head éxfifeeded to talk to Harry urgently.
Given that 07:30 in Halifax was 06:30 in Torontonust be particularly urgent. Harry knew
that George Thorpe was always in the office by Isix,then so were several of his first line

executives, and even a respectable number of ter Ianks.

"Who?" he asked Louise in the elevator.

"Mr. Thorpe. As soon as you get in, he said."

Harry practically ran to his desk. "Christ" he tighti "George is finally going to get

around to ripping my hide off for showing up pie#tlat his office. Well, | suppose | deserve

it. I'd better take my lashes, and hope that Brindispensable as | thought."
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Indispensable. Louise was quietly closing theceffiloor but Harry call to her.

"Louise."

"Yes Mr. Murphy?" she said, poking her head arotlvedhalf closed door.

"Thank you."

"You're very welcome" she said, thinking that Hangs talking about the Code Seven.

She tried once more to pull the door closed, butyHealled again.

"Louise."

"Yes, sir?"

"Not for this morning; nojust for this morning. Thank you for everything. Ltad
me. You did the right thing, and it was very bra¥gou. | apologize for not telling you be-

fore just how indispensable you have become to fitank you very much, Louise."

This time she managed to get the door closed. a3usell, she thought. She wouldn't
like Mr. Murphy to see her with tears running dolar scarlet cheeks.

Harry dialled the number, and Molly Mason connedtad to her boss without the

usual polite chatter.

"Harry" the Chairman boomed over the phone.

"Yes sir," Harry said in a very small voice.

"Harry, | called to apologize for the way you wéreated when you dropped by my of-

fice the other week. All | can say is that | wasight up in events and let the pressure get to
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me. | know that is no excuse for my deplorable tmathners, but | hope you will understand

and forgive me."

Harry sat, stunned, mouth open.

"Are you there, Harry?"

"Yes sir. Sorry, Mr. Thorpe. There is really natipto forgive. It should be me
apologising for dropping in so unexpectedly, knaywrhat a busy man you are. | only hope
thatyou can forgiveme sir."

"Right. Well, no sense in us spending the mornimgl@gising to each other, no sense
in that. I'll get right to the point. | wantedtmake sure that you understood what | said in
such haste at the elevator door. In the new AGdmisation there will be a new position
created; each major plant will have its own Diceaif Production, and the obvious choice for
AGI-Halifax is you, Harry. There will be increasessponsibilities and, naturally, an appropri-
ate increase in salary. You'll be hearing fromRheance people, but | wanted you to hear it
from me first; we're increasing your salary byhgigercent. Oh yes, and from now on your
annual bonus will be directly related to produdtiviAGI-Halifax was up twelve percent last
year. If you can repeat that this year it couldamewhat, close to $10,000 extra in your

paypacket at Christmas."

"I don't know what to say, Mr. Thorpe. Except Thafou, of course."

"Right. One more thing, Harry. I'm sure that yewip on the gossip. | sometimes
wonder why we even bother with formal announcemeaing weeks after everybody
already knows the details. You've heard that ydsingon Jensen will be named CEO at AGI-
Halifax, | presume. Of course you have. Well &#&going to be a short delay. Family prob-
lems. Young Simon had to return home to Bostorafshort time, and he won't be out to
Halifax until late March, maybe the first week ipl. If you wouldn't mind, Harry, I'd like

you to move up to Theo's office until Jensen agivérhilip Sutherland tells me you have a
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very good number two in your group, and he can lold fort for you. Trouble is, that girl of
Theo's, June, has been trying to handle thingseo\n up there and she's getting into a bit

of a mess. If you wouldn't mind going up there aoding things out, I'd be much obliged."”

"Of course, Mr. Thorpe."

"Good. Right away, if you can manage it. Oh, Agtpay for your man, of course.
And just one more thing, Harry, | think we've knoeexch other long enough to drop the 'Mr.

Thorpe'. After all, you're part of AGI's innerdig now. Call me 'George’ would you?"

"Yes, sir. Yes '‘George'. Thank you."

George had hung up.

Harry didn't know whether to laugh out loud frony jor cry with relief. He'd got his
promotion after all. He'd even got the "top slat'|east for a few weeks. He buzzed for

Louise.

"Call Office Services would you please, and tedirththat Harry Murphy wants them
up here right away to move his stuff into the CE®¥fce. It's alright, Louise, I'm not halluci-
nating this time, it's a temporary move -- on Geofgorpe's direct orders -- until the new man

arrives."
Louise departed, smiling, to make the arrangementsry called after her: "When |
move up there permanently you'll need to tell thersend two teams. There's no way I'm

moving up there without my Executive Assistant.”

Well, well. A promotion, a raise and ‘call me Cgr and it's not even eight o'clock

yet. Harry grinned broadly and started to colteetphotograph frames from his desk top.
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Harry Murphy's Dream Diary: Monday, February 16.

| was running along a forest trail. The trees wpeeked densely together at their tops and
cut out most of the light. An occasional bright afysunshine stabbed through the dense can-
opy like a probing searchlight, illuminating tandlereepers and stunted ferns on the forest
floor. | didn't know why | was running or what &s/running from, but it terrified me. From
time to time | could hear distant howls behind ng,these could have come from large dogs,
large cats or even human throats. | wasn't evee $oait | was running from these pursuers,

for the thing which was pursuing me frightened arerfore than any earthly teeth and claws.

| was rapidly loosing energy and breath. My breathwas already ragged and forced. | knew
that | would have to stop to rest soon, and thatldde the end of me. The miracle was that
my pursuer had not already overtaken and destroyedfor he was vastly stronger and faster
than 1.

| had come to the end. | leaned against a trgitiing for breath. | looked around for any-
thing that | could use as a weapon; a rock; a shstigne; a stout branch from a fallen tree.
There was nothing, but then | realised that evemé#d found a great sword lying conven-

iently on the forest floor it would be as uselessrey bare hands against my unseen enemy.

Then out of the corner of my eye, at a distanttgaithe path, something caught the light. A
gleam of green leaf and golden sun. With reselrdes not realize | possessed | began again
to run, and the haven of light and safety rushedarals me. In no time at all | ran out of the
vast forest into open farmland. Behind me, my grsopped at the boundary, unable to leave
the confines of the forest. | slowed my pacejtmaand then to a walk, recovering my breath

and energy as | did so.

| saw a flock of sheep grazing peacefully in aatistield and heard birdsong from all direc-

tions. A cow lowed in a nearby meadow.

END.

67



Tuesday February 17: Notes:

Pathetic. Truly pathetic. | realize that wherdames to analyzing my dreams | have no natu-
ral flair for such things. Liz is far better atigithan | am. Still, even | can interpret this poo
piece of nighttime drama. | am of course fleenognfthe spectre of the CEO job, which al-
most caught me and gobbled me right up! | finaflgaped by the skin of my teeth due more to
good luck than to any competence on my part, aad l'out of the woods" and into Beetho-
ven's Pastorale Symphony. Or was it Bach? 'Shesgpsafely Graze', for God's sake.

"Subconscious Harry" obviously takes me for a satgol with this children's parable. Come
on, S.H., you can do better than that. Althougtgjng by some of my recent actions, maybe
S. H. has a point.

When Harry arrived on the eighth floor he foundiaelSawler he had not known be-

fore; compliant, deferential and most obviouslgdjto see him. She even told him so.

"It's been a nightmare, Mr. Murphy, since Mr. Burteft. He was supposed to be here
until April you know, according to the Personnefi€d. I'msoglad you're here. I've put the
truly urgent things on your desk, but I'd like toetb you on several other issues, too, as soon as
you can find the time. | tried to get Mr. Burtoe'snail up, but I'm afraid | don't have his
password. The one he gave me won't work. Ohsdlaoglad you're here Mr. Murphy, sir.

Can | bring you a coffee or anything?"

"Not right now, thank you June. Let me sort thriotig's 'urgent’ stuff first. I'll buzz if
I need you."

Well, Harry thought, now I'veeally arrived! Not only a "Call me George" from

George, but a "Mr. Murphy, sir* from June.
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Harry's first meeting of the Board of DirectorsAss1-Halifax took place the following
Monday. His board consisted of Burton's Departnitgads plus various specialist advisors,
as well as a few Section Chiefs who reported diy¢otthe CEO. These included Industrial
Engineering, which set production standards forpihat, Quality Control and the small
Personnel shop. These units were actually compsmétiead Office Directorates in To-
ronto, but their managers received day-to-day tioedrom the local Chief Executive --

Harry.

Harry had June set up the meeting for nine a.n.9: AL June informed him that the
players were assembled and, with June in tow, Haage his grand entrance. The men and
women around the table met him with a chorus oflsed "Good Mornings.” He had not
expected hearty congratulations or a rousing cbedris entry, but a "well done, Harry" at
least from his closer friends would have warmed ailttle. Harry sat in the Big Chair at the

head of the large oval table and cleared his throat

"l thought it would be a good idea for us to gegdtiner and talk about what's happen-
ing to Burton's" he said. The only sound was thetfscratching of June's pencil as she took
shorthand notes of the proceedings. Theo had suggested the use of a tape recorder to
simplify the note taking business and at the same produce more accurate minutes, but he
had wisely put the proposal to a vote and it hashlsmundly thrashed. The members of the
board relied on the ability to go to June with tingt draft of her minutes and tell her "What |
really said was........ ". June knew perfectly vtledlt they were telling her "What | really

should have said/as....." but, on Theo's orders, she never radeds.
Harry continued.
"l know that you are all tapped in to your respestyrapevines, and you've all proba-

bly got a very good grasp of the basics, but | \@dike to make sure that we're all singing

from the same songbook when it comes to explaitiieghanges to our employees."

69



Harry hadn't noticed, but he had started the mgetkactly as Theo hadwaysstarted
his meetings, and had even used several of Theagisifite phrases. None of this was lost on

his audience.

"Well, for starters, in case any of you are unawang, this plant is now to be known
as AGI-Halifax. Official notification should conterough within the week, and we'll get

started on changing the office stationery, as aglbur advertising."

"Will you want the big electric sign on the roofactged, Mr. Murphy?" June asked.

"Yes, good point. Ed, can you take care of thaB Knowles was Chief of the large,

well equipped Engineering Department.

"Not too likely, Harry" the engineer said. "We leavo sign making gear in the shop. |

can paint you something if you like."

Harry joined in the laughter.

"Office Services will order one, Mr Murphy" Juneéda'"They can probably get the

specifications from Toronto."

"Why do we need specifications” someone asked fiamy's left. "That big red sign
has been a Halifax landmark since | was a littte gburely we can at least keep the same
format. Can'twe?" Harry didn't recognize theadger but thought he had met her once or
twice on the third floor. Some sort of higher lesierical function. Pay and Benefits, maybe.
June was looking at him, and Harry realised that#fle had gone quiet once more while
waiting for his reply. When it became apparent tharry was not about to respond to the
guestion June said "l expect that AGI would likenave all of their plants present a standard

appearance. That's probably behind the renamiad tife major plants, too."

"Yes, probably,” Harry said.
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"Is Maple Leaf Press going to be "AGI-Vancouver@hgone asked. "Sam Thompson

won't like that. It's been Maple Leaf since hiargifather's time."

"Sam's probably been put out to pasture like Thearfhe from the far end of the table.
"That's the main reason they bought Theo off, rthe&o he wouldn't squawk to his friends in
Ottawa. Isn't that right Harry?"

"Er, yes. Could be, yes."

"Oh, come on, " the third floor woman said, hergméation apparent. "That's a petty
thing to say. | heard that the new AGI structgreupposed to increase operating efficiency by
20% and reduce operating costs by the same amtiumésn't all just some sort of plot to get
rid of poor old Mr. Burton, surely. Isn't that ligMr. Murphy?"

"Er, | heard the same thing, yes," Harry said.

As Head of the Press Department Mick Shaw hadeaved seat at the Monday brief-
ings, as did Ron Edwards (Bindery) and Brian DejgReepress). Mick's voice quickly
overrode and silenced the other speakers.

"Look, Murph, this is bullshit, all this name chamg nonsense. Window dressing
from the shitheads in Toronto who've nothing battevccupy their time. What weally
want to know is, we've all heard that Burton's GlAalifax if you must -- is finally going to
get some gear that is at least from this decasl¢hid so and, if it is, what are we going to get

and when can we expect to get it?"

"Never mind that" Ron Edwards interjected, geténgcowl from Mick Shaw for his
rudeness. "What about these layoffs we're heatogit? My sources say we could lose
nearly a third of the workforce. Shiny new geanifrJapan is not going to do us a lot of good

if we've nobody who knows how to use it."
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"Oh surely they can't do that without talking te tnions first, can they Mr. Mur-
phy?"

"No they can't" said Harry, looking to the spealar attractive young girl who looked

to be about fifteen years old. "And if they hddh sure I'd have known about it, Miss, er.....

"Susan James. I'm representing Don Harrod froradPerel. He's off with the flu.”

"No, Miss James. The collective agreement stipslétat....... "

"So the rumours are false, then?" Edwards askédu're saying we'raot going to
get pink slips?" Ignoring Harry he turned to Mi8kaw who was seated on his left. "What

haveyou heard, Scotty?"

"As far as | know,....." Harry began. But thentheught, even Liz had heard about
the layoffs. From Louise, to be sure. Harry waedehow sure Louise had been, and what
source the rumour had come from. If Ron Edwasdktreard it too, there could very well be

fire to go with the smoke. Perhaps he should@abrge before committing himself.

"Look Murph" Mick Shaw once again cut through tiseng babble around the table.
"Pick your subject. Do you want to tell us how mamen we're going to lose, or...."

"And women, Mr Shaw" the woman from the third fldwoke in. Mick silenced her

with a look.

"And women, of course, Eileen" Mick said. "So, fdh, how manyersonsare we
going to lose? Or tell us whether we'll truly begtong new gear, and, if so, is it pressroom,
prepress, or bindery? And how is this going teetfbur hours of work and take-home pay?

Nobody here is really that much interested in wlette're going to replace the red neon sign
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on the roof with a blue one, or whether we allmg@t business cards and letterheads. Which

do you want to answer first, Murph."

Harry decided that Mick Shaw had called him ouhistwas no time for bluffing. "I'm

afraid I'm not yet at liberty to answer any of tapslick."

"Then get June to round us up when gananswer them, Harry." Ron Edwards
growled. "I've got our antique signature bindingaiine held together with scotch tape and
baling wire, and if | don't get back to nursinglibng we're going to miss a deadline for one of
our biggest clients. New gear is not going to et af help if we've lost all our customers by
the time it gets here." Edwards picked up his Imodé, pushed back his chair and prepared to

leave.

"Now just a minute, Ron, we've got a full agendeetthis morning,” Harry growled. "

If you're going to storm out of here the Binderyp2gment is not going to be represented.”

"Ron's right, Murph.” Mick Shaw had joined thée#lion. "You're just pulling a
Theo on us. You should never have asked for qurestintil you had a fistful of answers.

Wait up, Ron." The two men left the boardroom,dsegether in private conversation.

Harry could not recollecskingfor questions, but conceded that he'd lost cowfrthe

meeting about the time the Big Red Sign was firshtioned. "Pulling a Theo"? Surely not.

"I've things that can't be left, too, Mr MurphyThe third floor woman departed, pre-
sumably to the third floor. There was a flurrybofider folding and a scraping of chairs.
Within seconds only Harry, June and the fifteerr ydd Susan James were left at the large
table. Harry bowed formally to the young womad gave her one of his best smiles. She
had at least showed him the courtesy of allowimg to close his own meeting. "Thank you,

Miss James," he said. | guess the meeting is'ovele walked out with June.

"That Susan James," Harry said to June. "How.adld you say she is?"
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June was taken aback but recovered quickly. "Siss@ancharge of the Employee As-
sistance Program in Don Harrod's shop," she saidelieve she has a BSc in Psychology and
some sort of postgraduate degree, Masters or najjmetorate. | guess that would put her
in her mid twenties, maybe a little older. Whyydu ask, Mr. Murphy.”

"Oh, just curious,” Harry said. "It's just th&eslooks about fifteen."

"My Dad used to say that when he got old all thescstarted to look like boy scouts"
June said. "Oh, please don't take that the wraeng W didn't mean to imply .......... "

"No offence taken, June."

"Will you want minutes of the meeting typed up?éstsked diplomatically.

"Oh, | shouldn't think so" said Harry.

On Sunday morning Liz said "Come on, Harry."

"Come on where?"

"Just grab your big parka and come on. I'll gorwap the car.”

Harry wondered what Liz had in mind. He looked oluthe cottage window at the
whitecaps on the breaking wavetops and at the aieafless trees bent in the wind. He

knew without testing it that the wind would havbiting edge to it, and the storm which had

been promised since Friday evening could not beviay. This was surely a day to feed the
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fire, snuggle into the huge armchairs in the c&®gny living room and read something from
far away in time and place. Tolkein maybe, altHotigrry had already twice accompanied
Frodo and his gallant band of ringbearers on hiddaaving epic journey. Liz honked the

horn and put an end to such speculation.

Before they reached the freeway Liz turned the &laght onto highway three, and
when she eased the car off the main highway tovothe coast road Harry knew their desti-
nation.

"Yep," he said, "Fine day for Peggy's.”

Peggy's Cove is a small fishing village and wotlss tourist destination perched on
the edge of the eternal battle between land andldage swells built up over three thousand
miles of open ocean hurl themselves ceaselesgigantic boulders which have withstood
this attack through countless centuries. Thoughs#a is destined to win in the end, the huge
rocks will stand firm for many more generationgafrists to come, to gape and to photo-
graph. There would be no tourists today, Liz kndwom Labour day through to the Victoria

day start of the summer season Peggy's Cove beldadke two of them.

Harry had taken Liz there on their first date. yhad met at a party thrown by a mu-
tual friend and had known within an hour of meetiingt there would be no ending for them
that night. They had talked through the early nmagours while friends who had not left for
home sprawled asleep around them on whateversddices they could find. When Liz
eventually brought up the subject of going homeryHaad said simply "Come on." Half an
hour later they were standing arm in arm on th&sat Peggy's Cove watching the rising sun
turn the tops of the breakers into pink froth. had always called that time "our first and
cheapest date."

They parked by the restaurant at the top of tHagel and followed a well worn path

out amongst the rocks to the old lighthouse. Threw the dangers of standing too close to

the place where rock met sea, and were well avisatethe ocean regularly snatched away
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tourists who ventured too close to the conflicut Brey knew also where crannies in the rock
would give shelter from the worst of the wind'syfand let them enjoy the spectacle in com-

fort and safety.

Liz poured hot chocolate from a small Thermos fled& a paper cup and handed it to

Harry. She poured a second cup and held it in battus, enjoying the warmth. Harry sipped
at the chocolate and looked out to sea. Liz hadeh the day knowing that with a wind blow-
ing strongly from the east the waves at Peggy'davioe spectacular. Harry had told her on
their first and cheapest date that he consideiisgtace to be quintessential Nova Scotia -- a
place where all the senses come into play. Helsambuld sense the place through his eyes,
ears, nose, tongue and fingertips. Harry coulthghe lee of a convenient rock for hours, lost
in the power and magic of the place.

"l thought you'd like to do some thinking in peatlyry," Liz said. "And some talk-

ing, if you want to."

Harry said "Hmmmmm," and sipped his hot chocolate.

"Good idea, this," he told Liz after a few sileninutes. "Yes, | needed this. I'd for-

gotten how Peggy's can just suck the worry anddaangyht out of a body."

"What are you worried and tense about Harry?"

"I'm messing up, Liz. This is my big chance towHhaan handle it, and I'm no longer
sure | can. | had no idea what Theo had to pwtitip you know. We all used to joke about
how he had nothing to do but practice his puttind &e his fishing flies, but we were wrong.
Up there it's a cross between a battlefield anayacére centre. I've had grown men in my
office fighting over which one has to call the atbee "Sir" and which one doesn't. | have
suppliers on the phone all the time offering torflg here and there to see their new products,
and when I tell them just to bring in some samfdesne to look at they act like I've said
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something stupid. And you wouldn't believe how gnpaople come to me with a problem
and thertell me how to fix it."

"Hmmmm," Liz said.

"June says that Theo's one great skill was "Codxitne says he was a world class
"coaxer." If it were an Olympic event Theo wouldaX for Canada. When there was some
conflict where neither side would budge Theo wqguit sit in the middle and listen, then
pretty soon he'd know which side he could coax,laid get that person or that group alone
and coax them towards the other person's vievan't do that, Liz. I'm the great compro-
miser, and when nobody wants to meet in the mitigist get angry and start looking to bang
heads. And then Theo had such contacts, June $aysugh his family, mostly. Did you
know he was on first name terms with several cabiristers in Ottawa? When there was
trouble that he couldn't handle he always had agmumber of somebody who could, and
he'd make a couple of calls and suddenly the pnollasn't there any more. | can't do that,
either."

Liz stopped him with a finger to his lips. "Harggu don't have to. You're not Theo
and you don't have to do the job the way he dilventually you'll make your own contacts
and develop your own special skills. RememberTha&o was raised in that environment. He
inherited many of his contacts and went to schatil thers. You can't copy that, so don't
try. Why don't you stop asking "How would Theo dinthis?" and ask "How would Harry
Murphy handle this?" Worth a try? "

A gigantic wave crashed against the rocks fiftyt fadront of them, hurling foamy wa-
ter high into the air and splashing the two picerskwith salt spray. "Seventh Wave," Harry
said. "Every seventh wave is a biggie, and onydila this that means a super-sized biggie.
Maybe we should move back a few feet."
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Harry Murphy's Dream Diary: Wednesday, March 11.

| was in an enormous building. The roof was highrbead and the walls were nowhere to be
seen. The building was crammed with people. Wkhat | was there for some important
purpose but | did not know what. | walked throtigé crowd and found a large market place.
It looked exactly like an outdoor market, withgbrily coloured fruit and vegetables on sale
from small stalls. It was a very noisy place. dlieed that | held a position of authority here,
and | started to shout orders to the stall ownéPgour stall is too big; make it smaller. Move
your stall over there. You are not to sell thosgatables here." One man tried to argue with
me and | ordered him to leave. As | watched higirb® pack up his stall | felt very guilty for
my severe treatment of him, and decided to revessdecision, but before | could act the

stalls vanished, leaving a huge open space wherehthd been.

| walked on past the deserted marketplace and ¢araa area where many tables were set
out in rows. Young boys and girls sat at the tallaiting to be fed, and | saw that this was
my school cafeteria from the nineteen sixtieswitts the market, | knew that | held a respon-
sible position here and | started to shout out esgé'Bring food to this table! Hurry, there.”
At a table several rows away from me | saw a yagirign a white dress whom | seemed to
recognize. | started to walk over to her but approached her table | saw that she was no

longer there.

| realised that | needed to find a washroom toeei the pressure on my bladder, and | left the
cafeteria to walk down a dull, grey-painted cornidehere | knew there was a men's room. |
entered the room and started to pee into the unvithh tremendous force. After some time |
noticed that the pressure on my bladder was noirilsming. | left the men's room and went
back to the dining area, but on the way there lanee lost.

END.

Thursday March 12: Notes:
When | woke up | was bursting to use the bathrobwmas fascinated by the fact that my need

to pee had worked its way into the plot of my dreama that | responded to it within the
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context of the dream. There is something veryastiang here, but | can't put my finger on

exactly what.

The authority business relates to my new job somehm sure of that. I've no idea what the
fruits and vegetables are trying to tell me. Tolsetter? | have a very good diet. | couldn't
fail to notice the message that "When Harry takemge everything goes to Hell." In fact

when Harry tried to take charge in the marketpl#oe damned thing disappeared entirely.

| see that I'm back at school again, which is ptaiges.H. still trying to make his point about
me not being ready, not qualified to move upstaiell to hell with him. While | admit that |
may not be as perfectly suited for the CEO job th®uight | was, | still believe that | was

meant to occupy that office.

I now have about forty dreams recorded and | rdadugh them from time to time looking for
recurring themes. Being back in school is defipitee; being lost is another. Needing to
take a pee is a recurring theme, but | think thassage is more likely to be coming from an

overfull bladder than from my subconscious mind.

| frequently seem to find myself in situations whedlon't know how I got there, what I'm
supposed to do there or how I'm supposed to intevah the people and places | visit. The
thing that still knocks me out is that | feelthese dreams. While the situations always have
an unreal aura to them the emotions are one hungezdent real. When | reread the dream
transcripts | can always recall the way | felt hettime; angry, happy, irritated, depressed
(all too often, that one). | am still amazed bg fact that | am able to feel these emotions
without knowing their origins. What am | angry alb® Why am | confused? | can't claim to
have given this a lot of thought previously, buasked, | would have said that emotions were
hormonal in origin. I'm angry because my blooaatn is full of Adrenalin; happy because
of -- whatever hormone makes you happy, serotoaybg or the substance that gives long
distance runners their high - endorphins, | thihky're called. But | can't believe that the

emotions in my dreams are merely a result of sdamegchoosing that moment to dump its
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contents into a convenient artery. | mean, whyghd? How can my glandenow that I'm

supposed to be angry (or whatever) when my lbdagsn't even know it?

| think | need help here.

* * * * * * * *

Liz was sitting in her fireside chair with her legeked up under her and a large three-
ring binder open on her lap. Harry approachedttyuie

"l hate to disturb you, Liz, but....."

"But you're going to anyway. That's alright, Hartyis is nothing that can't wait.
That's your dream diary, isn't it?"

"Yes." Harry handed the small notebook to Lizd dppreciate it if you could just sort
of skim through this, Liz, and let me know if ydurtk there are any messages there; espe-
cially any recurring themes. You seem so muclebattspotting them than | am. I've written
my notes after each dream, but I'm sure you'ltsegs that I've missed. Quite honestly, Liz,
I'm wondering if the whole thing isn't just sometsaf plot to sell "Dream Books." | know
that I've been getting a lot of messages sayinay'8if the eighth floor", but if I'd listened to

them I'd never have even got a trial run at the'job

"Of course | will, Harry. I've seen you writing your diary but | thought it was, well,

like a regular diary, private and personal. If ‘goiike me to take a look I'll do it right away."

"Oh, there's no hurry Liz. In your own time."

"No time like now, my Dad used to tell me; theuitd isn't here yet and the past has al-

ready left. Anyway, I'm sure it's more interestthgn reading about torts."

"About what?"
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"Never mind."

Liz opened the little notebook and started to retddrry picked up his current paper-
back and pretended to read. After about twentyutemLiz said: "I know you're anxious,
Harry, so I'll tell you what comes immediately tanah, then I'll read the rest when you don't

have to pretend you're immersed in John Grishan®"OK

"No fooling you, Liz."

"Ah, you finally admit it!"

Harry didn't respond.

"First thing, you have very nice handwriting."

"That's not......"

"Just kidding. Harry, your dreams are stacked fsdem to stern with metaphors; lots
of visual imagery but lots of other stuff, too. iRember, | told you that's how your inner mind
expresses itself? You shouldn't look at the fadaevof what is happening in your dreams.
Look, you hit the nail right on the head with yguingle dream, where you were running away
from the nameless faceless terrors which wantéddbble you up”. You knew you were in a
big forest but you didn't know where or why, or whau were supposed to do? You might
say "you couldn't see the forest for the trees?"

"Oh, come on!"

"No, really, that's exactly the way these thingskvol hink of it as being like your

cryptic crosswords. What was that one you wergligig over last weekend? About an air

force officer?"
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"Oh, yes: Squadron Leader takes off for a drinkre€ letters."

"And what was the answer?"

"Sup. The Leader of Squadron is "S", and wheraked off he goes "up", so S-UP is

Sup, or drink. See?"

"Cute" said Liz, who was not a fan of cryptic cnessds. "But my point is, the solu-
tion had nothing to do with squadron leaders gslanes taking off. Do you see? You're good
at that, Harry, at those crossword puzzles. Yousege the meanirgehindthe words, not in
what the words say. Now look at your dreams Iila.t Take your Australian dream. You
know the first thing that struck me about that dn@alt had nothing to do with being in Aus-
tralia, or meeting border crossing guards. Notliiog the surface. It was that you were
being driven around by someone you didn't even kramal yet you didn't seem to mind a bit.
Harry, you even get twitchy whdrdrive you somewhere, yet here a perfect strangsr w

driving your car, yet you showed not a single tiitc

"Yes, but you just accept these things in dreamaglver wacky they seem when you

look back on them."

"But you've told me that you're fully capable, iouy dreams, of all the emotions you

feel in waking life - and more besides. Why digiwt feel mad?"

"Why should | have felt mad?"

"Think of the metaphors, Harry. Someone else waghe driving seat." Someone
else was essentially "telling you where to go;"taking you for a ride." There are probably
dozens of others, lot's of nautical ones I'm sbué all essentially the same thing. You're not
in charge, Harry, and yet you don't seem to miNdw it isn't certain that this relates to Bur-

ton's, but if | were a gambler I'd put a small twetit. Your subconscious is saying that you'd
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like it very much if someone else took care ofdleeisions on where you're going and how
you'll get there. You'll just be happy to sit thend let somebody else make all the crossroad
decisions for you. Harry, you know how people '§dy dream is to win the Lottery," or "My
dream is to get a new Ferrari," wedur dream, quite literally, is to give up all say dfeve

you go, when you go, or how you go, and just "gmglfor the ride." Even at the car rental
agency you let someone else decide on what caggbuThere were many shiny new cars on

the lot, but you were happy to let them give yareeteen-sixty-something mini-car."

"Yes, but | loved that car!"

"Right. A car from the good old days when you weaieefree and had no responsibili-

ties."

"Aw, Liz...."

"Don't get mad at me, darling, I'm only telling yahat | think your own subconscious
mind is trying to say. You told me that you wantedise creative dreaming to get in touch
with your inner voice, so there's no point in igngrit now that you've set up a method of

communicating with it."

"Yes, Liz, you're right of course. Again. | jusish that Subconscious Harry would
get off the one theme. He never seems to sthpgehe that | don't belong on the eighth
floor, and he'svrongabout that."

"Is he? Well, let's not fight about it, Harry. danyway, S.H. is telling you much,
much more than what he thinks about your new jobspite what you may sometimes think,

our lives don't revolve around Burton's Press. Ndw is the girl, Harry?"

"What girl? Aw, come on Liz! You can't possilthink that I'd..."
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"No, Harry, | know you're not fooling around. Bele me, you couldn't get away with
that for two straight days, and | wouldn't needée the lipstick stains. No, | mean a young
girl, early teens, usually in a white dress."

"You mean in my dreams?"

"Of course, in your dreams. | know you don't faobund with the big girls, and |
know you have no unnatural interest in the litthe®. You've no need to blush, dear."

"I'm not blushing; it's hot in here. But I stilbd't know what you mean."”

"Obviously." Liz passed the diary back to Harfn a quick speed-read I've found
this young girl in five dreams, and I'm sure th&ew | read it properly I'll find her in several
more. She catches your attention, but when yok ¢tmsely she's not there. When you try to
follow her she's gone. Yet she is obviously imaottecause you write about her. She ap-
pears in a dream for a few seconds, is about &wvoothy as a sheet of grey wallpaper, and
yet you write about her time after time. Tell riarry, those little squares of paper you keep
by the bed for your ‘'memory joggers'. Do you Simeen?"

"Save them? No. Yes. | throw them into the battirawer in my bedside table. |

don't specifically save them, but I think they'relgably all there."

"Look through them. | know that they're rarely mdinan a few lines, sometimes just a

couple of words, but | bet you won't find "Girl white dress" on a single one of them."
"What's your point, Liz?"
"You always remember her, not as incidental toditeam but as a significant event in
it. The appearance of this girl is the single miepeated incident in your dream diary, and |

think you should give some serious thought to wimis and what she's doing in your

dreams."
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On Friday morning Harry stepped out of the elevatof:45 to find June waiting for

him. "You're to call Mr. Thorpe right away, pleadér. Murphy."

"What, another Code Seven so soon?"

"Code....? | beg your pardon?"

"Never mind."

Harry dialled the number and was put through atonc

"Ah, Harry. Good Morning. I'll come straight toet point, Harry. Young Jensen will
be able to start work sooner than we predictedll btearriving in Halifax this weekend and
he'll be at the plant by eight o'clock Monday mogai | just thought I'd give you a ‘heads up'
so he doesn't catch you unprepared.”

"| appreciate that very much, George."

"Don't mention it. Now listen, Harry. He's a gdoaoly, young Simon. Comes from
good stock. Sharp as a tack he is, very good midwd.heis a bit on the young side; still on
the sunny side of thirty, | believe. That's awfutbung for a position of such responsibility
but I'm sure that he'll be up to it. With a bitreflp from more experienced minds, calmer
heads, you know what I'm talking about. And ofrseuhe'll be relying on his experts, the
people who know the printing business. On youyyjand on his top ranks. | know you'll do

your best for him, keep an eye on him. Do you rehilelren, Harry?"
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"Yes, George, a boy and a girl. They're away ftbennest now and starting in on their

own careers."

"Splendid, Harry, splendid. Then you'll know exattow he's situated, young Simon.
And you'll keep an eye on him for me? Yes, of sewou will. Well, can't stay chatting with
you all day. Much appreciate these last few wegis,know, holding the fort for us. We

won't forget that."

"Oh, you're very welcome....." Harry began, butaes speaking to a dead line. "Nice
talking to you, too," he said to the silent instemhas he replaced it in the cradle.

On Monday morning, March 23rd, , Harry arrived &lAHalifax at seven o'clock, and
was most relieved to find a lobby devoid of eitheuise or June. On Harry's instructions
June had convened a meeting of the board for eigluck, with the idea of presenting a wel-
coming party for the new Chief and receiving hidess. At 7:45 the committee was assem-
bled and waiting. At 9:00 they were still waitinBy 9:30 all of the members directly
concerned with production had left to tend to tlvaiious machineries, and several of the
office workers had joined the exodus. Harry reradjralong with Don Harrod, Head of Per-
sonnel, Ren Barbour from the Finance departmenttaee others. Don was an inoffensive
looking little man who seemed to have sprung ftdiyned from the pages of a Dickens novel.
He stood perhaps five feet eight inches on tiptakweighed in at maybe a hundred and thirty
five pounds dressed. But the image belied the idan held a ninth degree Black Belt in
Judo and had represented the province at the Caviddachampionships until a few years
ago. Now in his early forties he willingly admitt¢hat he was starting to slow down a little,
but he still maintained a rigorous exercise routifigvo years earlier Don had left the office
late one night to find that his car would not stdbeciding to walk home he had taken a short-
cut across Citadel Hill, where he was accostedugyyfoung men demanding money. Twenty
minutes later Don walked into the Halifax policat&in and reported that he had been ac-
costed by five muggers. "Don't worry, sir," thegesnt had reassured him, "Give us a decent
description and we'll have them in no time." "@tat's not a problem,” Don had told the

officer "They're still where | left them, and thewn't be going anywhere without help. | came
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in to report the incident because | thought | migbiv be in some kind of trouble.” In the end

the young thugs had decided not to press charges.

At nine forty Simon Jensen Junior stepped out efdlevator, looked at June and said
"l presume you know who | am, right? Good. Nowme a coffee, will you doll? Hot, sweet
and white, just like your sweet self." Noting &t¥ in the boardroom he dropped his dripping
raincoat on June's desk, walked over to the dodisaurck his head in. "What's this?" Jensen
demanded "Is this where the people with nothingadang out? Well you'll be people with
no jobs if you don't find something to do prettysd Then he left, but looked back into the
boardroom. "If any of you know a Harry Murphy, god tell him to get his arse up here PDQ.
That's Pretty Damned Quick for those too ignorarkriow. You might tell him he'd have
shown a bit more wisdom to be here to meet hisness."

Harry snarled. "I'm Murphy, and I've had my arpehere along with the rest of your

senior executives since eight o'clock, which istiime most of us start work around here."

Jensen smirked. "Executives? Oh, now aren't weyfa You mean 'managers’, sport.
The only 'executive' around here is me. And yalo'dvell to watch your tone with me in
future if you'd like to keepn being a manager.”

Harry bit his lip to prevent an explosion.

"I BEG YOUR PARDON?" he hissed.

"I do not repeat myself, Harry," Jensen said. "Yawst learn to pay closer attention."

Harry froze. A powerful sense of deja vu sweptrduen; but then he remembered, it
was from his dream; the dream of Australia. Ttieoman in the car had said those exact

words to him, in that exact tone of voice. Theeotiman in the black, shiny car. The man in

the driving seat.
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BEAUTIFUL DREAMER

Chapter 3:

By the following Thursday, his fourth day on thé j&imon Jensen Junior had effec-
tively alienated his entire management team andfftiis of the rest of plant's employees.
The remaining fifth hadn't met him yet. The mamagat team were assembled in the board-
room for a briefing by Jensen on "The New StructfrAGl." Assisting him in this was a
team of three analysts flown down from Head Offmethis express purpose.

Jensen sat at the head of the table in what Thetcdlked "the Big Chair" or some-
times "the Daddy Chair" . Harry, during his shetety at the head of the table, had called it the
"Hot Seat." Jensen leaned back in the chair aoppad his well shod feet on the rosewood
table. "These folks" he said, waving his hanchmgeneral direction of the analysts, "Have
been flown down at considerable expense to fill glhin on the new AGI initiatives. The
main objective of this program is to improve theductivity and cost-effectiveness of the
older plants, and let me say that there is muomrfor improvement here. So if this chap --
what's your name, sonny?-- will get the show orrtiael, we'll get started. Time is money, as

my Uncle George always says."

Although the man referred to as "sonny" lookeddgsbme years older than the inso-
lent CEO, he let the comment slide.

"Good Morning. | recognize most of you, and | ththat most of you know me, but
for those | haven't met I'm Alan Hurtubuise froma thead Office's Industrial Engineering
Group. I'm one of those fellows you've seen arduomah time to time with a stop watch and
tape measure, generally making a nuisance of myBgelf the last six months I've been work-
ing as Project Head on this new initiative, so imay | like to think of it as "my" project.

With me today are two of my colleagues from thgdutp Mary ......... "
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"Look sonny,” Jensen interrupted "You're not apmlyfor a job, and if you were you
wouldn't get it. We don't need your CV, so why 'tlgou cut to the chase and tell us all about
these 'Centres of Expertise' that Uncle Georgert@dabout. Tell us how we're going to

become much more efficient and make bundles andlesiof money."

Alan Hurtubuise held his breath. "Very well" redsafter a few seconds of silence.

"Mary, if you would please show the first slide."

The lights were dimmed and the slide projectohatend of the table sprang to life. A
brightly coloured image appeared on the screemeiSimposed on a map of Canada was a
bright green line which zigzagged from VancouveH#difax. Black circles on the line were
used to mark the cities of Vancouver, Edmontonpmty, Montreal, Moncton and Halifax.

Around each circle were many small, multicolourewas, all pointing inwards.

"This is not a diagram of Indians attacking a Wagoain," Alan said. The tension

eased a little and several people laughed. Jesmsmted.

"It is a schematic showing how work is directedite major AGI plants at present.
The little arrows are colour coded according tdedént types of print work. Green indicates
book production, for example, while red repres@atsiphlets and job printing. Yellow stands
for magazine printing, which as you all know is gedly long run, high quality colour work.
Blueis............

Once again the CEO interrupted the presentatiarsteh, Hurchoby, we didn't come
here to look at maps or listen to Comedy Hour atkmdergarten, and I'm not particularly
impressed by your pretty coloured pictures. Lteke it as a given that you can colour your
little diagrams without going over the lines, andva along to the meat of this thing. Tell
them how it's going to make them work twenty petdaster and twenty percent cheaper,
that's what matters. Now can you do this or doiysist on wasting even more of my valu-
able time?"
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Alan Hurtubuise had his back to the Big Chair. dtteod in silence for several seconds,
and a small smile formed on his face. Due to themed lights in the boardroom only those
close to him saw the smile, but to Harry, who wasking straight at him, he gave a broad

wink.

"You're quite right Mr. Jensen," he said. "Lt right down to the important stuff.

Please put on slide number nine, Mary."

"Slide nine? Of course Alan." The young womarradead among her documents, and
a multicoloured image sprang onto the screen. |€&iysquares and triangles covered the
screen, each attached to the others by dotted, ol broken lines of various shades. Many
of the lines were marked with complex soundin@sitl One thick green line was marked in

bold-face type "Projected Inversion Fiscal Flowsr(ited Equity: U.S. Dollars)".

Unseen by Jensen, Alan winked at Harry and cleligethroat. "This is the economic
flow model at the heart of our five year cost-efifeeness calculations,” Alan began, "and it is
obviously the key to maximising labour efficiencgrameters, especially when you take into
account that we are basing our projections onpiiplic curve. The schematic shows how
we integrated ROI projections into a triple reitetchmodule which was then used as a basis
for our trigonometric algorithm. Later | will shoyou the mathematical formula which we
use to modify the algorithm when we need to adafitst-level industrial environments such
as the Printing Industry. This is very importasd,| will take a little extra time on the math

this morning."

Harry had seen the wink and been ready for thispthers were beginning to mumble
as the torrent of words crashed over them. Gradymnnies dropped. Whispered explana-

tions took place at the far end of the table.
"Moving along now to Mr. Jensen's main interest, ¢bst-effectiveness projections

and Rate of Return calculations.” He turned toGE® and said "I'm afraid that high level

recursive economics is not one of my strengths, démsen. These calculations were of
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course made by the finance department. But I'm that | can count on your help with the

more complex sections, sir. Next slide Mary."

The next slide made the previous image seem a nobgdehplicity. The bottom of
the chart and the left edge were graph axes, Xvatdit each had multiple labels. Lines and
curves darted everywhere, and at intersection painghtly coloured circles, squares and
triangles blossomed. The overall effect was ld@king at the right hand half of some exotic

fruit tree in which no two fruits were the sameesighape or colour.

"Since we're not in the business of selling hamérg,gwve must now obviously apply
the integration curves to the Printing Trade." Tdweghter was out of proportion to the value
of the little joke and indicated just how much tenshad built up in the room. "We'll examine
first of all the impact on web fed perfecting offithographic presses with on line signature
gathering systems, equipped with heat-set inkirsgesys and gas fired drying tunnels. We
will need to modify the inputs if you are using qauier controlled ink fountain units with
sensitometric feedback, of course.” He turnecetsdn. "Since this is your special interest,

Mr. Jensen, | wonder if you would like to elaboratehis point.”

Jensen cleared his throat. "That's more likeut,cHieboy. Well, | would love to,
normally, but I'm afraid | must leave you to itor8/ | can't stay for more, but I've ... er I've a
important phone call to make, and anyway I've sdlethis before." He swung his feet to the
carpet and left hurriedly. June followed him otithe relaxation of tension in the room could
be heard and felt. Someone started to laugh, brttiBuise shushed them. He waited for

some twenty seconds, then said: "Time, Mary?"

"I make it four minutes and twelve seconds" Marnygsa

"Is that a record?"

"Not on the timing, but I've never heard of a slhiitthat worked on the second slide.

The best I've heard of was the third slide."
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Mick Shaw stood up and began to applaud, and ofokosved.

"He's not out of earshot," Alan Hurtubuise warned.

"He's stupid enough to think we're applauding yanesentation,” Mick said. "And
maybe | am. Now, if you can just show us how tadshutout" on a more permanent basis,

we'd be much obliged."

Everybody was on their feet, laughing and clapping.

Alan said "I didn't think he was stupid enoughdashutout play; I'd been told in To-
ronto that he was ill mannered but quite intelligenfinally realised that it was the only way
we were going to get through this today. But nbyou'll go back to the first slide, Mary, we

can get back on track.”

The wagon train under attack was back on the scrééou see here" Alan continued
"that each plant is set up to handle every typerioting thrown at it. You all do a little of this
and some of that, and you're all equipped to hawtieEgever comes through the door. This
doesn't make for efficiency, it makes for cluttéinder the new structure...... next slide

please.”

On the next image the green line connecting thetplaas still there, but each plant
was now a different colour. AGI-Halifax had tudngreen, and instead of multicoloured
arrows attacking it, only green arrows surroundedifeik. But the green arrows came from all
over the country. AGI-Vancouver had turned yelland had attracted all of the yellow

arrows.
"This raises the concept of "Centres of Expertis&ldn said. "Uncle George will be

pleased to know that his nephew does sometimeslistynder this model each plant will

specialise in one type of printing. The examplardst to your hearts, | presume, is Halifax,
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and you will see that the circle here has turnegigr- which you may recall | said was for
book production. Halifax will be re-equipped tacbene a Centre of Expertise in book produc-

tion, and will handle all AGI bookwork for the wieotountry......

"The Vancouver customers are going to love th&6n Edwards interrupted. "First
they ship their manuscripts and artwork acrossthmtry to us and then they wait for the
work to be trucked back to them. You can add betwéree and five days to their turnaround

time. | don't think so, Alan."

"Not trucked back, flown back," Alan said. "Théyever know their work has moved
out of Vancouver. We will pick up their artworkédamanuscripts and they'll be in your hands
the same day. When the job is done, we'll cotleetwork and fly it back to Vancouver. The
biggest danger is we'll be so fast that the inktdsd time to dry and our customers will get

their fingers dirty."

"The job doesn't get to the bindery until the isldry" Mick Shaw said defensively.

"Sorry, Scotty, just a little attempt at humour."

"You're still adding a day to the turnaround timebn Edwards said.

"And you'll get it back for us, plus interest."

"Oh, right, and how exactly.......

"Did you notice | saidre-equipped"? | guess your boss hasn't told you Yeu're
getting three, high speed, state of the art wekgaewith on line book binding equipment.
This represents over five million dollars worthpsinting presses, and right now they're
somewhere on the Atlantic Ocean on their way tafédal They should arrive in less than two

weeks, along with the installation engineers, drauil be fully operational by the middle of

May. What comes off the end of these presseswél very little effort to turn it into a fin-
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ished book. | don't want to get too technical hageit's not everybody's cup of tea, but if you
want to get your production supervisors togethiebé pleased to go over the specifications
with them. The point is, these presses will kntvet days off your normal book production
turnaround time. Vancouver will gain a day, anchlacustomers will gain two. And by put-
ting all book production in Halifax we gain some very sfgaint economies of scale and
some improved efficiencies. Both of these comerdtmwone thing; more profit. More cash in
the bank for AGIL."

"Sounds too good to be true. What happens whanmyss the flight, or it's too full to
handle our extra freight?" Mick Shaw asked.

"We won't miss the plane becausedts plane,” Alan replied. "We have a three year
lease on a fleet of three Airbus freighters, whigth make daily flights across the country
stopping at the six AGI Centres. If you're behiimde on a job you call the airport and have
the plane wait."

"And the cost of this fleet has been counted irtorycalculations?"

"Of course.”

"OK. One more question. Where's the catch?"

"Please put on Slide Nine, Mary" Alan said.

Mick cut through the laughter. "The catch, Alan?"

"I'd say that from the look on your face you'vesably guessed, Scotty. It's not part of
my presentation, but I'll give you the gist. Thewnpresses automate a lot of the presswork

and a big chunk of the bindery work. And since'lfdne handling only bookwork you'll have
no need for your old jobbing presses."
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"Or their operators,” Mick said, and the mood dexhin an instant.

"Or the cutters in the bindery" Ron Edwards thraw 'INor the gluing machines,

"How many, Alan? How many men are we going to Mse

"l honestly don't know. The personnel people tdldown to talk to you about it. But

I've heard it could be a third of your workforce."

"Good God, No!" said Harry.

Harry Murphy's Dream Diary: Friday, March 27.

We had moved into a new house. My mother and Fatlie in the living room talking qui-
etly together, and | went off to explore. Withishert time | realised that the house was im-
mense, and comprised dozens if not hundreds ofsodmalked through a large, high
ceilinged room to a set of Patio Doors looking oata small, neat English garden. | opened
the doors and stepped through. Once in the gardgamv that | had been wrong about the size
of the garden; it was huge. Mature trees stretcluetthe skies; spacious lawns with mani-
cured edges were set out for lawn bowls and crogfletver beds displayed a riot of colour.

| crossed a lawn and found a small path leading yatvatween two privet hedges, and | fol-
lowed it for a while, eventually coming up agaiastigh wall of red brick. I followed the wall
to the left, and experienced a strong feeling thetould only find a way to the other side |
would find something quite wonderful; but no opgnimesented itself. Disappointed, |
turned and tried to retrace my footsteps, butd ot recognize this part of the garden and
realised that | was lost. | was not worried abthis since | knew that all | had to do was find

an exit from the garden and then follow the roaduard to the front door of the house.
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| set about trying to find a gate leading out o tharden but suddenly found myself in the
middle of a small shopping mall. | walked alongwaeen two rows of small specialty shops,
idly looking into their windows at the displaysnoérchandise. One of the store windows had
a display of weapons, and | stopped to admire #aally looking implements, which included
long, broad bladed knives, rifles of various typad a number of machine pistols. In the
centre of the display was a large hard-cover bodk the title "How to Kill People" embla-
zoned in large scarlet letters on the cover. ®itets seemed to dance and flow as | looked at
them. | saw nothing odd or incongruous about hgngach a store in the middle of this other-

wise normal suburban mall.

At the end of the stores | found a small officel bknew that this was part of my father's new
house. | went into the office and looked out efliindow at a busy street scene. At the back
of this room was a door which | opened and werdugh to find myself again in a huge, high
ceilinged room. This one had many marble statinésg the walls to my right and left. |
walked through the room to the end, where | fouegal old people sitting around on
benches reading magazines. | sat on an unoccuggadh and picked up the magazine which

| found there, but it was in a language | did netognize and so | could not read it.

I looked up from the magazine to see a young @ixbut twelve years old, sitting on the bench
directly opposite me. She had on a spotless,mwedised white dress and held a small black
book. She looked to me as though she were abatteted a Sunday School meeting or bible
class. As | looked at her she smiled. Suddemlgaame very important that | should speak
with this child, but as | stood, so did she. Shéed slowly away towards the far end of the
large room and, although | ran to catch up with Isée rapidly reached the door to the office
and went through. | followed her through the dbat found that it now led to the garden.
The girl had vanished, and | was extremely upsétie lost her. | became very agitated and

started to cry. | shouted into the garden: "Whare you? Come back to me."

| suddenly realised that | had met this child befand on more than one occasion, although |

could not remember where or when. It struck me ltshould have recognised her, and |
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should know her name, yet | did not. | called again: "Who are you? What is your name?"
From somewhere in the garden | heard her call gpftDon't you know me, Harry? Don't
you recognize me, Harry? Why, I'm your Fairy Gotlmeo" Then | heard children's laughter

from far away in a distant part of the garden.

Saturday, March 28, : Notes:
My family never owned a house remotely like ti\y. first years were spent in a small three

bedroom semi-detached house in the north of Englamdi later, when my father became

successful in his business ventures we movedrtakh Isungalow.

| am trying to follow Liz's advice and look behthe face values of my dreams to the symbols
and what they represent. Theo once said to mentleatchoose their houses, cars and wives
5% for their usefulness and 95% for show. Takirghuge house to be a symbol of success,
then, | see the dream telling me that my motherfatiter were more "successful" during my
early years, than | have become now, with our grianche in Halifax's east end. Our home is
very nice, and quite large, but doesn't include ynlallrooms, shopping malls or art galler-

ies. My mother and father were certainly succéssfterms of the love they shared with each
other and with my brother and me, and | like tonkhihat they set the pattern which Liz and |
successfully copied. Is the dream simply sayiaggshch success is worth more than money in

the bank and expensive possessions? A bit tribénk.

The weapons shop was priceless. No attempt despbiere. What a beautiful collection of
deadly hardware! Rambo would be proud to own drth@knives in that shop window! |
assume that it is intended to tell me that | dbké& Simon Jensen very much. | don't really
want him dead, of course, but as Liz says, thadl isymbol and metaphor. When people say
"I'm going to kill you" they rarely mean it. | rember very well coming home to my mother
once after I'd fallen into the canal while weariadprand new pair of shoes. She said to me "If
you've ruined those new leather shoes I'll kill. youwas a bit worried for a while, even

though | knew she didn't really mean it.
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The girl, of course, is a very important symbosamething. Liz was absolutely right (I am so
tired of writing that!). | counted seventeen ap@eges in my forty five documented dreams to
date. That averages better than every third dre&vays much the same; | spot her, zip,
she's gone. And of course Liz was also right aboutjoggers"”; no reference to the girl in

white in any of them.

So what do little girls dressed for bible classgsisolize to me? Purity? Innocence? If so,
what is the relevance of that? Naivety, possilidyS.H. telling me how naive | am? Not that
I'd blame him, given some of my recent performan&ut what am | supposed to do about

such a message? How am | supposed to react? Apndvawuld she call herself my "Fairy

Godmother?" Does that make me Cinderella?

By chance, Phil Sutherland met George Thorpe a¢tir@nce to the Bourque building
at ten after six on a brilliant Wednesday mornimgarly April.

"l was coming up to see you, George," Phil saildeWs of your boy Simon out in

Halifax."

"Oh, yes. Settling in, is he?"

"You're not going to like this George."

"Out with it then, man. Tell me what you have dfidell you if | don't like it."

"They pulled a shutout play on him."

"I don't like it. Alan Hurtubuise and his peopteesumably?"
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"YeS_"

"If young Hurtubuise and his team hadn't just inyai@ our profitability by half a bil-
lion a year I'd have his hide. He knows he caragety with it, at least while he's still riding
high on the success of his project. Damn his irepad. | presume his audience knew what

was happening?"

"My sources say they gave Alan a standing ovatiberwyour boy left. They're claim-
ing a shutout record, which should make young Siogte a celebrity in some circles.”

"You're right. About me not liking it, | mean.dbn't like it a bit."

As promised, hard on the heels of the Project Teame a delegation from Personnel
to confirm the bad news. Harry had suspectedthigagjrapevine estimates were more a result
of employee fears than rationalised thought, beitnilhimbers had been confirmed. Two hun-
dred and eighty positions throughout the plant vietege declared surplus to requirements. No
area of production was spared, and the layoffsralached into the administrative and techni-
cal areas of the plant. Complicating matters wadact that negotiations with the various
unions had taken place in Toronto, but neither rgamgent nor union negotiators had thought
to keep their regional people informed. The Urd@xcuse was that they had considered the
negotiations to be incomplete and didn't wish talbao their regional brethren with a partial

report. Management's explanation was that Regemaloyees would do as they were told.

Harry had to admit that the AGI plan looked souiithe cost-effectiveness figures
could not be refuted. If the plan worked as prigd¢he company would increase net profits
by hundreds of millions of dollars per year, angttlas he had often told his own staff, was the

bottom line. AGI was not a benevolent institutidhexisted to make money for the people
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who had invested in it -- which now included Thand, to a much smaller extent, Liz and
Harry. He had to agree, too, that the firm wasi@&eery generous to the affected staff. Any
employee with thirty years or more of service wolédgranted an immediate, unreduced
pension, regardless of age. This included one @meplwho had started with the company at
the age of twenty and would now be in receipt bflecompany pension at the age of fifty.
He had happily signed the release forms and toldl Barrod that he intended to work in his
son's small engineering business, and that waliuhi pension and the income from his new
job he would actually be increasing his earningbe@ would be much less fortunate, al-
though nobody would leave without a separation pagelof some sort. Nevertheless, open-
ings for operators of the old, technically obsokegeipment in use at Burton's would find it
very difficult to obtain work elsewhere, and hardes were predicted for many families that

spring.

The plant's employees had rapidly tired of the loersome AGI-Halifax designation.
Several workers now refused to accept the new rardénad reverted to calling the plant
"Burton's.” Although the management group coultlafficially sanction this, Harry was
secretly rather pleased. He knew that Theo woeldlbased, too, if he should find out about

this minor act of rebellion.

Simon Jensen saw the use of the old name as ansenuent of his predecessor and an
affront to himself, and launched a personal crusadad the use of the old name. His efforts
were a source of great glee to some employeesimwated the CEQO's campaign as something
of a game, and set up an elaborate spy netwosk taém know when Jensen chose to lurk in
their work areas. A rash of spray-painted graffigpeared on walls throughout the building,
and Jensen even stepped out of the elevator onddyanorning to find "Burton's Forever"
painted in dayglow orange on his office door. Hae turned on his heels and stormed down
to Personnel, straight into Don Harrod's office meh& meeting was in progress. He had yelled
at Don that in future any person speaking or wgitimee name "Burton's” was to be fired on the
spot. Don had coolly replied that the penaltyrfonor insubordination was an oral reprimand

for the first offence ; for the second offence, ritten warning; for the third........
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"l am changing the rules,” Jensen bellowed. "don't have the authority to change
Personnel rules,” Don informed him politely. "hat case, as of right now you no longer
work for me," the CEO screamed. "l never workadyou in the first place, thank God," Don

replied, smiling, "And | wouldn't consider doing faw the President's salary."

Jensen: "Then just who the hell do you think youkafor?"

Don Harrod: "I think | work for the AGI Corporatid'

Jensen: "Who do you report to, you stupid littlen®"

Don: "l report to Phil Sutherland at Headquartar$oronto."

Jensen: ""Phil Sutherland will hear of this conadim!"

Don: "He certainly will, Mr Jensen, before you'ser back in your office. | suspect
that your uncle George will hear of it, too, beftiie day is out.”

Jensen: "I'll get you for this, you fool. Don'trtk you can speak to me like this and get
away with it. If you weren't such a shrimp I'deéafou outside and give you a lesson on how
to talk to your boss."

At this point Don's staff had judiciously moved aweom the table and seemed ready
to start taking bets on which bones Don would bifeak In fact the super-cool Mr. Harrod
did lose control. He burst into hysterical laughtériak, people said later, could be heard all
over the fourth floor.

Jensen had more recently taken to patrolling thie mahis search for miscreants, and
these walks often took him into production are@$all the employees at the plant the produc-
tion people were the hardest headed, and any mydstimveen Jensen and a pressroom or
bindery employee was certain to become a battleimvihinutes. On one such patrol he had

stormed over to Mick Shaw, the only person he retagl in the cavernous pressroom, and

101



started to rant. Mick had listened politely fdiesv minutes and then, at a pause in the one
sided conversation, had told Simon that he wasresticted production area without proper
protective clothing. Jensen had ranted for a &rrthree minutes, and at the next pause Mick
had told him that unless he left immediately anti@dack wearing a hard hat, steel toed
boots and appropriate eye and ear protection, Mmkld be forced to close down machinery
rather than risk any harm coming to AGI-HalifaxessnCEO. Simon ignored this and
launched into a lecture on how low-life peasantaudhreact to a visit from eighth floor roy-
alty. This time Mick didn't wait for a pause. Helled a sizable steel whistle from the pocket
of his overalls and blew a powerful blast. Jens@&sed and covered his ears. All around the
huge room presses started to shut down. Mick tbamel walked away, but Jensen followed

him and, very unwisely, caught hold of the biggemm elbow.

"Just where do you think you're going, Shaw? ldmvdismissed you yet."

To the relief of those watching Mick only smileth the unnatural silence of the huge

room he was able to speak quite softly.

"A pressroom shutdown is a very serious thing, Mnsen. To restart the presses is a
slow, costly job. It can't be done under an hawd mormally takes between two and three.
You see, the ink-feed ducts will all have to beaped clean of dried ink and refilled. Paper
webs will have to be re-tensioned. All plates wiled to be reset to correct register. Drying
ovens will cool and need to be re-heated. Matévsdes usually add up to several thousand
dollars, and work in progress could be ruined. fiiln@nce people say that the total cost of a
pressroom shutdown can run to five thousand doflarsnute, and there is a standing rule
from Toronto that the Chairman's office must béechht once when such a shutdown takes
place. So I'm going up to the Production Direstoffice to ask Mr. Murphy to call Mr.
Thorpe and explain that the work stoppage and @esslown was caused by an individual on
the floor who refused to wear protective clothimdamtwear, and refused to leave when |

asked him too."

Jensen gaped.
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"I'll tell you what I'll do, Mr. Jensen, as a sp@davour to you, just because | like
you." Mick reached out and pinched the CEO's clitkeen his finger and thumb. "If you
can get your miserable, ugly little face out thriodlgat door over there by the time | count ten,
I won't tell Harry which particular mindless idichused the shutdown."

"You can't talk to me like that, you great Apein ithe Boss in this plant and you'd be
wise to ........... "

"One" said Mick. "Two."

Jensen was out of the pressroom by the count ef fidick blew another blast on his
steel whistle and the presses started up agahm Raler, the union shop steward, had come
over to Mick as soon as he'd heard the stop-woiiktieh

"Is that what you meant by "pulling a shutout pl#yg other day?" he asked.

"Close enough," Mick said.

April came to Nova Scotia in a blaze of blue sky &ot yellow sun. Even by local
standards the spring was exceptional that yeaocuSes and early daffodils added dots and
patches of contrast to the rapidly greening fietohg] old Adirondack lawn furniture was
hauled out of ten thousand garages to be paintdiaplayed on ten thousand awakening
lawns. At their cottage Liz and Harry welcomed timeing of the earth with an enthusiasm
bordering on worship.

103



Harry liked to assemble an ancient deck chair erctittage's back lawn and watch his
wife at work in the garden. Liz had long ago ie=d that she would never make a gardener
out of Harry and had settled for his occasionap dhen large plants had to be dug up and
replanted, or when barrowloads of topsoil or compasl to be moved and spread. Harry
would tell neighbours who stopped to talk that laswractising his specialty, which was
listening to the grass grow. He claimed that biehing carefully he could tell where fertiliser

was needed, or where some extra seed should sdgpreover a bald spot.

Liz had vowed some years ago to fulfil her mother&sam for the little cottage and
plant a seaside garden. At the shoreline the @athrocky, and subjected several times a year
to a deluge of saltwater when storm surges pudieddean beyond the normal high tide
marks. Surprisingly she had found several plattiglvcould withstand these occasional
soakings, including the lovely little Rogosa Rosééch grew wild in that part of the country.
Liz had dutifully taken cuttings the previous sgrisnd transplanted them along the seaside
border of their property. Left to their own descghe hoped the roses would thrive and
spread, forming a beautiful natural border to tbgmend of their home. Closer to the cottage
Tamarisk and Russian Olive had shown themselvbs tough and durable, and Liz looked
daily for the small green growths which would tedir that her saplings had survived the win-

ter.

A small stream, no more than run-off from the hitighe south, bordered the lot on
one side and Liz had planted two hundred daffodib$® along its edge last fall. Harry
watched her working amongst the golden flowerstard to recall the poem which fit the
occasion. "Beside the Lake, beneath the treesfmembered "di dah di dah di dah di breeze.

Something something something host of golden dafdd

Harry was feeling more relaxed than he had in weds he sat under the warm April
sun and listened to his beloved Liz singing while svorked in her garden he thought back to
the messages of his dreams. Trite as it may sixenmessage of his recent dream was true.
Harry's wealth lay in the love of his family, h@ust good health, his freedom from fear of

the violence and depravity which seemed sometimésye a stranglehold on the planet. He
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could get up in the morning knowing that he wouddé plenty to eat that day; that he would
have a warm, dry, safe place to sleep at the erid tfat neither he nor his children would be
sent to fight a war from which one or more of theaght not return. He felt guilty, in a way,
that he so rarely took the time to appreciate thi@iegs, and that he took such matters so much
for granted. He felt embarrassed that he haddatdreer ambitions cloud the truly important
matters in life, and that he had made such an isGite He wondered how it had come to be
that he should want so badly to move up one runthersuccess ladder. Would he then im-
mediately start looking to move to the next, he demed. There was always one more step,
always someone above to envy, always someone \ithger house, a newer car, more
money in the bank. He had already surpassedihbéians of his childhood, and achieved a
standard of living beyond anything his parents ddwdve wished for him; why on earth could
he not be satisfied with what he had, and takeithe to enjoy it? June had told him that
George Thorpe worked between ten and twelve hodes/aevery day. He disliked weekends
because they got in the way of work, and he haalkén a holiday in over ten years. And
George still burned with ambition. He had confidedriends that he considered AGI to be
"small potatoes” in the business world, and heéanigr the chance to head up an interna-
tional consortium, a corporation which measureditgraot in millions of dollars but in tens of
billions. George had been married briefly, maagng ago. His wife had left him after two
years, telling her parents that it would probaldyskeveral weeks before George noticed that

she had gone. She was wrong. He noticed her edgeonly ten days.

Was this the life that Harry wanted? To his swgrand chagrin he could not immedi-
ately say that it was not.

At forty seven Harry had never seriously considdmnsdnortality. He had never
thought it important to ask "Who am | really?" &/hat is the objective of my life?" These
guestions he considered to be fodder for afterddotalk shows and of no substantial value.
And at the end of it all? Dreamless sleep. Spitity was fine for those who needed a crutch
to help them hobble their way through life. Sometmthank when things went well; some-
one to blame when they went badly. But then ttidp't blame, did they? Christians of his

acquaintance seemed positivebgerto forgive their God when things went badly, oeev
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more absurdly, to blame themselves for disappairiiim. Thanks for the sunshine, and it's
our fault when it rains. God couldn't lose. Hanad long ago stopped asking for an explana-
tion of why an all-seeing, all-knowing, all-powelrfaod should allow planes to fall into the
ocean, deadly epidemics to kill by the millionseading wars to inflict pain and suffering on
the innocent of all races, small children to suffem terrible, terminal diseases. The vague
all-encompassing response that "It is not giveastto understand His workings," or, worse
still, "The Lord moves in mysterious ways" onlyunated him. He still had trouble under-
standing how some of his close friends and asssciatintelligent people all -- could not only

swallow this slop, but made it an important andi@omponent of their lives.

"Harry!" He snapped out of his reverie. "Harlfye been calling you for five min-
utes! What on earth were you daydreaming about2'vas walking towards him from the
end of the garden, a basket of yellow blooms uhéearm. "Harry, do you think it's warm
enough to get the barbecue out? | could driveTiaatallon and pick up a couple of T-bones

and a bottle of Cabernet if you think you coulddesue.”

"You bet!" Harry called back. Now that was somethcloser tdis definition of the
Meaning of Life! T-bone steaks, medium rare, siegbn the barbecue, a bottle of Cabernet
Sauvignon breathing on the picnic table, and Ligit@lown and share it with him. No need to

get metaphysical about these things, no need.at all

It is very difficult, during the summer seasongtd a good table upstairs at Salty's
Restaurant during the lunch hour. The tables pEifalifax harbour are popular with summer
visitors, who enjoy a tasty lunch, a glass of Ksifbraft Ale, and a splendid view of the hectic
activity on the waterfront. Small private saill®dbdge around container ships the size of
small towns, and it is not unusual to see a Nawyafte or submarine passing by the restaurant
on its way to or from the Naval Dockyards to thestveln mid May, Liz thought, it shouldn't

be too hard to find a good table, so she arrangeaeet her friend Rolande there at a quarter
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past noon. Arriving first she was pleased to hidepito a window table, and ordered a
Whisky Sour while she waited for her friend.

Rolande Bertrand went back with Liz "almost to bieginning” as the two of them
would say. They met as small girls when both fasimoved onto the same street at about
the same time. They sat next to each other thmutgirade school and were rarely far apart
when not in class. They had parted only when hizse to study Law in Halifax and Rolande
left to study Medicine at the University of Torontater qualifying in psychiatry and staying
in the city following her graduation. Whenevee tivo women were in the same city at they
same time they would get together and catch upaoh ether's lives. Rolande spotted Liz first

and came smiling broadly to the table.

"Damn you Liz Murphy, you never age! Tell me ysecret!"

"A pure heart and a healthy lifestyle. Of couigaod genes help out a lot, too. So
good to see you, Rollie!"

"Where's the lovely boy who's going to bring meatmi? Oh, there he is. Do you

shout "garcon" here, or just wave? Never minds feén me."
The waiter brought Rolande's drink and took thamch orders.
"Cheers, Liz" Rolande said, and their glasseskein "Who goes first this time?"
"You do, Rollie, | went last time. So. Any menyiour life?"
"I need another martini before I'll talk about thdihere was someone special, at least
I thought he was. Unfortunately he was someore&setpecial, tooSeveralsomeones, |

think. Anyway, let's not talk about him. How'stlbig hunk of yours doing? Is he running
the company yet?"
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"As a matter of fact, if you'd asked me that a fegeks ago | could have said yes he

is!"

"No! Really?"

"Yes. His boss took early retirement, and Harltgdiin until Head Office found a
permanent replacement. He's back in his own offmeg, though, and | can't say I'm espe-

cially upset about that."

"Didn't they give Harry a shot at the top spot? dda't be too happy to see an outsider
brought in."

"No, they didn't consider Harry. | don't think yheonsidered anybody, really. What |
mean is the job went to the son of a close frignti@® Chairman of the Board. You know how

itis."

"Do | ever know how it is!"

"Oh, come on, Rollie, not in your field surelymean, they can give Harry a boss who
knows nothing about printing, but in your job preg®mnal competence and qualifications are
everything."

"You'd think so, Liz. But you know I'm not my ovoss, not yet anyway. I'm still a
company employee. When | hang out my own shirigldlli be different. | hear you're back

in the work force now, yes?"

"Who told you that? Never mind. Yes, it's truen back as a paralegal in a small

partnership here in town."

"You should have stuck it out, Liz. If you hadirbpped out when you digbuwould

be a partner by now. Don't you ever regret giviradl up for love?"
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"l wouldn't put it like that, Rollie. I've enjoyadising my children, and my marriage
to Harry is the most important thing in my life mignow. It probably always will be. But since
you ask, no, | don't regret dropping out. | coastk you, do you ever regnedt dropping out!
Tom, wasn't it? The professor who wanted you toaway with him and live on love on the

Costa Blanca?"

"Him! He's on his third wife now. | doubt we'dyeamade it through the summer be-
fore some bikini-clad beauty turned his head. Aaywwasn't made for domestic bliss, | was
made for my work. | can really make a differene@¢ople, Liz. | can help them cope, help
them get back a normal life. I'm not saying ttiatthe job of my dreams, not as long as I'm
working for someone other than myself, but it witime, one day, not too far away. Have you

seen my martini boy -- oh, there he is; hey, garco

"Don't wave your glass like that, Rollie, you'reagpng the people on the table behind

you.

"Damn! | thought it was empty! What a waste!"

"Rollie, calm down, | want to pick your brains. your professional capacity, please."

"Right. Hundred fifty per hour. Special rate fdends, I'll only charge you one forty

nine. You're serious? You're not having problesans,you Liz?"
"Not me. Tell me Rollie, what do you know abou¢ams?"
"I wish you'd asked me in advance. One of oundisris quite an authority on inter-

preting dreams. He's got books galore on it; usieshis practice. | could have studied up on

it for you."
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"It's not so much interpretation, that side of\i¥hat do you know about dreaming?
What is it? What is the significance of it? Whdeewe go when we dream? That sort of

thing."

"Wow. That's metaphysical stuff. | can't say bknmuch about that, not sure any-
body does. You should maybe see a MicMac Medigiaa rather than a psychiatrist. They
probably charge less, too. Well, let me tell yoe little | know. First, dreaming is essential to
mental health. When you dream your eyes move Isapittier the lids, so someone watching
cantell that you're dreaming. REM, they call it; RapiceByjovement. When subjects are
awakened every time they hit the REM state, evengh they may still sleep for eight or ten
hours a night, they soon show signs of psychdsin't know why, but they do. Dream
deprived subjects can go for four or five days, beag week, before becoming very seriously
unstable. Pushed past that they reach a pointevthey're very hard to awaken while dream-
ing; you can set a bomb off next to them and thstgly right on dreaming. As soon as the
REM stops -- when they finish the dream, that gou can just say "boo" and they wake up

right away for you.

"Two: There's little doubt that the subconsciouschtommunicates to the waking
mind by the dreams it sends. That brings us backdam interpretation, Moses and the Phar-
aohs, all that stuff. The more important the mgasthe more it will be repeated and empha-
sised. Of course, the subconscious doesn'tquse®ut and say "stop smoking you silly ass,
you're killing yourself'. Much more subtle. Ydwream about gasping for breath; drowning,
or being in a burning, smoke filled building. Sdameg like that."

Rolande looked into Liz's eyes. "Listen, Liz, yeuot asking about this for some

imaginary friend who is really yourself, are you?"
"No. It's Harry. He got a book about "creativeamning” last January and now he's

filling notebook after notebook with details of ieeams. I'm wondering if this is a healthy
obsession."
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"No obsession is healthy. Is he acting strangeny way?"

"You know Harry. He's no stranger than usual. {Tae dangerous, this creative

dreaming?"

"I'm not sure Liz. Let me look into it for you.seem to remember some case studies |
read once about a chap who got heavily into thresuaing thing and ended up being institu-
tionalised. I'll get back to you, but | think yshould keep a close eye on your fellow. Still, |
doubt that what Harry is doing can be seriouslygganus to his mental health. Well, not

very. |think."

Somewhat behind schedule, the new presses weadlédsand operational in Burton's
pressroom by the first week in June and the Kofieaamnicians left. Installation had included
a week of training and familiarisation on the neyaipment, and under Mick Shaw's close
supervision the operators of the new machines waldng rapid progress. Of the forty five
skilled press operators originally working at thanp only eighteen were left. These men
operated the three new presses around the clooknem per press on three eight hour shifts.
The presses simply ate up the work, each pressmyithirty two pages on each side of a web
of paper which sped through the machine at eighteaisand impressions per hour. The
printed pages were fed through flame-heated ovédmngwdried the ink on the fly, and the
pages were then cut, folded and stitched togetitout any further human intervention. A
bindery employee trucked the finished product eWn as "signatures” -- into the bindery
area, where they were assembled into finished bodke bindery had been the hardest hit
production area, losing nearly two thirds of itsrisforce. What had once been a noisy, bus-
tling, crowded room was now a huge echoing chamitéch on occasion looked and sounded
empty. To those who still worked there, it wadsaster area.
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Harry wandered through the bindery and recalledlfeam of the indoor marketplace
which had disappeared before his eyes. "Prophdticthought. "Where Harry manages,

things vanish."

His own job had changed significantly. Harry'sdtion at Burton's was basically to
see that his customer's work passed smoothly threagh stage of production, and that the
finished product was shipped to the client on tirkke was now working for a smaller number
of customers, but their needs were very highly sfised, and they were as likely to call from
an office three thousand miles away as from theratlde of Halifax. Where Harry had
known a little about every aspect of the printinginess he now found it necessary to know a
lot about one particular part of the business. Waights saw him up well into the small hours
poring over some text or other on some aspect ok pooduction.

His clashes with Simon Jensen were becoming véigrbiAn enterprising office
worker was accepting bets on who would be the tiirstctually take a swing at the offensive
CEO. Mick Shaw was the odds on favourite, withrig&urphy, Ron Edwards and Don
Harrod in a three way tie a hair's breadth behind h

By his third month in office Jensen was despisethlkymajority of his employees and
seen as an object of ridicule by most of the redein However, a small percentage had cho-
sen to side with the new CEO, largely on the the¢loay the few people at Burton's who were
civil to him would reap the rewards of whateverdass he may choose to grant. Three such
sycophants had already been moved from their vauadfices into the CEO's suite on the
eighth floor. These "Special Assistants" now Hagrtown small, glassed in cubicles and
access to all areas of the plant on their "spasisignments.” June Sawler found herself in the
unpleasant position of despising much of what lesstdlid during office hours but unable
either to stop him or to inform on his activitieShe confided to Louise that she had updated
her CV and was actively looking for other work.

"But good jobs are hardly growing on trees rightviicshe added.
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Louise sympathised. "l know he's an ill manner@BSbut can't you just get on with

your work and ignore him?"

"What work? About the only thing | have to do themys is dial his phone calls and
type up those stupid reports from his "Special #tssits"; who said what about Mr. Jensen,
who they said it to, and where and when they 44did i

"Is that really what they do, those men?"

"Yes. He sends them all over the plant on madertands and they stand around and
listen in on people's conversations. Then theyemadtes and | type them up and give them to
Mr Jensen, and he puts them into his file and m#keblack marks in his book."”

"Black Marks?"

"Yes, just like school. Demerit points. Scottya8hhas almost two full pages already.
You know, things like 'on Tuesday he called Jerssareless piece of you-know-what', and 'on
Thursday he said Jensen wasn't fit to wipe Thed'swell, you get the idea. Sometimes |
think those men just make up their reports aboybady they don't like."

"What about Mr. Murphy? Does he have any demérits?

"Yes, but only three or four, | think, and thenetsprofanity in his. Mostly it's things
like "It's unfortunate that our CEO doesn't seédfitearn at least a little about the process that

pays his wages." You know, critical but alwayéitpabout it."

"What is he going to do with all this, June? | mé&ahe going to keep Scotty after
school or something? Make him clean the eras®viat is itfor, all this gossip gathering.”

"l don't know, Louise, but | know it can't be good.
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Five minutes after Louise had reported this coratérs to him, Harry went in search
of the pressroom chief. As part of the conversibBurton's to a 'Centre of Expertise' the
pressroom had been restructured. Mick Shaw novalsmindproof office on the newly built
mezzanine floor from which he could survey thererghop in comfort and relative silence.
Harry found him gazing at the shop floor througé 'picture window', as Mick called the glass

wall which comprised one side of his small office.

"Hey, Mick. Got a minute?"

"Always for you, Murph.” Shaw continued to wattle thuge presses. Within the of-
fice the great roar of the powerful equipment weduced to a murmur. "The Purr of the
Presses, eh Murph? 1 still can't get my mind adaiinese machines down there. Did you do
the numbers on them yet? Sorry, stupid questibecourse you did. When we're running
paperbacks we print a 32 page sheet on both sitiest's 64 pages per impression, and we're
running just under eighteen thousand impressionbq@é. That's over a million book pages
per hour, times three presses, times twenty fourdicomes to over seventy million book

pages per day. Can you believe that? Seventiomlages!”

"Yes," Harry said, "But they don't run twenty fdwurs a day, do they? It takes two to
three hours to get a press ready to go. Makingldtes, putting the paper reels in place,

setting the inking systems up, all of that?"

"Of course, but it's still pretty damned impressye@ must admit, Murph."

"I do, | do. I'm as stunned as you are. It's adgiiing we've all Canada as our market.
Those presses would just gobble up the entire warktitime book market in time for an
early lunch on Tuesday. But that's not why I'meh&it down Mick, let's have a talk."

"Sure, Murph. What do you want to talk about. dBieand Bees, is it?" Mick sat down

in his office recliner chair, propped his feet be plastic desk top and lit a cigar. "Another

advantage of the new regime. Can't smoke on #espyom floor, with all the chemicals and

114



solvents about, but nobody's going to stop meilghip in my own personal office. All |
need now is one of them 'Personal Assistants''aadyot it made. Any chance, Murph?"

"No. Listen, Scotty, | want to talk to you aboenhden and his 'special assistants'. You

know, his errand boys?"

"Yeah, his Goon Squad. | hear he's adding two mBeter Mackey is up there, you
know. He was one of mine 'til he got laid off. iteblame him for taking whatever work he
can get. He's got three grown kids at home andtateyo chance of finding another job at his
age. Don't know the others."”

"Do you know what they're doing?"

"Oh, yeah, everybody knows. They come down henet-Pete, he won't do the pro-
duction areas -- they come and sit in my office saglto me "That Jensen he's a piece of shit,
don't you think?" and | say "No arguments from melaat, boyo," so they go back to Daddy
and say "That Mick Shaw, he says you're a pieahitf and Jensen writes it all down in his
little book and puts another black star by my ndme.

"So you know about the demerits?"

"Oh sure. | think I'm leading at the moment byhars head over Ron, with Don Har-
rod a poor third. Jensen would like to nail Douat the Goons can't get him to say much.
They just write stuff down anyway and say that Baid it, but Jensen wants proof and wit-
nesses, that sort of thing. | hear you're in theklfor a half page or so, Murph."”

"What do you suppose he's planning to do with shaff, Scotty?"

"Fuck him, I don't know. He's got nothing elsedtoup there, so | figure this is just

something he's dreamed up to pass the time. | kredsvout to get Don for something that

happened shortly after he arrived, and | know Bnd sure that he'd like to nail me."
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"Yes, | heard about you pulling a pressroom shuboutim."

"Oh, that, Yeah. He didn't like me much even betbat. | don't know, maybe he
sends photocopies of his book to uncle George aysl'®ok what I've got to put up with.'
Maybe he's angling for a raise. Like | say, fuak.h So long as he stays out of my pressroom
and out of my hair he can write what he wants. rif/ée doesn't know it I'm sure his uncle

George knows that without me all this lovely nevaigis just so much steel and rubber.”

"Still, Mick, I'd watch my back if | were you."

"Good advice, Murph. And I'd watgfoursif | wereyou There's nothing that Jensen
would like more than for June to come running iniooffice saying "Oh, Mr. Jensen, there's
been such a terrible accident in the pressroonat Witk Shaw and that Harry Murphy got

caught in the cylinder rollers and they're bothasined flat as pancakes.”

Harry opened the door and stepped out into thespyem roar, leaving Mick Shaw

laughing heartily at his own little joke.

Jensen's poison spread through the plant like gaeghrough an injured limb, slowly
but very surely. Production employees were totwben the need to hold on to their secure,
well paid jobs and a desire to punish the compalniglwhad inflicted such suffering on their
colleagues. A month after the layoffs, storiesenstarting to trickle back about just how
much human suffering had been caused by AGI'suasting. Small family savings accounts
had been rapidly exhausted; job searches hadeyiditle or nothing; the limited aid offered
by neighbours and friends ran out quickly. Taksched Harry of one family which had
already turned to welfare; another had put theursecon the market and sold their car; several
families had moved in with relatives to save ort;remo had packed and left the province. A
"Benevolent Fund" was started in the pressroongagprapidly throughout the company, and

raised five thousand dollars in its first weekheTive thousand was gone in three days. By
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the end of its fourth week the fund folded as erypés realised that, despite the very best

intentions, they were pouring their dollars intbaitomless hole.

The new equipment outperformed even the expectatbthe company engineers, and
the predictions of Alan Hurtubuise and his teamdoet® materialize. The AGI Airbuses
ferried paper and print back and forth across tiithaof the country and the large majority of
customers remained blissfully unaware that any geamad taken place. Profits began to
accumulate, George Thorpe was ecstatic, and tlve @noject team received sizable bonus

cheques.

Looking back later, Harry would conclude that therwad started to go badly wrong on
Monday morning, June 15, when Louise met him inldfdy with a Code 1. "Pressroom,"”

she said. "Scotty needs you."

Harry found Mick Shaw looking ready to strangle game and not particularly fussy
about who. "Come with me, Murph," he said. Hdallowed Shaw into an area off the main
pressroom where large cans of printer's ink andrgthessroom chemicals were stored. On a
small workbench sat an open can of black ink. Stuak a steel bladed palette knife and

scooped out a sample of the ink. "Look," was altaiel.

Harry examined the ink. He spread the blob orgbeet of glass fixed to the bench top
for that purpose. Harry smeared the ink over tasgj spreading it into a thin film. The prob-
lem was obvious. While a good ink should be péifesimooth and even, much like a can of

quality paint, this one showed evidence of manyllsgnanular particles. Harry whistled.

"I've never seen a case as bad as this," Harry $Bid you call the company?"
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"Their man's on the way, but he said if we sagthe particles then it's not likely to be
a factory problem. Even if they'd missed the mglrollers entirely, the carbon black pigment
would be almost too small to see.”

"Well you can sure as hell see these, Mick. Wigayali think it is?"

"Sand, Murph. | think it's sand."

"Then you're saying.....

"Sabotage. Somebody got into the ink room ovemtbekend and stirred sand into
random cans. We've opened other cans and it ldekabout one in five. We checked for

signs of a break in, but didn't find much. We tdonrmally lock the ink room, mind."”

"This ink could wear out a set of plates in ten ubés, Scotty. It could shred the rub-

ber blanket rollers and even damage the staintess sTell me it never got into the press.”

"Relax, Murph. Our man spotted these grains irdilnet and stopped the press in time
to avoid any damage. We've got the ducts anddiérs stripped down for cleaning, and |
think we've avoided any serious problems. I'veaa checking all cans of ink. The defective
cans are over there by the wall.”

"Good work, Mick. Tell your man 'thanks' from nvell you?"

"Tell him yourself, Murph. He'd appreciate that."

"You're right. 1 will. You know, this could haw#one tens of thousands of dollars

worth of damage if you hadn't caught it, not eveuarting the delay costs. I'm thinking we

should give the Mounties a call."
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"Hold back on the police, if you wouldn't mind, Mur. I've an idea I'd like to follow

up on before we go that far."

"Not one of our men, surely?"

"Well, one that used to be, I'm thinking. One witlry good reason to hate AGl. One
that had a family, a home and a standing in thenconity just a few weeks ago and now has
none of that. Leave it with me, like | said. Intahink it will happen again.”

"OK, Mick, seeing as it's you that's asking. Baitd hope this is the last attempt at

sabotage."

It wasn't.

The following week saw Burton's miss a customedtieea for the first time in five
years, a record which had been envied througheunttustry. The week after that they
missed their second. Five days later a large jab meturned by the customer, who com-
plained that the cover had a green title on a eakiground while the specifications had called
for red on gold. Investigation found signs of tampg on the original order which was filed
in the Sales Office.

If Harry had pegged the middle of June as the efdhe problems at the plant, it was
the last week in the month when it hit him pershynal.ouise stepped into the office uninvited

and closed the door behind her. She came clddany and whispered to him.

"Mr. Murphy, | just spoke with June in the ladi@®m. She said you should hear this
right away. She overheard Mr. Jensen speakingrtd Norpe on the phone. She knew it was
Mr. Thorpe because she always dials Mr. Jenseltés ¢de -- Mr. Jensen -- was saying: "l
have solid evidence that it's Harry Murphy behilidree troubles we've been having here."
Then Mr. Thorpe said something and Mr Jensen répli&know, uncle George, it surprised

me, too. | know Murphy is resentful that | got fbb he wanted, but | never thought he would
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stoop to sabotage to get even." Then Mr. Thorpénathen Jensen said: "Of course, uncle
George. | wouldn't make such a serious accusdtlamasn't sure. | have three people who
overheard Murphy boasting about the damage hesedauOne of them heard it directly from
Murphy himself, how he bragged that he could slowtrd'millions of dollars worth of equip-
ment'. Oh, it's Murphy alright, no doubt about it.

Harry took several long seconds to find his voitéou're sure of this? Of course you
are, Louise. Thank you. Can you give my thank3utoe without putting her at risk? If you

can, please do it."
Louise left. Harry sat. So it's come to thistireught. Off with the gloves. Jensen

has now declared war. Well, if that's what he wdr&'ll have it. No Quarter Asked; No Quar-

ter Given.

Harry Murphy's Dream Diary: Monday June 29.

| was riding my blue Triumph racing bicycle along Bnglish road, a little used secondary
road, judging from the absence of traffic. It waming lightly and I could hear the hiss of my
tires on the wet asphalt and the tick, tick, tickny Sturmey Archer three speed gears. | loved
these sounds and found them very soothing. | a#svay along on a trip to the east coast
seaside town of Bridlington, with about forty miteggo. This was not in any way a daunting
ride, as the distance meant little to me. | hadime limits, and | enjoyed the light, cool rain
on my face. | had on a red T-shirt with the nunibgenty One in large white letters. | ex-
pected to reach Bridlington before dusk, and wdalg some fish and chips for supper before
cycling out along the coast road to find a suitagp®t for camping. Tomorrow | intended to
sleep late in my little nylon tent, and after brizet | would head north towards Peggy's Cove.

If all went well | should be back home to my Dad aiz by the end of the week.

| realised that | had been riding uphill for sona¢, and | had pushed the little gear shift on

the handlebar as far down as it could go. | stoadhe pedals for extra leverage, but it was a
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losing battle, and | knew that shortly | would hawelismount and push my bike up the rest of
this seemingly endless hill. As | got off andtstto push | saw another cyclist coming down
the hill towards me. By strange coincidence he &lsg riding a blue Triumph and wearing a

red T-shirt with '21' on the front. | waved to hioat he ignored me and sped past.

Suddenly | was at the coast, riding along a fodigatthe south of the town where the big
parking lots were. Although it was mid summer, #@tourist season was in full swing, the
parking lots were empty. | stopped the bike artdbffdo sit on the concrete wall by the
promenade and look out at the sea. The view wamstg. The sky was a bright robin's-egg
blue, so intense that it hurt my eyes to look ihtd’ he huge waves threw sun speckled foam
high into the air as they crashed into the masbmelders fronting the ocean. | walked the
bike along the path and found the perfect placeatap for the night, a small grove of trees on
a clifftop overlooking the ocean. | put up myditient, climbed inside and rolled out my sleep-
ing bag. After | finished my fish and chips | get that it had become quite dark, so | curled

up in the sleeping bag and fell asleep at once.

When | woke up the next morning | was amazed tthe¢¢he weather had taken a one-eighty
degree turn overnight. The skies were heavy aay, dnlowing in over an angry and agitated
Atlantic Ocean. An almost continuous rumble ohtter came from the distance. As | came
out of the tent a blast of ice-cold salt sprayrhé square in the face. | packed up the tent and
strapped it onto the frame of my bike. | took mguy oilcloth cape out of the saddlebag and
pulled it over my head. Snug and dry inside myecaplimbed onto the Triumph and cycled

away to the north.

As | rode through the town the weather eased, ataldled along the seafront looking at the
brightly coloured fronts on the tourist shops. fheere trinkets of all kinds imprinted with
"A Souvenir of your Seaside Holiday,” but | kndwattdespite their glitter and emotional
appeal they were really all quite worthless. 1ked up to see the name of a shop, but there
was only a number, in large brass letters attacteethe wooden frame over the window.
Twenty One.
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Outside the town, on the same road, | came to adadnich | knew. | parked my bike against
the brick wall which surrounded the small front gaand went inside without knocking. In the
living room | found a small boy who seemed veryapply and was sobbing loudly. He looked
up as | entered and said "Hello, Uncle Harry. Hawei brought me a present?" | made no
reply and he started to cry again. Suddenly thebstg struck me as annoying beyond endur-
ance, so | shouted at him to shut up. | knewtthatchild had always been given everything
he ever wanted without ever needing to do anyttorearn it, and yet he always wanted more.
| yelled at him "What the devil is the matter wyithu, you have everything a young boy could
want and you're still not happy. What else isigtttyou want from me?" The boy stopped his
sobbing, looked directly at me, and said: "I do rejgeat myself, Harry. You must learn to

pay closer attention."”

This angered me immensely. | opened my saddletmagpak out my Magnum 44 revolver.
The boy looked at me with utter derision and sdidon't be so bloody stupid.” | shot him
five times. (I always kept the first chamber enfiptysafety reasons). The boy fell onto the
floor, a bloody corpse amongst his expensive tbyslt very good about this, with not a hint
of remorse or disgust at what | had done. | reagto my bike and packed to go. | noticed

the number on the door of the house. It was twemty

| cycled off to the north, aiming for Peggy's Covéoped to be there by noon, and intended
to have a lobster lunch at the excellent littletaegant at the end of the village. As | rode
along | saw a young girl dressed in a denim shirtl dlue jeans, hitch-hiking by the side of the
road. |thought | knew her from somewhere, propdtdm school although she looked too
young to be in my class. She was holding a sigh,her intended destination printed in

green ink on a red background. | tried to reatut the letters would not stay still. | stopped
to speak with her. "I know you from somewhere;td@h She made no reply, but simply

stared, smiling at me.
"l killed him, you know," | told her. "I shot hifive times." Still she made no reply and |

became angry. "What do you want from me?" | skibatehe girl. "What are you trying to

tell me?"
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"Oh, Harry," she said, "Do | have to hit you ovaethead with it?"

And she hit me on the head with the sign she had t&rying. | yelped and put a hand to my
head. | looked at her sign. A number was primtelright red ink on a gold background.
Twenty One.

END

Tuesday June 30: Notes:

| think that this was my most cohesive dream lté¢tad a start, a middle and an end, and it
moved from act to act in a logical way. More de | had a definite sense of time passing. |
even fell asleep during the dream, slept throughrtight and woke in the morning. | wonder

if I dreamed, in my little tent by the sea.

Peggy's cove got mixed in with the scenery; theeeno great boulders along the sand
beaches of the coastline around Bridlington. hkiihis was simply because | love Peggy's
very much and my subconscious obliged by throwimgto sweeten the dream for me. Very

considerate.

The blue Triumph bike was real with its hissinggiand ticking Sturmey Archer three speed.
With all my camping gear strapped onto the bikedld still easily ride eighty miles on a
decent day without pulling any muscles. The negstern seaside resorts were a favourite
destination. All of this, | think, is simple ndgfia for what Liz calls my 'good old irresponsi-
ble days'. Wasn't that odd about mistaking LiznhgrMom? Liz says that sometimes she's not

clear what role | want her to play, but there isdwmubt in my mind, really.
| didn't know at the time, but the brat in thedigiroom was Simon Jensen. | recognised him

the moment | woke up. | put five bullets into friiom Dirty Harry's Magnum 44, and thor-
oughly enjoyed blowing him away. | should perhiagge said to him "Go ahead, punk! Make
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my night!" Interesting that he appeared as a spsbilt child, which is, essentially, exactly
what | think of him.

Would | really feel that way, if | walked into lafice one day and shot him? It's a moot point

anyway. I've no idea where | could buy such aigudanada.

The girl of course was there, minus the white deegsprayer book. She hit me over the head
with her message, but | got it alright. Twenty ONow I've got it I've no idea what to do with
it. Twenty One? | wonder if, now that I've got heessage, the girl in the white dress will

stop appearing in my dreams.

On Monday morning July the sixth Harry was lateiark, something that he allowed
himself once or twice per year. When Louise nit in the lobby she was too flustered even

to give Harry a code reference.

"Oh, Mr. Murphy, they're all going mad. It's Menken, he's going round firing peo-
ple. He went down to Personnel and he's got Danoldao mad he's almost sizzling. He and
Mr. Jensen were screaming at each other in Pers@mntethen they went through finance and
fired some people in Payroll and some more in Aot®&Receivable and in the Sales Office
and Don is tagging along behind telling everybaalighore Mr. Jensen, but they're handing

out letters to the people and it seems very offenal ......

"Calm down, Louise. Take a deep breath and hol8lidw let it out slowly. Right,
first of all, who is 'they'? Who is with Mr Jen&&n

"Oh, about five of his Goon .... I'm sorry. Abdive or six of his special assistants.
And Don is with them, or behind them, not realilith them, ....... "
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"Louise, it is very hard to fire people. Even #oserious offence like having drugs in
the worksite, the punishment is only suspensifime only thing for which a person can be
fired immediately is fighting in the workplace, aeden then the EAP people have to be called

in, and a psychiatric evaluation......

"Oh, but Mr. Murphy, they're handing out first affee and second offence and third of-
fence all on memos saying where and when theytdahd then they're saying you're now
being fired for the fifth offence....."

"OK, Louise, take it easy. The rules just don'tkvhhat way. You have to give the
person notice, and then time to change their wdyst tell me where they are now and go

back upstairs and wait for me at your desk."”

"Oh, they're in the pressroom, | think. Or thedary. You'll find them easily enough,

there's always a crowd wherever they stop.”

"Thank you, Louise. Back upstairs now."

Like a battleship followed by an escort of lessessels Simon Jensen cruised into the
pressroom. As though zeroing in on a radar fikisfintended target he made straight for
Mick Shaw. Don Harrod had been tagging along ketie group, but seeing Harry entering
the pressroom from another door he left the coraray/steamed rapidly over to intercept.
Jensen stepped up behind Mick and tapped him oshihi@der. Mick turned ready to snarl at
whatever misguided individual had dared intrudehenlion in his lair, but stopped open

mouthed when faced by the large delegation.

Simon held out his hand to the nearest membersaéiiourage. "Shaw, Michael," he

barked at the man. "First warning."

The assistant opened a vinyl covered portfoliowitddrew a sheet of paper, slapping

it into the outstretched hand which hovered un@enbse. Jensen took the paper and, without
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attempting to read it, passed it directly to Midka®. Still looking a little awestruck by the
unfolding events, Mick took the page.

"Gross insubordination, first offence," Jensen sdi personal insult directed at the
Chief Executive Officer of the Halifax Plant of AGlorporation. The details of what you
said, when you said it, where you said it, who gaid it to and who witnessed this offence are
contained in the memo. Second offence,” he saiding out his hand again to the assistant,

who drew a second sheet of paper from the file.

"Gross insubordination, second offence...."

Mick had finally taken in the fact that severalonectly shod, under-protected indi-
viduals had entered his territory, and pulled betstop-work whistle. "No good trying that
trick again, Shaw....." Jensen began, but wasriregd by the shrill blast of the whistle.

From a far end of the room John Rider stopped t@ssgpand walked rapidly over to the distur-

bance.

"Gross insubordination, third offence,” Jensen sasng, while adding yet another
piece of paper to the growing sheaf in Mick's hatidetails of what you said and who heard it
are all in the memo. Gross insubordination, fooffence, same deal." Jensen passed over
the fourth memo, received the fifth without lookjragnd held up the document with a flourish.
The pressroom had become very quiet, and the ontsupdio were not already gathered

around the group hurried to arrive.

"Gross insubordination, fifth and final offence,&@h" The CEO was now playing to
the gallery, and savouring the moment. "On Tuesdiaye 23, at two seventeen p.m., you
were overheard saying to Ronald Edwards, and lequibhe next time that slimy son of a bitch
Jensen sticks his nose into my pressroom I'm goirstpove his ugly face right up his fucking
arsehole." This was witnessed by two individua®wave signed a document to that effect.
That's five offences, Shaw. Count them. Can yauntup to five, Shaw? I'll help you. One,

two, three, four, five. And the penalty for alfifvffence? I'm so glad you asked. You're fired,
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Shaw. You're dismissed. Sacked. And it's allgmtly legitimate, right from your own little
rule book. No possible appeal. Ngouget out ofmypressroom, and do it quickly, unless

you'd like me to call security to help you find tvay out."

If Jensen had been just a little less enthusiasiica little more interested in self pres-
ervation he might have noticed Mick's face turrfirogn tan to pink to red to scarlet. Mick
caught the CEO by his lapels and brought him irafoloser look. Jensen was lifted clear of
the ground and dangled in front of Mick's enragmsukf

"Right, you miserable little piece of dogshit, ndis my turn....."

What Mick was about to say was lost as an arm egholier his shoulder and a hand
closed over his forearm. Still holding the helgl€&EO Mick turned to the new threat, ready

to do battle on however many fronts were needeel stblod eye to eye with Harry.

"Mick, don't do this. Put the man down. [I'vetjgpoken with Don Harrod and these
documents are toilet paper; they have no forcen iBgetting on the line to Toronto and we'll
have Phil Sutherland out here by this afternoout hHin down, Mick, please."

Mick's colour was gradually fading and a calm espr@n had come over his face, a
look which would have warned a more experiencewlerato back off and sit down. The
dangling CEO was now shouting. "Violence! Heekt&d me. You're all witnesses. First
offence for fighting in the workplace is dismissdou're doubly fired, Shaw, and I'm sending
one of my boys to call the cops. You're goingédiked in the morning and jailed in the

afternoon."

"Then I'll make it worth the trouble," said MiclHolding Jensen in his left hand he
drew back his huge right fist. Jensen, amazingiptinued to smile. Harry grabbed Mick's
right arm and hung on, but someone else had attdle big man's attention. John Rider was
whispering into Mick's left ear, and whatever heswaying was having a very pacifying ef-

fect. Ron Edwards replaced Rider at the ear adddd few more words. To the amazement



of the small crowd Mick lowered the cackling Jensethe ground, brushed down his crum-
pled lapels, and smiled.

"My brother, a shop steward here at Burton's Pless something to say to you, Mr.

Jensen, sir," Mick said.

John Rider cleared his throat. "Mr. Jensen, s&,bégan, and the room fell silent.
"You seem to believe that the disciplinary rulesdtiice and administrative staff apply also to
operational personnel, which they do not, sir. &lirely. Our collective agreement, signed
by labour and management both, permits no disnsisg#thout first convening a labour-
management tribunal to hear all sides of the issueust warn you that if you persist in these
efforts | will be forced to take appropriate actibn

"Fuck you!" Jensen screamed. "You're fired, Sh&hat are you still doing here?

Too stupid to find your way out?"

"Right,” said John Rider. He took out of his pdckéarge steel whistle, the twin of the
one in Mick Shaw's overalls, and blew three shidists in rapid succession. Turning, he
walked away in the direction of the bindery, coaiig the triple blast as he went.

"What the hell is this now?" Jensen howled. "Q@ét Shaw. And the rest of you get
back to work. And don't give me any of that crhpu starting the presses in three hours, just

press the fucking buttons and get them working!"

"Not too likely,” Ron Edwards told him. "We're strike."
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BEAUTIFUL DREAMER

Chapter 4:

If Harry stood close to his office window, press$esl cheek against the glass and
looked left he could see the Gottingen Street gatelsa section of the large courtyard which
led to Burton's loading dock. The huge wrought igates with "Burton” cleverly woven into
the ironwork had stood for seventy years at theéetentrance to the printing plant. Through
these gates on any normal day a steady flow of &addight trucks would ferry printing
supplies in and printed materials out. An occaali@anticulated truck would ease its way
carefully through openings designed seventy yegodar the horse drawn transports common
to that era. The loading docks at the far endhefitindery would be buzzing with fork lift
trucks and mechanical dollies, stacking palettpalptte to the limit of the trucks' capabilities
to handle the loads. The large courtyard, whighretained many of its original cobble-
stones, would be tightly packed with men, machirgery transport vehicles of all types and
sizes. Today the loading docks sat silent and yanpd the great gates were padlocked shut.
A solitary fork lift truck sat abandoned in the ciyard. The strike was entering its second

week.

The only activity visible to Harry was the methaipacing of the pickets as they
marched back and forth before the gates, guardiityn their wooden signs held like latterday

pikestaffs over their shoulders. How had they coonthis?

More to the point, Harry grimaced, was how Tordmgtievedthey had come to this.
He knew very well that Simon Jensen continued 83 @dong a stream of lies and innuendo in
his daily reports to his uncle. He knew, too, tinat major focus of these fabrications was
himself. Once again Harry found himself at a Ieesgarding his best course of action. Should
he call George Thorpe himself, explain that the@bed Nephew was mixing fact and fiction in
a witch's brew of his own concoction? But wouldn&t bring the whole thing down to the

level of a playground spat®Ryeah, Nyeah, nyeah, he did it. No I didn't, isuaam. No it
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wasn't. Yes it was. Wasn't so. Was so, nyeathnysot at all the impression he wanted to
leave with the board. Yet how was kikencebeing perceived at the Bourque? As an implied
admission of guilt? Surelsomebodyad called Bourque to set the record straightn Bar-

rod presumably had spoken with his superior, thee\Aresident of Human Resources. But
even if he knew the truth, would Phil Sutherlandeda lay the blame squarely where it be-

longed, on the slim shoulders of the Chairman'sdate nephew?

This sort of dilemma was becoming unfortunately¢ommon to Harry. What to do,
what to say, how to say it, when to say it and hom it should be said. Harry had always
taken pride in his ability to make decisions andascthem without undue delay, but he was
beginning to see that his decision making capahbtd serious limitations. He was very good
with decisions in which precedent could be useglide him. His first class memory was
always able to tell him "this has happened befoeee is what we did, and this is how it all
worked out"; but where there was no previous hystorguide him, he tended to flounder.
Reluctantly he had come to appreciate the warmgss subconscious mind, delivered
through the powerful emotive imagery of his dreardg. recognised that in any organization a
primary responsibility of senior management washart new courses for their industries; to
evaluate options and plot new directions. By tae/\nature of such work this often repre-
sented radical departure from custom, and theréfadeno precedent to offer guidance. In
such cases Harry found himself increasingly Ié&rhaps Subconscious Harry, that insubstan-

tial nemesis, really did know him better than theking Harry knew himself.

He noticed activity at the gates, and pressed haghanst the glass for a better view.
Two taxicabs had pulled up in front of the gated aere in the process of discharging their
contents onto the Gottingen Street sidewalk. Ad@ten similarly dressed men walked over
to the pickets and rapidly became involved in am@gdaonversation. Harry recognised rank-
ing members of the Lithographers' and Printerg'ridtional Union. He had expected to see
them in Halifax days before this. His sources tegmbrted to him that local consultations
would take place this week, but the general viewpoi Union Executive was that these talks
were largely a formality. Other AGI plants acrdiss country could be expected to join the

strike within the week.
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Behind him, his telephone continued to ring unamsde It had been ringing inces-
santly for days. In an attempt to minimise thésts impact on its customers AGI was mak-
ing every possible effort to redirect work to otpenters -- printers who would normally be
major competitors. Harry was used to expeditingg@mer's work through Burton's, but it was
altogether a different game when he needed to gpplsure to competitive plants half way
across the country. It was not quite a disastet,seame erstwhile competitors were being
strongly supportive of the AGI cause. A caseTdiere but for the Grace of God go We,"
Harry thought.

Ignoring the phone, Harry moved swiftly to the el®r, rode down to street level and
jogged out through the bindery to the courtyarthe &ction at the gates was, to any casual
observer, placid and unhurried, but Harry well krtbes passions which boiled just below the
surface. Familiar yellow-press clichés sprang iodn a tinder-box; a smouldering fire; a
gunpowder keg; a smouldering fire in a gunpowayk Catcalls and whistles welcomed
Harry as he moved towards the crowd, but there wmites behind the words. Harry stuck
his hand through the bars and grinned at the u@ps. "Hello, Archie, nice to see you de-

spite the circumstances."”

Archie Noble made a show of reluctance to accephtndshake, but everyone present
knew that it was merely theatrics. "Don't know atbthis, Harry. Fraternising with the en-

emy, some might say."

Harry nodded greetings to the other men, and gdoreefsalute to Ron Edwards and
John Rider, who stood in quiet conversation abiek of the group. "I'm not your enemy,

Archie," Harry said. "Never was. Never will be."
"I know, | know," the LPIU President replied, hispeession softening. "From what

my brothers tell me you're as far up the creelhasdést of us. What are we to do about this

pickle, Harry? You're usually the "idea man" artBa's Press, have you not one for us now
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when we need it most of allWedon't want this strike any more than you do, haeté's no

way | can see to get out of it and save face."

"What would you settle for, Archie?"

"Full retraction. Reinstatement of all the men Whkdeen sacked. An apology from
the company and an admission that they were dt f®alyment for days lost. Complete re-
moval of any so-called 'disciplinary action' docuntseon file. Oh, yes, and removal of Simon

Jensen, to be replaced by an appointee approved.by

"Are they all sticking points? Or will you deal?"

"We've a little flexibility, Harry, but not muchAnd removal of Jensen is a sticker. A
non-negotiable sticker.”

"You might run into trouble on that last, Archi@s far as George knows, it's all down

to me, this little 'labour relations trouble'."

"Yes, I'd heard that. But Thorpe's no fool anddea't take him for one. | know the
stories he's getting from his boy, but believe @eorge has other sources; long tested and
true sources, some a lot closer than you mighkthAnd anyhow, it strikes me that you'd be

as pleased to see the back of the boy as we widaldy."

"l think 'No Comment' is the wisest thing | can $ayhat, Archie."

The conversation was interrupted by a chorus ofiMds, and Harry turned to see June
Sawler climb down the steps from the loading dawk scurry across the open courtyard

towards the gates.

"And speaking of George's tried and true sourcgsArchie left the sentence unfin-

ished. "l suppose there's no use in hoping tlsah&June is looking for?"
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June ignored the whistles and stood on tiptoe tispdn to Harry "I'm so sorry, Mr.
Murphy, but Mr. Jensen saw you through his windalkihg to the men and he says you're to

come in immediately and report to him in his office

Without waiting for a reply June turned and hurretk to the dock. Once safely out
of line of sight of the eighth floor offices shened and blew mock kisses to the men on the

other side of the large iron gates, generatingabyife loudest cheer of the day.

Harry turned to leave. Guessing the gist of Jume'ssage, one of the strikers called
after him: "Best go, Harry. Your master's whigililor you." "Yeah, better trot, Harry," an-

other shouted "He might have a new bone for you."

Harry scowled, but before he could frame a replghie Noble turned on the men. "I'll
have none of that" he bellowed. The men fell $jlsmall boys caught in their naughtiness by
an angry master. "If any of you doubt that Harryrphy is as good a friend as the Union
could wish for you can pack up and clear off. K&d by us time and again, and anybody

bad mouthing Harry will answer to me for it."

The men shuffled their feet and inspected theieshdWe was just joshing, Archie,"

one of them said. "We all got the greatest resfoedtir. Murphy."

"Well, see that you show it," Archie growled.

Harry waved a hand over his shoulder in appreciatioNoble's words as he walked

back to the plant.

When he left the elevator on the eighth floor lepped straight into June Sawler, who
shushed him before he could say a word. "Mr. Myfpshe whispered "Mr. Jensen is in a
meeting right now, so | suggest that you wait \guietly in the chair outside his office." June

pointed to a simple wooden chair set to the righhe CEO's office door.

133



Harry looked at June and raised an eyebrow. holed flustered.

"l have to go to the ladies room, Mr. Murphy. phobably be gone for fifteen min-

utes."

Still Harry looked confused.

"Because if | weréere" she hissed at Harry, "I'd feel bound to warnbmgs that

there was someone outside his offideo could overhear what was being said inSide

The penny dropped. Harry touched June lightlyrenshoulder and nodded. June de-
parted along the corridor in the direction of thdiés room, and Harry moved quietly to the
designated chair. The men inside were making fuoteébd prevent being overheard. Harry
recognised one of the men instantly as a foundenlmee of Jensen's "Goon Squad"”, but could

not immediately identify the man. The third voigas that of a stranger.

"And the best of it, Mr. Jensen," the Goon wasrsgyils that Eddie here represents a
legitimate Security Company, so all his paymentslmaabove board, out of Company funds,

and needn't cost you a penny out of pocket."

"And these men can run my presses?" Jensen asked.

"No, sir." The Goon's voice betrayed barely cdigcbimpatience. It was apparent
that he had made this point before, probably muoae bnce. "We'll have no problem getting
skilled pressmen, either from within Canada or fraverseas. I've heard that the Koreans are
very keen to get back into Mr. Thorpe's good baafkesr their delivery delays, and I'm sure
they would fly in press operators, probably at ost¢o you. The same men who set up the
presses | should imagine. What Eddie will do ikensure that these men can come and go to

the plant without trouble, and make sure that sepmlome in and work goes out."
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"You can do this?" Jensen asked the third man.

"Oh, yes, sir." There was a definite chuckle ia Woice. "Well, that is, not personally,
although I'll walk the line, too. But my men witlake sure, Mr. Jensen, sir. Believe me,
we've done this many times. Your unions will prollgaecognize my boys, and that will be
the end of the problem. Trust me, sir, anyone hdonce tangled with my people, well,

they're not usually in any kind of hurry to repta process."

"You mean there could be violence? | don't knomyfunc... if they would approve
of that in Toronto."

This time Harry definitely heard a snort, rapidigglised as a cough.

"Well sir" the stranger continued "It's like thisVe won'tstart anything. Often it's
enough just to see my soldiers -- a figure of spepkMr Jensen, that's all. But if anybody
starts anything, we'll finish it fast. My boysegthre professionals. You should see them and
you'd know what I'm talking about. Stevie Bankse @f my people, he was a professional
wrestler before he came to work for me, and Steaiavalk the line in a T-shirt, rain or
shine. Like Arnold Schwartzenegger, Stevie iss iates, they call Stevie "the Terminator",
you know, like after Arnie's movie? He has arrke Inost men's legs. Not too many of your
printers are going to tackle Stevie after takingak at his biceps. And like | say, if any of

themdo fancy their chances, well, it will all be over fa&/ery fast, Mr. Jensen, sir."

"And | can pay your bills through the company?"

"Oh, I'll take care of that, Mr Jensen," the goaidsand Harry finally recognized the
voice as that of a junior finance clerk who hadrbeddeased in the recent downsizing. "l don't
need to hide it or anything. We're simply hirinfiren of Security Specialists to protect the
property of AGI during a potentially dangerous wet&ppage. You can sign it without the
need for board approval. The auditors won't eeek twice at such an expense."
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"And what sort of expense? Just how much will dast?"

"Oh, very little......" "Hardly anything....." éhtwo men answered together. "Very lit-
tle, sir,” the "Security Specialist” answered. 'Fegin with I'll supply fifteen men, each paid
two hundred fifty dollars per day. With companyedwead, that comes to about five thousand
per day. The longest we expect the strike to gieave get here is three days, four at most.
The Unions, they're not stupid. They won't goightfing a battle they've already lost. So |
figure it'll run you between fifteen and twenty thol hear AGI is losing up to fifteen thousand
aday, every day, while the strike lasts. And if it gdgational, it will be ten times that. If |
might be so bold as to suggest, Mr Jensen, youldmithe man to end the whole thing for --
let's say not exceeding twenty thousand dollarginyfraction of what AGI could lose if you
don'tact. Now ifthatdoesn't impress your Chairman, | don't know whifit"w

"He's my uncle, you know," Jensen said absently.

"Really?" said Mr. Security, "I didn't know that."

"Set it up!" said Jensen to his goon. "Set ifagi. Eddie, | want your men here next
Monday, and the strike over by the middle of thekveCan you do that?"

Harry heard a scraping of chairs, and tiptoed guaater to the elevator. He pressed
the button, and when the door opened he steppaadmeld the "door open” switch. As
Jensen and his two associates came out of the d¢ifacry stepped out of the elevator. He
walked over to a beaming Jensen.

"Sorry I'm late, Mr Jensen" Harry said. "l gotdhelp in the .......

"What? Oh, it's you Murphy. Well | can't see ymaw, whatever it is you want will

have to wait."
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Jensen and the two men stepped into the elevatiathardoors closed on them. "Well,
well," thought Harry "So that's his game. | thmkttle bird should have a few words in
Archie Noble's ear. If Jensen wants to play roughink Archie can find just the playmates

for him."

Harry Murphy's Dream Diary: Thursday July 16.

| could hear the train and feel the train long befd could see the train. The wind was from
the east, and the train was coming from the sameetion, so the sound of the powerful en-
gine carried ahead to me. The hum of the heaw} stés also spoke of an impending arrival.
| could smell it, too. The wind carried the smelisteam, smoke, heated engine oils and an
unidentified aroma which | always associated wighywhot metal. When the huge engine
finally thundered into the station the entire stire shook with the power of its passing, and
bright, hot sparks showered down on anyone fo@rsbugh to be standing too close to the

edge of the concrete platform.

Behind the snorting head of the dragon the bodytan@rrived as an anticlimax. Steel
shrieked as the gigantic beast slowed to a hatto® slammed, men called to other men and
a loudspeaker somewhere high in the station raftased an incomprehensible announce-
ment of the train's arrival. From the west of #tation the rhythmic panting of the locomo-
tive could still be heard over the din, and thesho$ steam escaping from pressurised piston

chambers sounded a counterpoint.

| climbed into a first class compartment and pulled heavy wooden door closed behind me.
Instantly the sounds fell away. Secure in mydgiyin the dragon's tail | relaxed and thought

back over the events of the week. A very evamtfek. A very profitable week.



Already the sky was darkening, though it was ondl+afternoon, and as the train pulled out

of Quebec City the view from my window turned dbespite the ubiquitous covering of fresh
snow the distant scenery reflected little lighthere was little to reflect. The skies over Que-
bec Province were leaden, and more snow was forémamy overnight trip to Toronto. |

had checked my heavy gold pocket watch against#ten clock, and knew it to be accurate.
If we could maintain a steady sixty miles per houbetter | would be in Toronto by mid
morning and home in front of my fire for an eadyt¢h. But by the look of the sky, sixty miles
per hour might be hard to maintain through the cogmight.

The city fell rapidly behind, and only dim lighterh an occasional farm window broke the
monotony of the view. | pulled down the shadesliaactigar. Despite the heated steam
pipes passing through the compartment the air eara chill, and | was glad of the comfort of
my heavy cashmere topcoat. All of Canada wastbaldwinter of nineteen hundred and forty

seven.

The second world war had been over for two yedise war had been very good to me, to my
family. While we felt deeply for the losses exgrered by Canadian families, and while |
would never openly admit to my sentiments -- wellas a damn pity that the war could not
have lasted another year or two. Even just a femths would have been a blessing. As it
was, the first year of the war had made me a midlice several times over, and each follow-
ing year had doubled or tripled my personal weallihe small manufacturing company which
| had inherited from my father in 'twenty nine helceady doubled and redoubled in size
before the start of the war, and had doubled aghinng each year of the war to become a
corporation rivalling any in Canada. Most in theSQJA, for that matter. Allied Manufactur-
ing now made anything that could be made of mdtafact that was our slogan: "If it's made
of metal, we can make it!" Two years ago that wddve been largely arms, ammunition,
and wheeled transports of all kinds. A small adtshof my corporation had specialised in the
electronic equipment developed during the last yedthe war, and our early experiments in
manufacturing the new RADAR equipment were beginoipay dividends as we switched to
television sets and small, powerful radios for tiséenous home market. | had been to Que-

bec City to set wheels in motion for a company khiould manufacture household items
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from the new plastic materials which had emergedifthe aircraft industry during the war.
Another year and | would have been into aviatidmother two and | would have become
Canada's first billionaire. What a lovelyar it had been. What a really, truly, wondendudr.

| had been far from poor at the start of the wart bow, two years after the war's end, | was

arguably Canada's richest man. |, ........cccccceee.

| couldn't remember my name.

That was SO funny. | laughed out loud. Wouldhait be a story when | got home! There |

was, so full of myself, such an importamn. And I'd forgotten my own name. Wait until

I did not know the name of my wife.

Suddenly it was not quite so funny. | had thralldn. | could name none. | could not
picture their faces. | did not know how long | Ha®en married, nor to whom. With a grow-
ing sense of urgency | reached into my pocket fowmatlet. It was not there. With the begin-

nings of panic | opened my briefcase. It was empty

This was obviously some kind of amnesia, brougleshaps by a virus of some kind, or by
something | had eaten in Quebec City. Damn thadireind their exotic foods. Still, my
chauffeur would meet me at the station in Toromtd take me home, and everything would

snap back into place. Certainly it would.
The train had now attained its cruising speed ahpps sixty five miles per hour and was

hurtling through the night. If we could maintahig speed we would easily be in Toronto by

mid morning and all would be fine. | should prolyatake a short holiday, get away from the
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stress for a few days. But there was the Vancotmefierence next week, and then there was
..... what? | knew that | was too busy to takeealkr But busy with what? Perhaps later;

perhaps in the spring.

At least | would ease up on my workload, delegaieerto my subordinates, as my secretary
had long urged me to do. She would be pleasedaor® taking her advice. | would tell her
first thing and ...... It struck me that | couldtmemember the name of my secretary. Could |

remember the names or faces of anyBo@f my family? No, | could not. Friends? No.

I needed medical attention, and with an urgency smadenly could not wait for an arrival in
Toronto many hours away. Surely such mental probleinted at a serious underlying condi-
tion. Perhaps there was a doctor on the trainveht to the door of the carriage, intending to
step into the corridor and find a steward who colédp me. There was no corridor. The
doors on both sides of the carriage let out ontmantryside which was flashing by at a speed
close to a hundred miles per hour. And still ttzént accelerated. It was now rocking from

side to side, and | quickly sat down before theanadf the train could throw me to the floor.

| tried to be calm; to take stock. | was a vergaassful businessman, travelling back from a
business venture in Quebec City to my corporateltpearters in .... in Toronto, yes, Toronto.
But where in Toronto? | did not know the addreissg office any more than that of my home,
and | could picture neither. | could not recalethame or face of a single relative, friend or
business associate. The only thing | knew foratemwas that | owned a very large manufac-
turing corporation which manufactured .......... ath What on earth was our product? | had
known a few minutes earlier. What was the basmyfvealth? What was the source of my

success? | had no idea.

| was becoming very afraid. Afraid of the circuamgtes in which | found myself. Afraid of
the mental illness which was overtaking me withsiieed of this insane train. Afraid of the
motion of the train, which now seemed to leap ftieerails from time to time, only to come

crashing back down and continue its mad accelenatio
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| raised the blinds and looked out. The snow-cesdandscape whipped past so rapidly that
it was impossible to make out detail. And stid #mow fell, streaming horizontally past the
stained, steamed windows. | saw a dim reflectoking back at me, wide eyed, slack jawed.

The face of a trembling old man.

But | wasn't old. | was only............. | didtkmow. But | could reason this out. It was nine-
teen forty seven, and | had inherited the compemy iny father when he died, just before the
war. But how old had | been then? | think myéathad been in his eighties when he died,
which would have put me......... where? Lateefftearly sixties? But when was that? Before
the war, certainly. In the early nineteen thirtiéshought. So now, at least ten years later |
would be ............ My God! | would be wellomhy sixties at least. Probably into my seven-
ties. |looked again at the misty reflection, aadav, without doubt, an old man staring wide

eyed back at me.

The train leaned into a curve, and centrifugal ®pushed me along the seat to come to rest
against the wall on my right hand side. The cagadhen took a tremendous leap and | was
thrown from my seat. Still | could feel the pdlboceleration as the engine strove for yet
greater speed. In the soundproofed, insulatedimtef my first class carriage on the Cana-
dian National Railway | lay on the floor and liseshto the tortured shrieking of the steel
wheels as they strove to stay in contact with teel sails as the train took the curve ... far

too fast.

And then the sounds stopped. All of them.

For a long, long instant we floated free, serenalighout sound, without force. It seemed to
me that the entire train had left the track in #@ne instant, and was now flying free to what-

ever destiny it faced, and taking all of its paggra along with it to that same destiny.

| had an instant to calculate that, given the spekthe train and the time out of Quebec City,

we would probably be running parallel to the Seawgyow. That meant that within a few
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seconds at most we would come into contact withatle hard ice of the Saint Lawrence
River. Not that it mattered. Not now. Nothingtteieed now.

As the noise came back, and the first class cagertaegan to crumple around me, | knew that |
was about to die, and to my amazement this dithoibter me in the least. The only thing that
caused me regret was that | didn't know why. Nwot lwvas dying It was unthinkable that my
old, frail body could survive forces which wereealdy crumpling steel as though it were

paper. | knew very well why | was dying; Butwbiy | had lived.

Friday July 17: Notes:
Some quick thoughts about the dream, quite apam fthe content and symbolism:

Firstly, I think that this was my most cogent aational dream since | started recording

them. There was nothing odd or otherworldly aligunho sudden fade-outs from one scene to
another; no magical transformations, such as d¢arsing into toboggans, or market places
disappearing; no mysterious strangers, whom | recsed but couldn't say from where or
when. It was a very rational, systematic tale ofi@n caught up in a train wreck. It started at
the Quebec City Station, ended (with a bang) orfrheen seaway, and in between time

passed quite normally.

Secondly, | wasn't me in this dream. With a feallsexceptions | have always been myself in
my dreams. I've been an older self, a younger(ise#f good third of my dreams I've been a
teenager) and I've been 'me' in different times @lades, but always me. When | started
recording my dreams | thought I'd be writing abbotv | became a bird flying over the tree-
tops, or a horse racing along the sea shore. Betalways been me. Last night | felt like,
well_notHarry Murphy the Industrialist Tycoon ..... whoeutevas. That was how his prob-
lems started, of course, when he couldn't remerisarame. HIS name. Not "l couldn't
remember MY name". | was a spectator, trappeadimeone else's body; along for the ride.
That's what it felt like all through the dream.wlas a different and very interesting experi-

ence.
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And thirdly, the missing factor. My girl in the ithdress was missing from the dramatis
personae. Not that I looked for her, but -- aspainted out -- if she'd been there | would
have noticed her. | counted back in my diary asdd that she hasn't been in any of my
dreams since she hit me on the head with her "B’ sThat's eleven dreams that she's
missed. She presumably feels that | "got her ngessavhich | did, though |1 still have no idea
what it means. It reminds me of the tale in "ThiehdHiker's Guide to the Galaxy" where a
biological computer slaved for generations to devthe meaning of life, and at the end came
up with the answer "the meaning of life is FortyoT'wI think that was the number. Well mine

was only half that. Makes as much sense, | suppose

As to the meaning of the dream, it's straight duhe book. | think | can even quote it, close if
not verbatim. "Dreaming of a ride in a bus or traian often represent the dreamer's life
journey or career progression. The specific megruan only be determined by the dreamer,
taking into account his feelings during the trid/ere you happy about taking the trip? Had
you paid your fare? Did you know where you wemgpssed to be going, and where to get
off?" Well, I knew all of those things and I/heswery happy until everything went to Hell in
the final act. Canada's Richest Man, eh? Not mmang with that! So, equating the train
ride to my career progress, what can | concluddfattt is out of control, heading at insane
speed to an inevitable derailment and an undouptetiminal crash. And that it is already

too late for me to do a damn thing about it! Santetheme, Subconscious Harry. Don't you

ever quit?

And then there was the parable of the old man vdtbdpent so much of his life acquiring
wealth and power that he had totally overlookedtthly important things in his life; the only
things which you catake with you -- loving memories of family anerids. Hell, he couldn't
even remember the faces of his kids. Of coursanfssage, that "you can't take it with you",
is no more original than the message that my caieabout to go off the rails. Still, | am no
longer scornful or cynical about these trite, cktchmessages. If S. H. wants to keep remind-

ing me to treasure the truly important blessingawflife, who indeed am | to argue with him?

END
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"Hello, Liz?"

"Rollie?"

"Yes, hello, darling. How are you?"

"Fine, Rollie. Are you calling from Toronto?"

"Yes, and | only have a minute, I'm between apmpoantts. It's about your dreaming --
sorry,Harry'sdreaming. | talked to Ivan, the chap I told ydoat, the one who uses dream
therapy with his patients......"

"Yes, | remember, Rollie. What did he have to Say?

"Well he says that there's no harm if your man yusits to write down his dreams. In
fact if he does it carefully and systematicallgan be very beneficial to him. Ivan says it's
particularly important that every time something bappens in his life -- a move to a new
city, say, or a big promotion, or a new baby......".

"Hardly likely!"

"Liz, | only have a minute! Anyway, you know whamnhean — | presume that grand-
children are not out of the question. Well, afiay big event like that Harry should re-read

his diary, way back, and see if anything in anhisfdreams relates. That way, he'll learn how
his subconscious projects into his dreams, antildeebetter able to interpret the symbols.
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Ivan says he only gets clues to his patients #ir've got five or six months of dreams writ-

ten down."

"So it's not dangerous! That's a big relief to Rellie. Thanks ever so for .......

"Not finished, Liz. Here's the important thingzah says that a lot of "amateurs" are
tempted to try a thing calldducid Dreaming Write it down, Liz. L-U-C-I-D. Lucid. This is
something where the dreamer sort of wakes up wWiaite still asleep. How to explain? While
still in a dream the dreamer realises that he'ardieg. Oh, that sounds worse! Imagine
you're dreaming, right? You're in this dream whgre're the main Lady in the Sultan's

Harem...."

"Sounds more likgour kind of dream, Rollie!"

"I'll hang up, Liz, | swear! Say you're in thiserm and suddenly you say to yourself
"I must be dreaming", and you realize that wpedreaming. ReallyBut you don't wake up
You say to yourself "I know that I'm really Liz Maiy, and I'm lying in bed next to Harry,
who is snoring." Now that yoknowthat, you can start to control the dream. Yousan"l
don't like that Sultan, he's a pig" -- and turn o a pig! Or you can say "Stuff this dream, |
want to dream I'm on a cruise ship with RichardeGeand Zap! You're on the ship.”

"But that sounds like a whole load of fun Rolliewouldn't mind learning to do that

myself!"

"Liz, Ivan says it's like a drug. Worse, becau'seso readily available, not to mention
cheap! He told me about studies of men and wontenhvave become, well, he saaddicted
to this lucid dreaming. Dropped out of school,t@aod jobs. And there's worse yet. Some
of these people have ended up institutionalisesliefly psychotic. And there is some evi-

dence that it can leave users comatose -- or Worse.

"My God, Rollie. | can't believe that Harry......"
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"lvan says that Harry doesn't appear to fit thdilgrof someone at risk. As a middle
aged man, in a successful marriage and with a salieer he's not likely to become addicted
easily. But let's call this a "Heads Up" shall wi€ep an eye on him, and if you notice any
significantly erratic behaviour or changes to Harpersonality, you call me right away.
Gotta go. Bye."

"Bye" said Liz by instinctive courtesy, though stteod holding the receiver for long

minutes until an angry buzzing from the earpieceineed her to replace it in its cradle.

Molly Mason pressed the intercom button very tewéd, knowing that her boss was
operating on a short fuse lately, and seemed tadeng through his days from fight to fight.
His reply, however, was restrained. She thouglgdumded very weary, which was a most
unusual condition for the chairman.

"Yes, Ms. Mason?"

"Mr. Noble is on line two, Mr. Thorpe. He sayssitvery urgent.”

"In which case you'd better put the call througls. Mason."

"Yes, sir."

George was indeed tired. His phone was latelyimtpwith a frequency unparalleled

in his long career, and every call seemed to bmige problems. He took a calming breath

and lifted the receiver. "Good Morning, Archie."
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"George. | know you appreciate a man who come=cthyrto the point, and so do I.

But not on the phone. We have to talk."

"Hold the line, Archie, and I'll see when | canyfitu in. | think I've some time open

on Friday."

"You misunderstand me, George. I'm calling fromcay. I'll be at the Bourque in

seven minutes and at your office in eight.”

"Can't do, Archie. I'm due to leave for the Airporfive. It will have to be Friday."

"I'll drive you to the Airport. I'll wait outsidéhe Bourque. Don't be late, | got a ticket

there the last time | tried this."

"Won't work, Archie. I'm riding with Phil Sutherid and we've business to take care

of before | leave for Vancouver."

"Bring Phil along, | don't mind him hearing whatd'got to tell you. Listen carefully
George. If you don't meet with me in....six mirgjtinere will be no point flying to Vancou-
ver because I'll have your plant shut down befane get there. They'dll be closed. I'm not
exaggerating, George. This meeting could be th& mwportant of your career. Or the end of
it."

"l don't take well to threats, Archie."

"I know that. This is a promise. I've some infatman we'd better talk about before

you fly anywhere, and when we've talked | thinkllWedth be flying East.”

"Listen Archie, if this is some ploy to get the wfany ear for an hour just to tell me

more tales about young Simon Jensen -- which islvésgume you want me to fly east -- well



it's not going to work. 1 know the boy has turned t be a lot greener than | took him to be

"But nothing, George. You don't know the half of You're going to listen to me if |

have to come up there and pin you down to talloia'y

"That'll be the day, Archie. But you can forges tiough stuff. If it's truly that impor-
tant I'll meet you outside the Bourque in five. dAibbetter be good, Archie. It better teally
good!"

"It's good, George. I'm coming up to your blockmoSee you in four."

The morning traffic was light and Archie Noble'sdlac made good progress towards
Toronto's Airport. George rode up front with Arehwhile Phil listened attentively from the
spacious back seat. Archie spoke for three minates then waited. Neither of the other two

men spoke for long seconds.

"I won't insult you by asking if you're sure ofslii George said finally, "But tell me

your source."

"Can't do that, George. But my source is the best.

"Then just tell me this: Is Harry Murphy involvadany way?"

"Why do you ask about Harry, specifically?"

"Let's put our cards on the table, shall we? réason to believe that Harry has be-
come unhinged due to resentment at Simon for takiagob he wanted. He's ready to do
anythingto discredit young Simon and get the job himséife evidence that Murphy is be-

hind several acts of sabotage at the plant, arlgstep at nothing to make Simon seem to be

the guilty party. And | know for a fact that theamhas a serious drinking problem."
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"That's absolute garbage, George! All of it!" Areglared at the AGI Chairman and

the big Caddy swerved dangerously across the slow dnto the hard shoulder.

"Watch the road for God's sake," George growlddow you listen to me, Noble. I've
known that boy since he cut his first teeth. lisi@odfather, and he's called me "Uncle
George" ever since he could speak. He would edblime! Admittedly he's made mistakes,
and | blame myself for not keeping a closer eydiom Buthe would not lie to me

"Like you say, George, cards on the tablewdsHarry who alerted me to this. But |

didn't just take his word for it. Do you know Eddiewis?"

"l know of him. He runs some kind of strongarm organizatiohof Montreal. Rented
muscle. Known as a strike breaker. Supposedly@'saedge away from being illegal. Said
to have underworld connections. That him? | hgmére not insinuating that AGI would

have any dealings with Lewis or his kind!""

"That's our boy. He runs Lewis Security ServicAsd I'm doing more than insinuat-

ing; I'mtelling you. Your nephew signed a contract with him feenty thousand dollars

worth of "security services".

"No way!"

Archie Noble reached into his jacket pocket andgaubut a single sheet of paper,

folded crosswise. He passed the paper to George.

"Copy of the contract signed yesterday. Calldfwis Security "Operational Person-
nel" to be present at the Gottingen Street prenfisstshing Monday morning."

George read and reread the paper. "How did yotadtof this, Archie?"
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"None of your damn business, George, but you'cebbt glad | did. Now are you

coming to Halifax with me?"

"But what's the point, Archie? Lewis can put amyonto Gottingen Street, but that
won't get a single sheet of paper printed. Thatpgent we installed, you need a degree in
Rocket Science to run it. There's no way any ai&dlewis's thugs could get those presses

turning. Your men can stand around and have a toagh."

"They'll not be laughing, George. The Koreanssangplying press operators. They'll
be flying into Halifax this coming Saturday. Ther€ans are under the impression gt

asked for them. Demanded them, in fact."

"No way, Archie. | mean, there's no......... "

"I know, George. Your Nephew ordered them in yoaime. I've a copy of the Fax on
its way to me, but you can take my word for it. viNilie only chance to stop a very, very nasty
confrontation is for you and me to show up at tlngtidgen Street entry to Burton's Press on

Monday morning."

"AGI-Halifax," George corrected absently. He tutrie Phil Sutherland in the rear of
the Cadillac. "Phil, you'll have to fly to Vancaanfor me. I'll call the office and explain

things. Can you do that for me?"

"Yes, of course, George. You haven't asked me,Ibtell you anyway; You've got
big blinkers over your eyes when it comes to yaphew, and for the sake of AGI it's time
you took them off. For what it's worth, | agreattigou and Archie must present a united front

at the Halifax Plant Monday Morning."

"Yes, you're right on all counts. Archie, whathitiltake for you to call off this
strike?"
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"Full retraction. Reinstatement of all the men Wkdeen "sacked". An apology from
the company and an admission that they were dt f®alyment for days lost. Complete re-
moval of any so-called 'disciplinary action' docuntseon file."

"Agreed," George said without hesitation.

"And immediate removal of Simon Jensen as CEO &l to be replaced by an in-
dividual acceptable to both Management and Lab&mchie added.

The silence stretched for only a few seconds, éeitned longer.

"Agreed,” said George Thorpe, much more silently.

"I'll call Molly and let her know what's up, George,fIRBhid. "It'll save you a little
time, and she can put the word around Bourque."

"No, don't do that," George said, and paused, dedpught for a few seconds. "Call
Molly, yes, but tell her that you're coming with teeVancouver. Keep up the pretence that
I'm there as long as you can. If you must, you teaolly into the secret -- but tell her that
nobody else is to know I'm in Halifax. | don't wamy special preparations made on my
behalf. It's best | go there incognito. Do yoathme, Phil?"

"Loud and clear, George. It will be as you say."

On Saturday it rained heavily, and a cool wind bievirom the east. In the evening
Liz stayed in the cottage bedroom and used themsather as an opportunity to catch up on
her correspondence. Harry listened to the lighpitag of her lap-top computer as he threw
another log on to the living room fire. A rarertyj a fire at this time of year, but Harry en-

joyed the comfort of a fire in the hearth on a wight. He sat in the well worn chair and
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propped his feet on the Ottoman. His Dreamboolotathe small chairside table, unopened

for the last few days. He opened it now.

Several of the pages were dog-eared, and thebitdé was beginning to look like a
well used reference source -- which indeed it wdatry let the book fall open on his lap, and
read the contents page. Many of the chapters adrigiends by now, read and re-read until
he could quote whole pages. He scanned the chiagaieings. Chapter One: Learning to
Relax; Two: Breathing as an aid to Meditation;a@ter Six: Inducing Dreams; Nine: Re-
membering Your Dreams. All old news to Harry nowis eye moved down the table of
contents. Chapter Nineteen: Dream Guides and Gume8pirits. He had read the chapter, but
had many reservations regarding its content. Haowyd still not swallow the idea of spiritual
entities watching over his daily rounds and niglailgams. Chapter Twenty: Advanced
Meditative Techniques. Not yet, he thought. Ndilure had thoroughly mastered the simpler

meditation exercises from an earlier chapter. @rapventy One: Lucid Dreaming.

Harry stiffened as though he had experienced a ehdictric shock, and sat up straight
in his chair. Several loose ends suddenly all cengether. The dream message, Twenty One,
could it refer to this chapter? It surely mudtlick Shaw's reference, months ago, to "Elusive
Dreaming.”" Mick had obviously misheard, or misrembered. "Lucid", not "Elusive". A
simple error. And Harry knew then, without any dguhat he was at a turning point, a junc-
ture in his use of creative dreaming. This wastwieanustdo next. He must learn to become

a Lucid Dreamer.

Harry opened his book at chapter Twenty One andrbégread.

George Thorpe had left a wake-up call for six @kJdvlonday morning, but was

shaved and showered when the call came througis tedm. He thanked the operator and
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asked whether the dining room was yet open forkiasa He was assured that the dining
room was indeed open, and called Archie Noble thensaire that he was awake. He was not.
Leaving Archie to his own devices George dressacktyuand went down to the dining room
where he ordered juice, fruitcup, cereal, toast-amis one vice -- hot, black coffee. By the

time his third refill arrived, so did Archie.

Archie ordered two eggs, over easy, with baconaaside order of french fries. The
latter were drowned in ketchup immediately on altivDespite George's protests that they
had no time for such debauchery, Archie insisted ttmere was plenty of time, since the Ko-
rean press operators were not due to attempt enthe plant until eight thirty, and anyway it
was just plain impossible for Archie to do whathal to do that morning on an empty stom-
ach. Given the evidence of recent days George ma@dttempt to second guess Noble's
information. The man's intelligence network seemecbnd to none. Nevertheless, by the
time they finally left the dining room and headed the garage, George had passed "jittery"”

and was showing signs of mild panic.

"Archie, do you have any idea of what will happé®arton's if we're not there to stop

it before it gets started?"

"l think so George. havedone this sort of thing before, you know. I'veevyaced off
against Lewis's thugs. Anyway, we're a five mirdrige away and we've twenty five minutes

todoitin."

Despite his apparent confidence, the tires on Nebémted Oldsmobile squealed as he
raced from the underground parking lot and turmglat ionto Brunswick Street. Traffic was
lighter than expected, and it began to look asghoirchie's timing would be even better,
with a margin of error of a good fifteen minut&srinning broadly, he turned in his seat to say

as much to George.

Archie would argue later that the light had beemamand cross traffic had jumped
the lights. George diplomatically claimed to h&ween deep in thought and not aware of the
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condition of the traffic light. Four of the accittevictims and three sidewalk observers gave
statements that the dark green Oldsmobile had pkaigt great speed through a light which
had been red for several seconds, and the factitbsd traffic had been in full flow tended to
support their point of view. The Olds slipped meaetween a Ford Windstar heading south
and a number eighty-seven bus heading north. ohet It the Olds at the driver-side front
wheel and spun it clockwise, while the bus hitrar, right side wheel and added to the spin.
The Oldsmobile ended up sandwiched between thditstampact vehicles and stayed there
while two other smaller cars ploughed into it, &roen the front and one from the rear. The
Olds was thus sandwiched very neatly between fooffanctional vehicles, making exit in

any way totally impossible. Broken glass was ywhiere, and even inside the car both occu-

pants smelled the unmistakable fumes of spilledlgss

Halifax police officers were on the scene withimrfoninutes, a tribute to the closeness
of the headquarters building and the proliferatboellphones. Seven people had called 911
within a minute of the collision. An ambulancerfr the Queen Elizabeth Health Sciences
Centre was at the scene in seven minutes due tbei@e same combination of factors, and
the Fire Department followed closely on their hedisside the Olds both airbags had worked
exactly as intended, saving the driver and passdrma injuries which would otherwise
undoubtedly have been severe. Archie, who ha@vert been wearing a seatbelt, thought that
he had broken his ankle when it slipped from thegedal, lodged under the brake and was
then violently twisted as his body moved sidewalysfact his ankle was only sprained, but
quite badly. George suffered no significant injarireeding only a couple of small bandaids
applied to scratches on his forehead. He latabated this to his robust good health and

excellent physical condition, while virtually evégdy else told him how lucky he'd been.

The possibility of the two men arriving on timetla¢ Gottingen Street yard, less than a

kilometer away, had essentially been reduced to. zer
Inside Burton's pressroom the three large presses aready in motion. While Eddie

Lewis operated in a grey area between legal amdirtai, the man was not a fool. In fact

Lewis possessed an intelligence which could haegagiieed him success in almost anything
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to which he applied it. At his suggestion Simons#n had let it be known that the Korean
Pressmen would arrive at the plant at eight thiiith the intention of firing up the presses by
mid morning. Lewis knew that, given the low degoéesteem in which the CEO was held,
somebody would certainly talk. Expecting major Ew¢o gather at some point between eight
and half past, the Koreans had been smuggledhetplant shortly after five a.m., and had
spent the previous three hours preparing the bethsnior action. By the time the union
countermeasures were in place, Lewis was abledt sut onto the loading dock, step casu-
ally down into the courtyard, saunter over to thdlpcked gates and give the assembled strik-

ers his very best smile and a hearty "good morniogll.

"We've been snookered!" John Rider announced tadssciates. "Look at the grin on
that fellow. Will you keep the noise down overrég®' As the strikers fell silent there came
from the building the unmistakeable sound of thre¢thuge presses being powered up to
operational speed.

At a sign from Lewis a dozen or so men followed loint of the loading area to take up
defensive stances about the courtyard. As it beadear that they had been tricked, angry
strikers began to shake the iron gates and huwltgat Lewis's toughs. And tough they cer-
tainly looked. Eddie had not exaggerated the bpltgsical appearance of his employees.
Knowing full well the importance of psychologicaictors in his special line of work he had
selected men of great physical bulk. While traineattial arts experts would undoubtedly
have been equally effective in "security" actistibere was no doubt that the Lewis team

were far more likely to discourage any kind of phgkaggression in the first place.

But it now looked as though the anticipated violem@s not to be needed. Harry, tak-
ing in the scene from his office window, was nateswhether to be pleased or distressed by
this development. Despite strict instructionsrfrdensen that no AGI employees were to be
present in the courtyard that morning, Harry séfafthe elevator -- in which he encountered

Don Harrod, who had the same intention of defylmgdirective.
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The two men left the elevator at the ground flowd avalked rapidly through the bind-
ery to the loading dock in perfect time to see Sirdensen make his dramatic entrance and

walk to centre stage. Deferring to his benefadtddie Lewis stepped away from the gates.

"You men have lost!" Jensen called to the crowdufh an electronic megaphone.
"These gates stay locked today. And tomorrow. famdhe rest of the week. As you have
gathered, there is no need for them to be opefbd.presses of AGI-Halifax are fully opera-
tional and will remain so. Our deliveries will belifted by helicopter and taken directly to
our waiting aircraft at Halifax Airport. Therem®t a thing you can do to stop us. | will give
you all some advice: Settle this strike now. Treeblemakers amongst you have been dealt
with. The rest of you have nothing to fear. Retiar your jobs -- youwell paidjobs. End
this useless work stoppage, which you have alr&zdy Return to work today, and 1 will

Jensen's rhetoric was rudely interrupted by theeldéan airhorn. A huge articulated
truck was making its way slowly along Gottingenestrfrom the west, clearly indicating its
intention to turn left into Burton's courtyard. WéhJensen stared at the truck in disbelief a
white-coated Korean technician appeared silentlizibyside, beaming at the huge vehicle.

"Ah, so good," the man said to Jensen, still sgibnoadly. "New paper come."

The men on each side of the gate had fallen sieter group understanding what
was taking place. Jensen spoke slowly to the Kprasithough to a hearing impaired or
slightly senile old man. "What the hell do youanenew paper come?"

The Korean looked at Jensen as tholugivere the impaired one.

"New paper for presses come," he said, and smgatha

"You already have paper, inside the plant,” Simxplaned carefully.
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"Oh yes, paper in plant,” the technician agreesijmeng his smiles.

"Well, why don't you......... " Simon began.

"Not enough. Not lots enough of paper. Only gpager in plant enough for make-
readies. For getting ready to print. Now neeggepdor real printing, for books printing.
Good Korean Presses need much, much paper evesy tyv good paper come now in
truck."

Whispers began amongst the strikers and pennigpédorapidly. Someone had real-
ised that internal paper stocks would run out fgpidhey could not be replenished daily, and
had ordered in a truckload of the huge paper reeish fed the hungry presses. But nobody
had though to tell the truckers to arrive in adeaattheir usual delivery times. Laughter
broke out amongst the strikers, and when a secaat guck rolled into view behind the first,

and also switched on the left turn indicator, afel@ag cheer went up from the pickets.

"Yo, Junior, what you going to print on?" someordied to Jensen. "Better check the
ladies room, see how many rolls you can find, 'eaimi're sure as hell not getting your hands

on the papethis side of the gates!"

Several strikers had gone over to the truckerpéaen the situation, and it became
immediately obvious that the drivers were less thappy about it. The driver of the second
truck jumped down from his cab and came to confdr the first, who then made a call on his

cell phone.

Simon Jensen was fuming. In complete, smiling a@mce the Korean technician
asked him: "Paper not coming? If paper not conbegt be if all presses stop. Not good for

presses running and no paper go through.”

Fresh bursts of laughter erupted from the picketdi Jensen ignored the pressman

and moved over to Lewis. He spoke through gritésdh.



"Earn your damned money, Lewis. | want that pdpeught into the plant and | want
it in NOW! I'm not paying your men to strut araband pose. Let's see some of those mus-

cles in action."

"You bet, Mr. Jensen," Lewis said. "But I'll neiedwork out a plan of action. If we
just open those gates it will be World War thredane." Lewis had not failed to notice the
presence of several very powerfully built men algghe gates, and even thought that he

recognised several "soldiers" from a rival agency.

"Do what you have to" Jensen snarled and stormekl &dang the loading dock and
into the bindery. Harry Murphy and Don Harrod dedlout of sight behind a pile of empty
palettes as he passed, both men biting theirdipsoid laughing outright at the way the situa-

tion had developed.

Lewis conferred with his men, several of whom weeeidedly upset by the way
things were turning out. Steven Banks, who digkadibear more than a slight resemblance to
the "Terminator" spoke for many of them: "Look,di# you told us it would be easy money
out here. Just pose and flex a bit, you said. Nese's a guy over there swinging a bike
chain and one, | seen him stick a lead pipe dowrbélt. At least six of those men are pros
and some of the rest loalery capable. This ain't what | signed for. You caegkgour hun-
dred a day."

"Come on, Stevie," Lewis said. "They're tremhimtheir boots there."

"Yeah, | seen 'em. Steel toed workboots,” someaind but nobody laughed.

"Just let me think on this for a few minutes,” liewsked. "You just go and growl at

somebody and flex your pecs at them. Do that suifdid when you fought Max the Mauler
at Peterborough.”
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"That was acting, Eddie, you know damn well it Was.

"So ACT!" Lewis yelled. The men dispersed.

"Now what?" Eddie whispered to himself as his mmaved out of earshot. "A Mexi-
can standoff is what we got here. The fuckin' Adaswhat we got; it looks like I'm John

fuckin' Wayne, and we all know what happened to.'him

Harry and Don came out of hiding and, meeting npoggion from Lewis's Soldiers,
walked over to the gates. They recognised motiteopickets, although it was obvious that
Archie Noble had taken Harry's warning seriouslgt bad beefed up his side of the iron gates
with rented muscle of his own. The pickets showedhostility to either Don or Harry, and
chatted amicably about the mess which Jensen hddrgself into. "Even if he got those two
trucks into the yard" Harry told the men "That'sdbaenough paper to feed the presses for a

week."

"What if he tries to fly supplies in by that helpter he was talking about?" somebody
asked Harry.

"Can't be done. It's one thing airlifting printedoks in small loads, but the only chop-
per big enough to lift those huge reels would be ointhose twin rotor Labradors that the
army uses. ‘Air Horses’, | think they call theBut they're too big to land in the courtyard

and too heavy to land on the roof!" Harry grinned.

"Hey, Murph!" Mick Shaw elbowed his way throudtetcrowd at the gates. "Don't

know why you're grinning so much, you're on the ngrgide!"

"Am |, Scotty? And which side would that be?"

"Management!"
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"Well, and | thought Don and | were on the siddilmdrty, truth, beauty and the Cana-
dian Way!"

"In that case | guess we're all on the same sg#ed’' Shaw, "But you're the one that'll
be hung for treason!"

While the men at the gate laughed and joked withh ether and the men inside ges-
tured and posed for effect, nobody noticed tworgldrunks stagger up at the edges of the
crowd and blend in with the strikers. Even at trasly hour both appeared very much the
worse for wear. The shorter and stockier of the eaned heavily on the other man, and both
seemed to stagger along the sidewalk as thoughyweaéking were a great effort. The two
were scruffy and dishevelled, although a closepaction would have shown that their top-
coats were of the finest material and expensivetyand both men wore gold Rolex watches
on their wrists. Once freed from the trapped Ololsite Archie and George had both refused
medical attention, Archie relenting only when harfd it impossible to walk at all until his
ankle had been tightly strapped. The two men reethunrecognised at the back of the group,
not even the closest of the strikers recognisieg tinion President and Chairman of the AGI
board from the casual glances they gave them. Qmdyof the picketers gave more than a
casual look, but before he could identify the twemhis attention was drawn back to the

loading dock where Simon Jensen had once agairaegipe

"Lewis!" Jensen roared from his vantage point atehd of the dock "I give you one
minute, Lewis! If you have not done somethingaoneyour fees, this contract is nul and
void!" Jensen held a single sheet of paper irmaigds, poised as though to tear the sheet in
half.

Eddie Lewis saw the $20,000 fee -- half of whictswaing directly into his own
pocket -- ready to go up in smoke. He thoughtkjyj@and that was probably the prime rea-
son why things from that point on went so badlwlliRg a set of keys from his pocket he
marched over to the padlock. He put a key intddbk and began to turn it.
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Ever well intentioned, Harry placed his hand oniEddarm and said "Mr. Lewis,

please don't do this. If you bring these two gsotqgether somebody is going to get badly

Over Harry's right shoulder a massive forearm apgugayrabbed a hold of Harry's
wrist and yanked him violently around. "Best keep of this, Granddad" the big man said,
and twisted Harry's arm for emphasis. Before Haoyid even cry out Don Harrod stepped
between the two and reached, not for the big nfeamisl but for the smallest finger. Taking
the finger full into his palm Don gripped tightiné twisted up and back. As the big man
yelped in surprise Don caught the elbow in his obi@nd and upended the tough as easily as
toppling a stack of cards. From nowhere a secbud leaped at Don, and Harry stepped in to
intercept. Like swatting away an annoying insbetman backhanded Harry, catching him
squarely behind his right ear. Harry saw stardecebackwards and came to rest in a sitting
position against the west wall of the courtyardariy's attacker resumed his leap towards Don
only to find that the little man was no longer theBefore he could turn to look for his quarry
Don's foot shot out from behind him, hooked thenfraf his right ankle and pulled back. The
man's unstoppable forward momentum carried himhige@omrade of the broken pinkie
finger, who was just getting up, and the two wemwd in a tangle of limbs while Don skipped

nimbly away.

From his front row seat against the wall Harry watt the events unfold in slow mo-
tion. Many things were happening at the same tand,Harry doubted that he could have

followed the action in normal time.

Lewis unlocked the padlock and removed the chiie.tugged at the two gates where
they met in the centre, and could not at first us@dad why they failed to open. Then he saw
Scotty Shaw, muscles bulging as he held the gatether. Seeing an opportunity to ply his
trade Steven Banks strode up to his own side of#te and started to pull. Steve and Scotty
stood nose to nose and strained. The other méergat around to cheer their respective
champions, nobody giving the slightest thoughtitiing one or the other. Despite his obvious

power, Scotty knew from the start that he was otthed. The other was a professional,
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probably spending hours each day in the gym. Yigltb the inevitable Scotty turned the
situation to his own advantage. In the blink ofege he released his grip on the iron, and
when Banks staggered back in surprise Scotty stepmpartly forward and shot him a straight
right to the nose. Spouting blood, the outrageakBdurled himself at Scotty, throwing the

gates open, and the mayhem began.

The two truck operators had discussed the situatitmtheir boss, the owner of a
shipping company working out of Moncton, New Bruigw The trucks were supposed to
unload at Burton's and proceed to the Halifax Fre¥ards, where they would pick up a sec-
ond cargo for the return trip. The truckers haerbmld, essentially, to unload at any cost,
even if they had to dump the huge paper rolls tinéostreet. Getting the paper into the plant
was AGlI's responsibility and the shippers wouldlsét court if necessary; but the truckers
were to pick up the second, more profitable lodtatever the outcome. Seeing the chain
removed and the gates swinging open the lead trist&ged his engine, wound up his win-
dows, locked his doors, depressed the clutch arol she gearshift into first. Revving the

motor he waited for his opportunity.

In the courtyard blood had begun to flow in earn&tile the regular printers did the
best they could, their resistance was generallyocovee with ease. Within minutes it had
become a clash between the twelve Lewis thugstenddven men hired by Archie Noble,
with Mick Shaw standing beside them. A Lewis 'safdvas now openly swinging a chain,
and several on both sides had drawn heavy metas hfipm concealed pockets. One man was
lying motionless, a large pool of blood spreadinguad his head. Nobody paid any attention
to the shouts and gestures of the two old drunks, were now standing outside the gates. In
fact only one of the two elderly men was gesticntat The taller of the two was staring, wide
eyed, at the loading dock where, prancing and teggicreaming encouragement to his hired
thugs through his megaphone, Simon Jensen was rshdng true colours to the one person in
his entire life who had truly believed in him.

The fury of the fight could not be sustained. Aftery few minutes only the Lewis

men were standing. Scotty Shaw was on hands aeskneeling from a vicious blow to the
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back of his neck by an iron pipe. Blood dryinghos chin and T-shirt, Stevie Banks saw the
man who had broken his nose struggling to rise tureed towards Scotty and started for-
ward. Don Harrod, standing to one side, saw theenamd yelled "Scotty, look out!" Mick

raised his head to see Banks moving towards him.

The trucker, seeing his chance of an open laneetéoading dock, floored the accel-

erator and let out the clutch. The huge rig roaned jerked towards the open gates.

Banks watched his quarry trying to rise and sawnmnglow of opportunity start to
close. He had no intention of standing toe toaog exchanging blows with the big Irishman.

He started to run towards the rising figure.

The truck swerved left, straightened, accelerated.

Don Harrod leaped to intercept the running Bark&e a baseball player sliding into
first base Don dived at Banks, expertly aimingright leg for the bigger man's advancing
foot. As his leading foot tangled with Don's &g huge ex-wrestler became the victim of his
own mass. He had no way of stopping his forwardner@um and no way of regaining his
equilibrium. As he tipped forward Scotty Shaw réseneet him, bringing his shoulder up
under Banks' muscular abdomen. Don rolled ra@dly expertly out of the line of combat.
With a huge grunt Mick stood and straightened, whimg the startled Banks head over heels
into the air, directly into the path of the apprioag truck.

Even then the tragedy could have been avertedhédtnot been for a half empty beer
bottle, aimed for the front of the truck but craghinstead onto the windshield and disintegrat-
ing on impact. By automatic reflex the driver thrkis arm over his eyes, releasing the wheel,
and as he slumped in his seat his right foot ptedseaccelerator to the floorboards. The
front of the truck caught Banks in mid fall, whére instinctively clung to the radiator grille.
His instincts, which on previous occasions hadeihim well, now defeated him. The truck
carried Banks at full acceleration into the soldherete of Burton's loading dock -- where

Simon Jensen still capered in apparent glee.
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The fight was over. The strike was over. For adgfive minutes no-one on either
side spoke. Scotty Shaw sat in the middle otthatyard. Don Harrod stood by the wall in
shock. The trucker did not realize what had hapdeworried only about the damage to his
employer's truck. Nobody knew how to tell him. at¢hing from an office window, a secre-
tary on the third floor called 911. George Thoapel Archie Noble limped into the courtyard.

George beckoned to Eddie Lewis, who stood, lookiegildered, amidst the remnants

of his army. The younger man came over.

"Do you know who | am?" George asked.

"Of course, Mr. Thorpe," Eddie said.

"Good. | have a deal for you. Do you see thaatiendancing on the loading dock?"

"You mean Mr. Jensen, sir?"

"l don't see any other lunatic up there, do you?"

"No, sir."

"Well | want you to get one of your most trustedmmene with some intelligence if
that's possible, and | want him to get Simon Jewsgf here before the police arrive. | want
him taken to the airport and put on the first ftighy Toronto. Your man is to go with him, take
him to an address | will give you, and stay witmhintil | get there."

"I'll take him myself, sir.”

"No you won't. The police are going to want t&ted you. You were under contract

to me understand. Hired by me and reporting diredlyne. You and | are going to explain
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to the police that this was simply a strike actiloat got out of hand. Nothing criminal, just a
very nasty accident. None of your men and normuod are going to file any charges, and
there will probably be a sizeable insurance payotiie family of the man who died."”

"Yes sir. | have a man who can take Mr. Jensérotonto."

"Good. Do it quickly, before the police arrive."

Eddie Lewis turned to go.

"Lewis. You haven't asked for money."

"l think | owe you, Mr. Thorpe. This cock-up isrgg my fault. | didn't realize your

nephew was so far gone."

"Neither did I," George said, sadly. "Lewis, gef boy to the address | will give you.

If he is safely there when | arrive back in Torohtaill honour your contract.”

"Thank you, Mr. Thorpe."

Lewis left. Three minutes later Simon Jensen sddméave disappeared. Two min-
utes after that the police and ambulances arrivesiGeorge stepped forward to meet them a

white-coated Korean Press Operator came out dfitieery, looked down at the wreckage of

the truck and waved to George: "Good New paperecoaw?" he asked.

In the Chief Executive Officer's eighth floor o#i&eorge Thorpe and Archie Noble
sat in Theo's old leather recliners and toasted etiwer -- George with his usual black coffee
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while Archie sipped the single malt whisky whiclméihad finally confessed was hidden in

the bottom of the bookcase.
"It'll be Harry, then?" George asked.
"Harry is a good man, George, and you'd have neatibn from my side of the floor.
But are you sure he's ready? | wouldn't want &olse pushed into a situation that's over his
head. And | wouldn't want you putting him into tio@ seat out of any feelings of guilt.”
"Harry thinkshe's ready, and God knows | owe him a shot atipgav. Anyway, what
it comes down to, Archie, is that we appear to hegelection list consisting of just one name.
Acceptable to both of us, you say? Who else isetie

Archie lifted his glass. "To Harry!" he said.

"To Harry!" George pressed the intercom. "Jume Harry Murphy, will you, and

tell him I need him here right away."

"He's here already, Mr. Thorpe,” June's voice chatk, "He's been waiting for the

chance to talk to you."

"Well I'll leave you...." Archie Noble began.

"No, stay, will you, Archie, please? | want Hatoyknow that he's our mutual choice."

"It will be my pleasure and privilege, George."

Harry opened the door and stepped into the room.

"Harry," George said, "l owe you more apologiesitbhould need to be made by any

one man in one lifetime, but we'll get around tattlater. Right now, and with Archie Noble

16€



as my witness | would like to offer you the pogitiof Chief Executive Officer at AGI Halifax.
This is not a provisional offer, or a probationaffer, or a pro-tem appointment. It is a no-
strings-attached offer of the job. | don't knovaetty what Theo Burton's remuneration pack-
age was, but I'm offering you that plus ten per¢erstart with, and if you have trouble with
the money you're free to take it up with financd &l them I'll back whatever you think is

fair."

Harry stood, saying nothing.

"You've every right to tell me to stick the job my arse,"” George said. "l wouldn't

blame you a bit. But if you want the positiors gours. All you have to do is say "Yes".

"Yes, please, Mr Thorpe. George. Yes, I'll takeBut I'd like to ask you a small fa-

vour, if you wouldn't mind?"

"Name it, Harry."

"Would you mind telling my wife? | don't think skeould believe me."

Harry Murphy's Dream Diary: Saturday July 25

The sound of the horn woke me. | had not been &sleep; we took our sleep where we
could, and in safer periods, but not in the houefobe dawn. Most of the raids took place just
as the sun rose, before the villagers were awakkeadert enough to defend themselves. My
squire came crashing through the door before | hal risen from my cot, and | was certain

that the grooms were also awakened by now, andeat tasks. My squire helped me into my
armour -- mostly plated leather and light mail, taged down version of battle armour for

the sake of my horse and the need to ride fasstbuheavy enough. | had not far to go to



reach the stables, and this, too, was by desiga.ctuld not afford to leave anything to

chance.

Armed and armoured, it took two strong grooms todbane onto my horse, Edgar -- named
for a longtime friend, dead from an unknown vapiter Michelmas past. My squire handed
up my lance, and | was third away. | could neveasitbAndrew or Norris out of the gate; They
claimed to sleep battle ready on their horses, animes like this | found it hard to doubt
them. They gave me a chance to draw even andwbeti spurred our mounts towards the
village, from which the horn still sounded. Everwae galloped the horn sounded again, but it

was cut off in mid blast. The pirates were atrtiédody work.

But this time we had them.

Our fortress was on high ground, and this was &lgaesign. As we rode down the defile a
mist closed in on us, but we dared not slackerspeed. As though to confirm the need for

haste the sound of screams reached us from tlzgeill

Despite the grey mist rising and swirling aroundnug vision clouded with a red rage. | hated
the pirates with a consuming passion which my mastarms continually warned me against.
He had told me only yesterday that my unreasonatget of these so-called Vikings would
see me in my grave long before the Reaper had nie#aite me. He had warned me time
after time to control the anger. It may be an axech ended my life, he said, but the fault
would lie with my temper. | glanced at Norris, features calm below the metal visor of his
helmet. Norris killed with a detachment which Viex. 1 killed in a wild rage which threw as
much fear into me as it did into my enemy. Bubuté fought with a deadly efficiency which
had reduced these coastal raids to once per momnndrom thrice or more that number.

And we would see the end of them if we must latyapirate to do it.
Closer to the shore the mist lifted a little, and saw the first body, sprawled in the path

ahead of us. As we raced by | saw that the pedaamer had died the death of the blood

angel, a bizarre and cruel heathen mockery of origZian traditions. They had turned the
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poor man into an ugly parody of an angel by rippmg lungs from the living body and
spreading them to the sides, obscene wings whitfusttioned for a while as the pirates
watched him die. A little further, to the sidelué path, lay the man's wife. | did not want to
think on how she might have died. A figure loomdte mist and we saw the first of the
devils, probably the man who had followed the fararel his wife out of the village as they
fled. Hearing our horses he turned to face us, msked his war axe in challenge. But we did
not give him the honour of death in battle. Smgrour horses, Norris and | hit him abreast
and drove him to the ground, where the iron shedl & our horses turned him into bloody
pulp. Close behind us, Andrew hit him again ascthipse rolled under his horse. If any life
were left in the beast our three colleagues, falhmaa furlong behind, would finish him.

Vikings, they called themselves, these raiders fitte sea. "Travellers” in our tongue, or

perhaps "Explorers”. We had other names for them.

We were in the village now, and raised our lancéke lances were not fighting weapons;
they were for skewering pigs. They would be teftur first three targets to be retrieved after
the fight. | saw my target now, straightening freome foul business he was doing to a small,
still body sprawled on the packed earth of theagdl road. | gave him no chance. | drove my
lance high into his chest, angling downwards toviials, and | did not let go until holding

any further would have tipped me from my chardetid not need to look back to see that he

was dead. | had already chosen my next target.

| dropped the reins and directed Edgar using onfykmees. With my right hand | drew my
heavy, two edged sword "Invictus", and in my Ié&kld a long-bladed dagger, sharpened to
the best edge the metal would hold. My blood veashd pounded in my ears. | saw two of
them, running towards me, towards their certainttled let Edgar take one, smashing into

him with lethal force, while | swung at the othdr&sad. As expected he raised his axe to ward
my blow and, exactly as | had intended, | twistgdamist and brought the blade beneath his
weapon in a smooth arc. | slid the edge acrossiek in a slash which near severed his head
from his shoulders.

169



| had traversed the village, and brought up agathstshore. Through the mist I glimpsed the
pirates' dragon-headed longboats, beached for toment and under small guard. They

could wait. | wheeled my mount and raced backeéocentral square.

There were six of us now, our colleagues havingeciono the fray a little time behind us. In
this way the second triad would approach the unudd backs of the pirates who chased

along behind us, and would let much blood befoeeetlemy even knew of their presence.

We had no idea how many we could expect to megh@ioncern either, except a wish that
there would be many. Last moon we had surprisgaven raid and had despatched five
hands of these animals, at no cost to us saveatsdbre or so of peasant fishers from the

village.

The fray was truly joined in the village and my héaaped at seeing the numbers of these
"Vikings”, so much sport for my blade. | screangechallenge -- though my master at arms
had said not to waste good breath on such frivegit- and raced in. | saw a hand of them
attacking Edmund and spurred towards him. Seeingoneng he turned to deal with the
pirates to his left, knowing that | would protec$ hear and flank. One foolish pig, seeing a
supposed advantage in Edmund's turned back, thaadéap on the horse behind him, but |
put my long dagger into one of his ears and oubulgh the other. | left the dirk to retrieve

later when we burned the bodies.

Of a sudden, Edgar reared, and | saw that a smal tmad crawled underneath the horse and
harried him from below with a wicked short bladehe horse regained his feet, crushing the
skull of the fool beneath him in doing so, but dl teeen caught and was pulled backwards by

a cord of some kind, to crash onto the ground behmy horse.

I rolled and cut at the cord, severing it easilyrolled again, not taking any chances of a
blade above me plunging down unseen. Scrabblinggain my footing | heard Edmund
bellow "Unhorsed", which cry would bring any of ththers to my aid, should they be free to

come. As | raised my eyes | saw a huge pirateeriog above me, his axe raised over his
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head and already commencing the swing which waqulltiay skull and loose my soul to

paradise.

My left hand groped for and found purchase. Arrtowveed table, a heavy oaken affair, had
somehow found its way into the village squarerabbed for a handhold and pushed against
it with every ounce of strength | possessed. A8 lout from under the swing of the great axe
| raised my sword and pushed upwards, helping thegimpale himself on it. But his axe
fell on my left hand, still gripping the table, agelvered in one stroke every finger and one
half of the thumb.

| struggled to my feet. Blood gushed from thergelstubs of my fingers. My light mail
gauntlet had never been intended to stand agdmestull flung might of a war axe wielded by
a Viking giant, and had provided no protection. Wision turned red and my hate gave me
the strength to continue. Norris also had becom@oused, and | fought my way to where he
stood. Back to back we cut and slashed and tlatutbie vile animals who came against us,
until our assailants must first climb a wall of thdead and dying before falling to our blades.
But there was no end to them. | cared nothingrigrown death so long as | could send as
many as possible of these vile beasts to Hell befl@ming my own reward in Paradise. And
so it ended. Three of them leaped in unison dwebbdies of slain comrades and swung their
axes as one towards me. | chose the centre, ansttimy sword through his belly as the
blades of his two compatriots swung towards my hédg last act was to twist the blade, and
my last sight was the contorted face of the pigesried out in pain. And then, happily, |

prepared to die.

But | did not die. In the wink of an eye the \iilgnwere gone. My brothers of Arthur's Cav-

alry were gone. The stink of blood and dying mes gone. Only the village remained, and
the mist from the sea, and the common, thatchesldiuhe fishers and farmers of this coast.
My left hand still bled, but gave small pain. Tedness of my vision faded, and a calmness

fell over me. | stood and looked about.
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She stood before me then, a young girl in a whigesisoaked through with scarlet. Though I
could see no wound on her, the dress dripped btodd the packed earth. She looked at me

and | saw tears spilling to her cheeks.

"Sweet maid,"” | said, "What have they done to jluese animals from the sea? Are you

harmed? How have they harmed you?"

"Oh, Harry,” she said, "The Viking Pirates of yodreams didn't do this to me. You did.”

| thought I knew the girl. But who was Harry?

And then the most odd thing happened. The mosirkasle thing. The most miraculous

thing. | knew exactly who | was, and where | was.

"I'm dreaming, aren't 1?" | said, and | knew thatas true.

Harry woke up next to Liz, who moved softly agaihsh before settling back to sleep. He
reeled from the power of the dream which had empeglchim. He could still smell the fires

from the village, and the stink of blood; and @& hand hurt like hell. And then.........

"Not yet, " the girl said. "I'm so very sorry, Hgr It goes against all the rules, but | have to

hold you here in the dream, just for a while."

The village was once again around me, althoughetlvezre no bodies, no armed cavalry,

"Oh, let's get out of here," she said.

We were on top of a snow covered mountain. Thewgs heart stopping. Peak after stun-

ning peak marched away to a misty distance, athird by the bluest of skies, and..............
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"Too distracting,” she said.

And so we sat in the old armchairs of our cottagesd Margaret's Bay, | in mine and the girl
in Liz's. Her dress was now a pristine white, ahd held a small, black leather bound book

in her hands.

"Oh, my poor darling," the girl said. "My poor, set, Harry. None of this was supposed to
happen. You were meant to get involved in sommleas experiments in dreaming, that's all.
In a year or so you would have grown bored witlaitd thrown the diary away. You were
meant to become Chief Executive of your little fongnplant, do a terrible job of it and learn
many lessons about yourself. You were never sedgosawaken this darker side of your
character, long since conquered and long sincedzlidaway. You were never meant to fight
Viking raiders, or die in horrific train crashesy pump bullets into cranky children. Not in

this life. Not even in your dreams.”

"Who are you?" | asked.

"You can call me Margaret.”

"You're just a girl."

"It is an appearance which pleases me, and onewlhicought you could be comfortable
with. | will change if it annoys you. But we vdfleak of that later. | desperately need to talk
to you, Harry. | am so, so sorry that this is hapjng to you, and | feel partially responsible.

| can't apologize enough. But you must know tlemething in your life pattern has gone
terribly wrong. We don't know what, or how it wambng, and we don't know how to fix it.
Not yet. What we are asking you to do is stop gaperiments with dreaming, just for a

while, until we can work out how to put you backmack."

"You told me to read Chapter 21, didn't you? Yad e to read about Lucid Dreaming,
didn't you?"
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"Yes, | did, Harry. | thought that the best thiogdo was guide you into a lucid dream experi-
ence where we could meet and talk, but | was wréh whole dreaming business has back-
fired in a way | could never have foreseen. Yotelattracted entities to your spirit body
which are using you for their own ends. They ngrd passion, your vitality of spirit, to

bring their fantasies to life; without you in anteal role their dreaming is flat and unin-
spired. Tonight's dream was an example. We haatb deal with these beings but they
are elusive and cunning. They evade us with &isgHarry, you are in such danger, and |

can't protect you properly."

My left hand was aching and | looked at it. Tmgérs and thumb were still missing although
the stumps no longer bled.

"That I canfix," Margaret said, rising from the chair. Steok my injured hand in hers, and

a warmth spread through my (missing?) fingers. ®MHeoked again my hand was whole.

"You must be very careful for a while, Harry. Wéagou are now is not the normal place of
earthly dreamers, and has none of the protectiomsiwkeep them safe from harm. Itis a
place filled with dangers, and with malevolent #esi who will take pleasure simply from
hurting you. If you were to lose a hand here yould lose the use of it in the waking world,
perhaps permanently. | will protect you to thetlasmy ability, but for the moment | am
limited in what | can do for you. You must takeecalrust no-one and believe nothing.
Know that your instincts may be faulty, and coulilg you down dangerous roads. We are
working hard to correct your lifeline, and will dm as soon as we find some answers, but it
may take weeks of your time. Please be carefulpyHd?lease.”

"Margaret, who are you? What are you? Are yoluAmgel?"

But she was gone, and | was left to drift througdwarling mist of colours and scents for a
long while before | woke up.
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Sunday July 26: Notes

When | woke my left hand hurt like hell, and | vady limited mobility in the fingers.

My God, what have | got myself into?
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BEAUTIFUL DREAMER

Chapter 5:

The tale grew in the telling, but whichever way yoaked at it the hero of the Battle
of Burton's Courtyard was Harry Murphy. As it wast told he had simply thrown himself
between Don Harrod and one of Jensen's hired tobgh®y Tuesday afternoon there were
two armed thugs in the story. By the end of the wéaky's Heroic Stand told how he had
stood toe to toe with the two thugs exchanging Himvwblow while protectively straddling the
supine bodies of Don Harrod and Mick Shaw. Anitllifladn't been for the intervention of a

third tough Harry would probably have won the fight

Harry was not interested in the gossip and madeonament. Don Harrod was at
home suffering from shock and blaming himself fog teath of Steven Banks. He had made
a statement to that effect to the Halifax poliad, ib the face of contradictory evidence from
many eye witnesses the police refused Don's requiésy charges against him. Mick Shaw
had been ordered by his doctor to take some tifneark to recover from a blow which by
rights should have cracked his skull. Simon Jehsehvanished from the face of the earth

and no-one at Burton's mourned his disappearance.

The inquest eventually returned a verdict of dégtimisadventure, and the only loose
end seemed to be a number of conflicting statemregesding the part played in the Burton's
fiasco by the company's CEO, Simon Jensen. lertkdethe fact that Jensen had not been
found at the scene, and appeared in any evenwlét the country, persuaded the force to
close the file. Stevie Banks having no close &mpbscure cousin living in northern Alberta

eventually became considerably richer.
Harry remained numb for a week. He came out obhise mood slowly and with

much urging by family and friends; but things dig,Liz promised, return to the way they had

been, and in a surprisingly short stretch of timnemal service was indeed resumed.
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One of Harry's prime concerns -- how to explaiduoe Sawler that she was not to be
retained in her position -- was solved unexpectégiyune herself the day Harry moved per-
manently to the eighth floor. To June's surpsiseeral of her attempts to escape Simon Jen-
sen had borne fruit, and in a time of high unemplegt in the Maritime Provinces June found
herself in a position to choose between three pffars. Once Harry had assured her that she
was not deserting him in his hour of need June &did her required four weeks notice and
took off immediately for four weeks vacation. Av@f Burton's more notorious gossips tried
to make something of the fact that Louise Boutelias warming the Executive Assistant's
chair before it had become decently cool, but @whole everyone at the plant was highly

pleased with the new arrangement -- not to mergidremely relieved.

In what many considered a very magnanimous gektarng/ redeployed the Goon
Squad into available positions within the compaht all of them found positions and sala-
ries commensurate with what they had previouslg,Halit complaints against Harry Murphy
were not well tolerated at that time and the majaf Goons had the good sense to keep any

such opinions to themselves.

In the aftermath of Black Monday Harry had litimé for his Dreambook. In fact he
gave it no thought at all until, seeking diversmma wet Sunday afternoon he re-opened the
little book at chapter Twenty One. He had alreskljnmed rapidly through the chapter and
had a good basic idea of what Lucid Dreaming inedlvHe had a strong feeling, however,
that the importance of this chapter to his progessa Creative Dreamer had been overtaken
by events. Margaret, a.k.a. the Girl in the Whitess, had given explicit instructions on the
subject. But Harry wasn't sure. He wasn't suaé lle could trust a person who, by her own
admission, was "partially responsible” for the messvas in; especially since she had fol-
lowed her advice with an injunction to "trust noebn He wasn't even sure whad of mess
he was in. But Harry had long ago realised thagtever kind of mess he got himself into,
the best person to pull him out was indubitably sxvariably Harry Murphy. At the very
least, he needed to develop his competence in Ii@dming in order to find out just what

the hell was going on.



He had taken his first steps inadvertently, whemgdeet had pulled him back into the
Viking dream and held him there. The differencenMeen that experience and his regular
nightly dramatic performances was as fillet migrensus burger and fries. Sitting with Mar-
garet in the Murphy cottage had been as real asgsihere with Liz during his waking day --
more real in some ways; he had noticed a heigttpagception of sight and sound, and sus-
pected that other senses would also be augmentbdtistrange place. His theory was sup-
ported when, for a brief time, he had stood on amtein top and breathed cold, crisp
mountain air. It had not escaped Harry's notieg he had moved from Coastal Village to
Mountain top to Oceanside cottage in the twinklrigin eye. If this was a realistic sample of

what Lucid Dreaming could do, Harry wanted in. rdad on.

There are several methods of attaining the alidityream lucidly, the Dreambook ex-
plained. None are easy and all require much mectrhe common first step for all methods
is the ability torecognize that you are dreamind\nd that first step is a big one. Here, said

the book, are some ways in which you can test vengtbu are awake or dreaming.

Observe the continuity of time. You might sit auy desk on a dull Friday afternoon
watching the clock tick away long seconds untiltiijg time, but if you find yourself doing
this, you are probably awake. Dreams tend to tiedooring bits and move directly to the
next interesting segment. You may also noticettiamovie in which you are currently
starring has started in the middle. Ask yourséiére you are, how you got there, what you
were doing previously and what you are meant tddaeg now. If you can't answer these

guestions to your satisfaction, you may well beadrimg.

Try to read something -- a book, a newspaper,iteade plate on the car which just
drove by. If the letters blur and jump abouthi# theadline in the paper changes while you are
looking at it, you are either holding the "DreamigdDaily News" or it is time to make an

appointment with your Optometrist.

Pinch yourself. Hard. As hard as you can. Takeck and crush your fingers with it.

The danger here is that you may be awake. Iftsallihurt like Hell. If not, the rock was
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not real. But be careful with this one; dreams fol you. Are yowsurethat you felt that

pinch?

Watch out especially for the magical and the mgétidVhile it is extremely rare in
waking life for telephone poles to turn into carajyple trees, or pumpkins to become coaches,

such events are the vestuffof dreams.

There were a number of others. While it seemmple matter to make this determi-
nation, the book continued, it isn't. The mairsgeafor this is that the mind of the dreamer is
operating in a special mode -- in which criticalgement is strongly suppressed. A fire
breathing dragon flying over High Street would agty attract your attention in the waking

world, while in a dream you would probably accepiricritically and move on.

A well-travelled route to Lucid Dreaming is a teajue which the book termed 'Real-
ity Check Conditioning'. In this approach you cke@ particular event which occurs both in
waking reality and in your dreams; preferably aperthing such as opening a door, brushing
your teeth, walking along a corridor or simply dnglat something funny. Every time this
happens in real time, ask yourself: "Am | dreamirgy® then perform the checks mentioned
previously. Do this until it becomes ingrained ihafl hen one night you will open a door, ask
the question, perform the checks -- and realiseyina are truly in the middle of a dream. One
Lucid Dreamer reported rapid progress by using thatkwith which Harry immediately
identified. Every time he used the men's room baldrask himself "Am | dreaming, or is
this real?" After a few weeks of this the man waable to take a leak without going through
his ritual, and when the occasion finally arose rghee found himself unsure of the answer he
reverted to the reality checks of previous pageseéto his surprise and satisfaction, found
that the answer was dmdreaming.” Upon which realization he immediatelyke up.

Which brings us to step number two.
The natural, and very hard to overcome reactidmtbng yourself in a lucid dream is

to wake up; especially when the pressure on yadddr refuses to let you dream of anything

other than relieving it. This unfortunately preteshthe afore-mentioned dreamer's method
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from achieving any widespread popularity. Thehrgt the book admitted, that whatever
means you may use to identify that you are dreantivegonly way to prevent the natural
follow-up from occurring iwill power. Focus on the dream; repeat to yourselfwilll stay in
my dream; | willnotwake from my dream.” It probably won't work, @ast not in the early
days. But persevere. Every time you succeeddnrbang lucid within a dream you are one
step closer to being able to stay therewillt happen, eventually. It may take months. It could

take years. There are cases on record where takes (sorry about this) several decades.

Harry closed the book and threw it across the rtmfall behind the sofa, where it

would remain for the next ten days.

In the end Harry decided on a carpet-bombing ambr,da which he asked himself the
"Am | or aren't I?" question a hundred times a déy starting his car in the morning he ran
through several reality checks. On stopping &dhlight. On arriving at his parking space
(marked in large red letters on a white board "Reskfor the CEO"). In the men's room,
much to the puzzlement of the man in the next,dtidtry asked himself whether he could
consciously recall the trip to the washroom, arehtherified that he could read his driver's
licence without difficulty. The Dreambook shouldbpably have emphasised the importance

of conducting reality checks privately, discretelpd above all, silently.

At his first AGI Board meeting Harry was welcomesithe Hero of Burton's Loading
Dock, and made to feel very much at home. Geoage g brief speech outlining Harry's
background for those who did not know him and timaved rapidly through the business
agenda. Harry took scribbled notes and wonderezthen, at his advanced age, he could learn
shorthand. Due to the high sensitivity of manyraigeitems George did not allow tape re-
cording of the meetings.

The final item of the meeting involved the acquasitof a Toronto based publishing
house, Chapel Hill Press. The owner and Chief &tkex of Chapel Hill, Maurice Bertrand,
looked familiar to Harry. Meeting someone whonréeognised but could not name served as

one of his "Reality Check" triggers, and Harry wésilkently) through a series of checks to
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determine that he was awake. He was. Mauriceaga to the group that the intention of
AGI was to develop a close working relationshipazen Chapel Hill and the three smaller
publishing organisations which were already comptef AGI. Eventually all four compa-
nies were to be merged into a single publishingseowHarry thought that the plan had much

merit, and should certainly lead to increased pabfiity for AGI.

After the meeting Maurice approached Harry. "lulot we should probably get to-
gether while you're in Toronto," he said, smilingrmly. "At the moment our book printing is
spread amongst several Toronto printers, but aoptre AGI family | understand that | shall
become one of your customers."

"Well, then, | should start by showing how much appreciate our customers,"” said

Harry. "How about letting me stand you supper &vening. You name the time and place.”

"If it isn't terribly bad manners, perhaps you'lhal me to turn the invitation around?
I'm afraid that Angela -- my wife -- is out of tovior a few days and won't be able to join us,

but | have an excellent cook and I'm sure you wa'tlisappointed. My place at eight, then?"

"Delighted."”

The cab pulled off the road through a set of higbught iron gates and onto a tree-
lined driveway leading to a building which Harry wid later describe as 'more than a man-
sion, but a bit short of a palace'. He thouglirst that there must have been an error in the
address he had given the cabbie, but rememberethéhBertrands were rumoured to be one
of Toronto's richest families. The same rumouggested that running Chapel Hill Press was
more of a hobby to Maurice than a breadwinning sgitg and that the true family wealth was
inherited. Broad stone steps led up to an imposatgdoor. He paid the cabbie and rang the
bell. A uniformed butler met him at the door aad him to a large library where a beaming
Maurice Bertrand confirmed that he had found threexd address.
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After an excellent supper the two men moved tosthdy. Maurice poured two
glasses of a fine Remy Martin Cognac and sat ofpbtsrry. "l hear you're interested in the

art and science of Creative Dreaming,” Maurice .said

Harry yelped in surprise. "Alright,” he said "lsetlear this up. | knew from the mo-
ment | walked into the boardroom that you and | treed, and it's been driving me crazy trying
to pinpoint the time and place. But | can countl@nfingers of one hand just how many
people know that I'm experimenting with dreams, ymdaire not one of them. Come on, Mau-

rice, put me out of my misery!"

"Rolande."

"I'm sorry, 1 don't .... Surely not Rollie Bertrgridz's old school friend? But of
course! | should have connected the name. Weatrieollie's graduation, right? You're

Rolande's uncle! But that must be twenty........ "

"More like twenty five years ago. You're very @osShe's my baby sister, not my
niece. Our mother died when Rolande was only dl simiégd, and she went to live with an
aunt in Halifax, where she met Liz. She has amtapant in downtown Toronto now, but
visits here often. | must admit that | wouldn'tteaecognised you if Rolande hadn't spoken of
you recently. Then when | saw your name in thedisdttendees for today's meeting | thought
there couldn't béwo Harry Murphys in the printing business in Halifatt.had to be either the
strangest co-incidence, or a well intentioned f&elande was in Halifax on business last
month and met Liz for lunch, | understand. | siggpthat's where the subject of dreams came
up. | hope you're not offended, Harry. | don'ntvi pry if you'd rather not talk about it. The
only reason that Rolande raised the subject withsntigat she knows of my interest in some-

thing very similar. Do the initials N.D.E. meanyéinng to you?"

"It rings a bell, Maurice, but | can't say | knovioaabout it. Something to do with dy-

ing and coming back isn't it?"
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"That's exactly what it is. Near Death Experiencébere are recorded cases from
way back in history, but they seem to have reaemedemic proportions in the last few dec-
ades. Probably due to the fact that people novamieare resuscitated just about every day in
every major city in every country of the world. tYoan't walk down a street without passing
at least a few people who have 'died' and beergbtdaack to life. Heart transplant patients,
for example; traffic accidents; knife and gunslotinds, sad to say, in many north American

cities. Thousands of cases every day."

"And they all have the same dream, | understanthn@ls of light, and shining be-

ings."

"You know more than you're telling, Harry. Butyha#on't call it a dream. They say

that it is the most real experience of their lives.

"All of them?"

"No, not all. About fifty percent of people whoueaclinically died come back with
memories of such experiences. You're right admtdannel of light, and they do usually
claim to have met some kind of divine presencet tBel experiences are not all the same.

And they're not all pleasant."

"I think I've read something about this. Isn'trtheome kind of physiological explana-
tion for all of these experiences, something tavith oxygen deprivation and signals from a

dying optic nerve?"

"Theories from people who have never been therd.tlg people who have had an
NDE will tell you, they don'tmaginea tunnel of light; they don't misinterpret soraadom
nerve signals. The tunnel is real, and the liglieal. And the experience is real. Trust me on

this."

"You've been there, haven't you?"
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"Yes. | was in a traffic accident several years.abdied on impact. By the most for-
tunate chance -- or perhaps fate again -- an am&ellaas right behind me, about ten cars
back, and the paramedics revived me; brought mie baleey said | was "dead" only for about

three minutes, but my experience lasted - wetle@med like much longer."

"Can you tell me about it? | mean, if it's not fmainful ?"

"Painful?" Maurice laughed. "It was the most léal) blissful experience of my lifel
Yes, I'll tell you about it, Harry, and with pleasu But what | really wanted to do this evening
was introduce you to the topic. From what | kndwCeeative Dreaming | think that the Near
Death Experience may be something very similar.y@oknow that there are thirty million
recorded NDE experiences in North America alonglrty million! And that of course ex-
cludes an unknown number of people who won't thtkué their experiences for fear of being
thought to be a bit, odd shall we say."

"Oh, come on. Surely not that many!"

"Harry, just think. In every major north Americaity there are probably five or six
surgeries per day in which the heart is stoppedt tbdmention accident victims who are
resuscitated by -- well, by anybody with CPR traghwho passes by in time. Drowning vic-
tims in particular have a very high instance otisestation if reached in good time. Now
multiply that by the number of cities, by the days year, and by the number of years since

we've been able to do this, and you'll find thanber much more credible.”

"But if there are so many people who have hadekperience, why are there not

books about it? Why are major universities nohdakesearch into it? Why...?"
"But therearel | can give you the titles of several good NDEka Chapel Hill has

even published a few. I'd be pleased to send gpies, if you wish. And if you want to read

about research, I'll give you some good websitesad your search.”
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"Websites?"

"Surely you're not going to tell me that you haventomputer at home. Don't you

‘surf the net’ as the kids say? Or at least usead?"

"I have a computer at work, and get a lot of mylmaiit, but my admin assistant usu-
ally does my replies. I'm afraid it's too late foe to learn to type. | think Liz uses e-mail
quite a lot though. She has one of those littlaaters that come in a briefcase that she
carries to work and back. Laptops, | think thegaled. Anyway, | thought home computers

were for kids to play games."

"Ask Liz to show you the Web, Harry. Then get yamlif a computer, set up an internet
account, and stand by to be amazed! You don't eged to learn to type, if you don't want

to."

"I'll do that, Maurice. But tell me about your dre -- sorry, your experience."

"Yes, of course. This was in ninety five, late ®epber. | was driving back from a
meeting in Ottawa. | deal a lot with the peopléhatGovernment Publishing Centre there;
we work with them on a number of titles. 'Co-Pshing', they call it. If the weather is good
and | can spare the time | like to drive there badk. This was a Friday evening and as |
drove through Oshawa it started to rain. Welhatl been a hectic three days in Ottawa, and |
was a little tired -- but let's skip the excusdmllswe? The traffic was as usual going far too
fast for the conditions, and it was very heavyguéss you're not interested in the road condi-
tions or weather report, either. As our Chairnres to say, I'll come straight to the point. |
crashed the car. | was doing about a hundredeandithit the car in front and skidded side-
ways. | was hit from behind by a hearse, of aligh, and sideswiped by a pickup truck. My
car rolled. | had no airbag in the car | ownethat time and | wasn't wearing my seatbelt.
Some people say it wasn't an accident, it was filgge suicide attempt. | must admit that |

see their point. It was by far the most stupidghive ever done. And | paid for it. | died.
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"l opened my eyes expecting to see the crumpledshield or the buckled steering
wheel, but | found myself looking at the wrecked. chcould smell gasoline fumes, and my
first thought was 'Thank God | got out in time.'néver struck me to question how I'd man-
aged that particular trick, nor how come | wad stibne piece. | walked around the car, and |
saw winking blue lights coming along the shouldethought 'lucky for somebody that an
ambulance was in the traffic line-up'. | neverugbt thatlt was the lucky one, but that came
later.

"Then without knowing how, | was floating above #exident. |1 saw the ambulance
making its way along the shoulder, and | saw pegpténg out of their cars and running
forward to see if they could help. | floated baldkvn, seeing nothing odd about my ability to
do this, and went to speak with one of them; herigint throughme! | thought, no way, he
couldn'thave done that. | must be so shaken up fromdtident that my imagination is

playing tricks on me.

"And then | saw the tunnel. It wasn't leading updgabut opened right in front of me.
It was right about then that | realised | was deBdt there were no trumpets or celestial
choirs; no angels to meet me and guide me to tadyP@ates. I've been a practicing Chris-
tian all my life, and I'm not sure what | expectbdf not something like this. Everything was
very quiet, very calm. | couldn't hear any eartidyses at all. Without thought, | stepped into

the tunnel and started to walk along it.

"Harry, this was no illusion caused by dying newrfiring along the length of my op-
tic nerves. It was a tunnel, damn it. | walkeohal for a while, perfectly content, and then |
realised that | wasn't walking, more like floatialgng. | stopped my legs from moving but
continued to go forward. And yes, there was lafithe end of it. Not spectral, heavenly
light; just light.

"Before too long | noticed that someone was wakiy my side. | started moving my

legs again because it felt more natural and somefoonforting in that strange place, and here
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was this fellow walking in step with me. He wasrsunded by a beautiful white light which
seemed to come from within him. As soon as | maticis presence the most wonderful feel-
ing of peace and joy came over me. | was fillethwave for this being, and I felt his love for
me as a tangible thing. | asked him "Are you Go#f&'smiled and said "No, I'm not God." |
asked "Are you Jesus Christ?" He smiled againsari“Neither am | Jesus Christ". So |
asked him "Are you Saint Peter, then, come to rejutigment on me?" and he said "No, I'm

simply a friend who has come to talk with you."

"Without knowing how we got there we were out of tannel and walking along a
path in a broad green valley. There were treesth side, more heavily wooded towards the
tops of the hills. There were people everywhere|lsxg about or sitting on the grass, singly
and in small groups. | asked who they were, tipesple, and my friend said "Oh, they are
just like you." 1 asked "You mean they're dea@Pd he said "Hardly that, Maurice; let's just
say that they've been asleep and just recentlyewemk But never mind them, | have to talk

to you."

"So we sat on the grass, and my new friend asketDideyou find what you were
seeking?" and | said | didn't know what he meae. said "Was your life on Earth satisfac-
tory? Did you accomplish what you went there t8'dd said | still didn't understand, and he

asked "Did you find love?"

"l thought this was a strange question, but | ad&r®d it for a moment and said "Yes,
my life was filled with love, from my parents, myends, my wife and children. | have

known love all my life."
"Then he said: 'That's alright then. But you ham@nished business'."
"l asked him why he should think so, and he pointechy waist. | saw then that there

was a slim silver belt fastened around my waist@mthected to something behind me by a
silver cord which ran back into the distance uintibuld no longer see it. He said "That is



your connection to earth. It is not yet sever¥du still have things to do there before you

can come home."

"l thought about that, too. | thought of how myf@yiAngela would be totally devas-
tated when she heard of my death, and how she alashé® would weep so. | thought of my
children, who live far from Toronto now, and of gdzhildren | would never meet. | remem-
bered the plans that Angela and | had made foraiirement, which would be starting in a
few years. All gone now. So | said to him "Yebale unfinished business; I'm barely sixty
years old. I'd planned on at least ten more ga&aalsy maybe more. | suppose it's too late to
fret about it, but | wish | could at least have hgela better prepared. Not financially,

there's always been lots of money, but she's gidsslin so many other ways."

"And then my friend said "It's not too late; not fe@u. If you wish, you can go back
and finish what you went to earth to do.” | shoomkhead. "No, it's too late now. I've been
dead for an hour or more (which I though was hongltd been in the tunnel and the valley)
and my brain has been without oxygen for far togglol'd go back as a living vegetable and
cause nothing but heartache to the people | lo¥ad he replied: "Not so. Make your

choice, Maurice. That's all you need to do."

"Well | guess | made my choice, because | lost comasness for a moment and when |
opened my eyes | was in the ambulance on its wayTiaronto, and every single part of my
body hurt like hell. The first thing | heard wa®tParamedic saying "Welcome back, buddy.

It was touch and go for a while, but you're goiodpé alright.”

The two men sipped their brandy, saying nothingaftong minute. Then Harry said
"Maurice, the last thing on earth that | want toislargue with you or upset you, but your tale
strikes me as so much like my dreams that | coalelwritten it up as one of my own. The
time lapses; the instant transportation from s¢erseene; floating and flying; freedom from
physical pain; magic tunnels and spectral beigysyour own admission you were uncon-
scious through all this, so how can you be sureytha weren't dreaming?"
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"How can | be sure that I'm not dreaming now, Harrjve dreamed all my life. |
don't claim your expertise in that area, but I'veathed enough to know the difference. I'm
not dreaming now, and | wasn't dreaming then."

The two men moved on to discuss other things, tabésh the basis for a good work-
ing relationship between their two companies as agethe beginning of an enduring friend-
ship. The evening passed very pleasantly. Itmidsight before Harry left for his hotel. He

made a small note in his diary before going to biddar Death Experiences (NDE). Ask Liz
about Web.

Remembering the last time he had convened a meeftiBgrton's board, Harry en-
tered the boardroom with some trepidation, buféass were groundless. As he followed
Louise through the door the entire board stoodcheered. Harry blushed, stammered, sat.
He nodded to Mick Shaw at the far end of the tabbley was wearing a neckbrace, but seemed

otherwise recovered. He looked for Don Harrodl saw Susan James in his seat.
"Any news of Don, Susan," he asked.
"I'd be pleased to discus it with you after the timeg if that's OK Mr. Murphy."

"l think that Don has many good friends aroundtid#e who would very much like to
hear news of him."

"I'm afraid that the news isn't good, sir. I'd yarefer to speak with you privately,
then if you wish me to do so I'll give a full repat the next board meeting."
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"l will accept your better judgement in this areldarry said, with a small smile. "Let's

move on, then."

Harry gave news of the AGI meeting from the presiaieek and invited questions.
There were several and Harry had answers. He anayedly through the business of the day

and wrapped up.

"I'm making some changes in procedure for thesding=" he said, as people started
making preparations to leave. "For starters, agular attendee of these meetings, or any
properly named delegate (he nodded to Susan) @l lve entitled to add agenda items. With
the greatest deference to Theo, | know that theneomfeeling about these board meetings is
that they were largely a waste of time. That i;migdo change. Now | don't simply want to
send you a list of topics before each meeting,ritwyau all to help me make sure that the
agenda is full of issues which need to be brouglthé attention of Burton's management for
discussion and decision. My only rule is that opic on the agenda must involve at least a
majority of us. An item which just involves two thrree of you, say, should be sorted between
yourselves, involving me if you need to. In figuthen, Louise will contact you three work-
ing days before the meeting for your agenda itefitgs will give her time to distribute copies
of any documentation that you want us to see befereéneeting. Use your common sense on
this. |1 mean, there's no point in asking us foopmion of a report and then handing out
copies of it at the meeting, so we all sit arourating for an hour or two. In any case if
anyone tries that I'll simply table the documemtdiscussion at the next meeting and move
right along. Last minute itentanbe added, but they'd better be important. Ifrgouhsure

about an item, call me. Any questions?"

There were none. On the way out Mick Shaw and Rehmards stopped to congratu-
late Harry personally. "Meeting suit you?" Harskad. "Or did | just pull another 'Theo'?"
"Well, Murph," Mick replied, "If there's an opposito 'pulling a Theo', I reckon you just did
it."

190



Ron departed but Mick hung back. "l understand you to thank for keeping the
dogs off me while | was out of it on the cobble&®fi he said to Harry "Not so," Harry re-
plied. "Don't listen to that Harry-the-Hero nonsenl was knocked out of it in the first few

seconds of the battle and watched the end ofrt tfee sidelines after my vision cleared."

"No Harry-the-Hero?" Mick asked. "I'm a bit sacdbabthat, Murph. [ kind of liked
you in the 'Dirty Harry' role, beating up the bad/g."

"You'd do me a favour if you'd straighten the relc@cotty. I've tried myself but peo-
ple say 'oh, he's just being modest'."

"Well, Murph, you know I think I'll just leave thgs as they are. | appreciate what you
tried to do, what youneantto do, and that took courage. | think it suitssinaf us at Burton's

just to leave the medals on your chest."

Harry met with Susan James and learned that Dorswasverely depressed that his
family physician was talking of having him hospigald for treatment. Despite a steady stream
of visitors telling Don that it was in no way heult, he continued to blame himself for the
death of Steve Banks. He had told Susan "I tth@man under the truck, how can I not be
responsible for his death?" Mick Shaw had visdad told Don "It was me that threw Stevie
over my shoulder, and plain bad luck that the tmazked by right about then!" but Don had
refused to respond. Harry promised himself thavbeld visit with Don as soon as possible

and felt guilty that he had not already done so.
At three thirty Harry stepped out of his office gmeéssed the elevator button. "I'm
gone for the day," he told Louise in passing. "&mnhe shopping to do, so you're in charge.”

Louise grinned. "l've got your mobile number," siagd. "I'll find you if there's a Code Two."

"Thereare no more Code Twos," Harry said as the elevator dosed.
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"Oh, of course not!" Louise said, turning pink. d@oTwo was their private shorthand

for a 'Panicked Theo' emergency.

Harry drove out of Halifax heading north-east anitbfved highway 102 up to the exit
at Bayer's Lake Park, known to local shoppers asBig Box Shopping Centre." He parked
outside Future Shop, stepped through the doorwdyrestantly froze, mesmerised by the huge
display of computer hardware, software and periglkerithin the cavernous store. He had
asked Liz about her computer and been somewhatisenlgo find that she claimed little
expertise in this field.

"I know how to use the thing, Harry, but it's litee car. | know which levers to pull
and what buttons to press, but | haven't the faintka of what's going on inside or how the
thing works. When | bought my laptop | simply wémtFuture Shop, spoke with one of their

young men, and followed his advice."

"Yes, but what do | do when they start talking syaed bits and megathings?" Harry
had asked.

"Tell him you only speak English.”

"Can | help you, sir," a young salesman had notldady's hesitance.

"I need a computer."

"You're in the right store, then. Do you have apgcifications?"

"You mean Rams and Gigahertz, stuff like that? afraid | only speak English."

"English will do fine. 1 really meant do you hasemething specific in mind that you
want todowith the computer? Do you want to play games pfoitexample, or keep finan-

192



cial records, follow your investments? Or send auive electronic mail? What I'm getting

at is that 1 don't want to sell you a sports cawoil really need a lawn tractor. Or vice versa."

"Ah," said Harry with some relief,Thosespecifications, | can handle. What | want to
do is learn how to use the World Wide Web to finibrmation. Is that specific enough for

you?"

"It's a very good start.”

They looked at several impressive laptops but wiamy saw the large screen desktop
displays he decided that he'd prefer a stationargain He listened to the pros and cons of
high speed cable internet versus high speed motemedines, talked about the size of Hard
Drive he would need to store his programs and filag and gradually the bytes and bits all
fell into place. He left after an hour with thesasance that everything he would need was
contained in one or another of the big boxes irtitinek of his car. He also had the phone
number of "Dan the Disk Doctor", a young computzesces graduate who would, for a fee,
help Harry install, debug and operate his new systéHarry called Dan the Doctor and made

arrangements to get his computer up and runninéptleaving weekend.

Compared to learning the Clarinet, Harry found thagrating his home computer was
easy. Of course much of this was due to Dan Rohirs"Dan the Disk Doctor" -- who took
care of anything remotely complex or difficult. iDset up an account for Harry with a local
service provider and interconnected all of the congmt parts of his system. He automated
the log-in process and turned his back while Hamped in his password. "If your password is
your wife's name, forwards or backwards, Mr. Murply suggest that you change it. Sorry, |
should have mentioned that earlier. Don't uselfan@mes or birthday numbers. The safest

password is a random collection of numbers andrkett

Harry, who didn't see the need for a passwordarfitkt place, backspaced Z-I-L and
entered T-H-E-O-D-O-R-E.

193



All that Harry had to do to reach the World Wide Migas press three keys; one to
turn on the system, a second to activate his welvser, and a third to connect to the internet.
Then he needed only to move the pointer arounddheen by means of his "mouse," clicking

on whatever caught his attention.

Dan showed him how to do a simple search, usingiigene from his home page. He
typed in the letters N-D-E and sat back. His festirch attempt scored over a million "hits",
and left him shellshocked by the experience. Wigithe first web page on his hit-list Harry
found several dozen books on the subject of Neath3eand a cross-linkage to a second site
which contained several thousand first hand acsooiguch experiences.

He was overwhelmed.
He stayed up past three o'clock on Sunday morm@ading accounts, book extracts,
theories and counter theories. When Liz came dovdrag him away from the computer he

was wide eyed and open mouthed in amazement.

"It's like every library in the world at my finggus," he said. "Private libraries in-

cluded. | can't get over the size of it."

"Hang in there, Harry," Liz told him. "You're imarea | know something about now,
using the web for research. Tomorrow | can showlyow to refine your searches to get
specific information, and if you're a really gooalyd might show you how to use your credit

card on-line to order some of those books you tmathe screen."

Head spinning, Harry followed Liz upstairs.
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Harry Murphy's Dream Diary: Monday Auqust 3

I was in a large office complex. It was night, ahd building seemed unoccupied. | walked
along an empty corridor, lit only by emergency lanptaced at intervals along the low ceil-

ing. My feet made no sound on the plush carpetiwtovered the entire floor.

| came to a double-door and went through to fingatfyin a large auditorium. The seats
were wooden benches, arranged in semicircles fagisgnall stage on which sat a wooden
podium. There was a small, illuminated lecterrttompodium. | walked down a staircase
which bisected the semi-circular seats and steppednto the stage. | saw that there was a
thick stack of papers on the lectern, and on tipepiage "Harry Murphy" was printed in large,
black letters. | turned the page to see closdigetpoint type which covered the page. Flip-
ping through the stack | saw that there were huddiaf pages covered in this tiny, hard-to-
read type. |tried to read the page which | wakihmy, but the type danced in front of my
eyes. | gave up and replaced the page, but apped from the podium an uneasy feeling

came over me, as though | had forgotten somethipgitant.

| climbed the stairs to return to the corridor, ke door now led to a parking lot, lit by a
solitary lamp fastened high on the side of theding | had just left. There was only one car
in the lot, but | recognised it as mine. It walsie, older-model Rolls Royce Silver Ghost,
painted now in a high-gloss black. The amber ligfthe sodium lamp high above was re-
flected in the paintwork like a surrealistic moohtook the keys from my pocket and started

towards the car.

As | crossed the lot | saw movement over by thewiere the lot joined the street. Three
figures, dimly backlit by the lights from the stregere walking towards me. | hurried to my
car, opened the door and jumped in. | locked thersland checked that all of the windows

were tightly wound to the top. The three figurasrdered slowly towards my car.

| turned the key and automatically started my Re&heck. | could account for the last few

minutes, and | knew that | was at my office buddimbout to leave after a long, tiring day at
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work. | had successfully read the papers on tbeete in the auditorium, and....... No. That
wasn't right. | could only read my name, in latg#ers on the top sheet. The other, smaller
letters had jumped about so much that | had abaeddhe attempt to read them. | pinched
myself, hard, on the cheek and winced from the. pbiook out my driver's licence...... the
letters blurred and swam in front of my eyes. fiils¢ of the three figures had arrived at my
car. He was a slim young man, dressed compleasliar as | could tell, in black leather. He

started to pound on the window, and his two collesgrapidly joined in.

Their inconsiderate actions made me furious. |mebdown the driver's side window and
yelled at the three men "Will You Please Stop Btapid Noise!! Can't you see that | am
trying to do a Reality Check here!l!

The three men disappeared. They did not walk athay, simply ceased to be there.

And | knew then that | must be dreaming.

| sat in the car and focussed on the soft glovhefihstrument panel. All around me the scen-
ery started to take on an illumination of its owFhe interior of the car, the parking lot, the
high walls of the dark building, everything begargtow. | looked at my hands and saw the
same bright glow surrounding my fingers. The glomn my body had a faint violet tinge to

it, and sparks flashed deep within the aura. Atdhme time a wonderful feeling stole over
me; a feeling of expectation, reminiscent of thg Whad felt as a young boy, waking on
Christmas morning, sneaking silently down darkrstén the treasure trove of the living room.
Something very wonderful was about to happen to$tay in the Dream, | told myself. Stay

in the Dream!!! Pleeeeease stay in ................

| woke up.

Tuesday Auqust 04: Notes

That was a Lucid Dream. It didn't have the deptimtensity of my visit with Margaret, and

certainly not the duration. But it was lucid; ahdid it on my own. Now all I have to do is
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learn how to stay in the dream. How to wake up sbay asleep. | think my Dreambook said
that should take somewhere between two weeks Bfietirae. | don't know what the dream
signifies; the office building, the parking lot titsi Somehow that doesn't seem especially

important any more.

| lay awake for a long time, and eventually, farfef disturbing Liz, | got up at about four
thirty. | spent the rest of the night at my computeading a lot of nonsense about spirits

leaving their bodies and going down a long tunrfdight to speak with Jesus Christ.

END.

Harry learned to surf the net proficiently in véityle time. Within a week he was
spending so much time on-line that Liz arrangechigh speed cable to be installed at the
house and connected to his computer. While Haay very grateful to her for this new de-
velopment (he now needed to press amgbutton to access his web pages) Liz claimed that

she had only done it to regain the use of her ielep.

Liz showed him how to download files for later réeg] and soon he had amassed a
large virtual library of NDE experiences. Despite rapid adaptation to the high-tech world
Harry still liked to print out his files and perudem in his fireside chair or in bed, where he
could cover them with scribbled notes, cross refees and comments. As a result the house
soon began to fill up with odd pages, singly opkd into small files, and often to be found in
the oddest places. Under the impression thatthssdiverting Harry from more threatening

pursuits, Liz learned to live with the clutter.

Harry had been prepared for the volume of caseestiavailable to him through the
medium of the web, but was surprised by the vari8thile the large majority of the NDEs

described visions of peace and beauty, some of tahevidently been trips to Hell and back.



In the case of the former most of the people wirned to life claimed to have lost all fear of
death. On the other hand those who returned fhemmightmare NDEs lived in constant fear
of a return to whatever they had encounteredalrmost all cases, positive or negative, the

experience triggered significant life changes.

On a website titled "Hollywood Near Death Accourttgrry found a list of well
known names who had undergone an NDE. It readhi&eyuest list for the opening night of
the big screen's latest blockbuster epic. PetézrSerovided details of his experience, while
Burt Reynolds merely confessed to having had d&ré& Estrada, Donald Sutherland, Gary
Busey, Larry Hagman and Lou Gosset Junior weraellided in the list. Elsewhere Harry
found details of NDE accounts from scientists dbtiadciplines, Politicians of all stripes, Bu-
reaucrats, Doctors, Lawyers, Schoolteachers andeBan The NDE experience seemed to be
totally non-discriminatory; an equal opportunity@oyer. Even Carl Jung, close associate of
Sigmund Freud and a pioneer of modern psycholoay,experienced and recorded an NDE

episode.

An interesting site compared the NDE accounts opfeefrom various faiths and as-
sorted geographical locations. Apparently theriglrof light" encounter was very common to
Christians of all persuasions, but was rarely #ofao Hindu NDE accounts. It seemed that
the Divine Powers had provided an environment whitdwed participants to view the ex-
perience in whatever form they found most comfdetalkither that, or there were competing

NDE suppliers on the "other side".

Several small, isolated accounts proved to be edpeinteresting to Harry. In one of
these a young woman, blind from birth, was ablse® for the first time in her life during her
NDE. She gave detailed accounts of what she hawhich were too close to the real thing
to be written off as hallucinations. Returningh&r body, she was once again blind. Harry
tried to imagine how he would describe a tree rowhstances where he had never seen one.

Or to describe that same tree from observatiorgsofiose, ears and fingertips alone.
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He was intrigued by the case of "P", an uniderdiffeung girl, as told to and reported
by a nurse who had worked with the young patiéRt. had undergone serious heart surgery,
involving several separate operations, which hatienrend been unsuccessful. Finally the
team of doctors working with the teenager had datezd that only a transplant held any hope
for a longer term solution. After waiting monties a suitable donor, the transplant surgery
finally took place on the day before Christmas,@9%s the team of surgeons cut into the
child's chest and removed the diseased, barelyitumcg heart, P left her body and hovered
over the operating table. Not surprisingly therygster had developed a strong distaste for
things medical, and decided not to hang arounteroperating room. Passing easily through
closed doors -- and even through solid walls +akelled around the hospital, eavesdropping
on conversations here and there, and finally endpmgn the roof of the building. While
floating around up there, enjoying the beauty eflteavy snowstorm which was blanketing
the city, P noticed a strange thing. A blue ptaséindal had somehow found its way onto a
small ledge at the western edge of the roof. & wamall sandal, probably belonging to a
child, and was light enough to have been carrigd tre roof by a strong gust of wind, or

perhaps by a curious bird. As she watched, theéadavas rapidly covered by snow.

The surgical team experienced great difficulty with transplant, but the operation
was eventually successful. The new heart was edita beat, and the patient was taken to
recovery. Recover she did, and before leavindntspital she told the story of her out-of-
body wanderings to a nurse with whom she had dpeedloover the long months of her treat-
ments, a strong friendship. The nurse, havingcheBNDE cases, attempted to verify the
story by contacting people whose conversationsieath overheard, and met with a reason-
able degree of success. The nurse was not abletk the story of the small slipper due to
continued bad weather, and when she was finally tabet one of the janitorial staff to check

the roof he reported finding no such object.
Months later, the snow long gone, the nurse wagiwgher notice before transferring

out of the city, and on impulse climbed the sttorthe roof and checked the door. It was
open. She walked to the western rim of the rood, slowly along the edge. At about the mid
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point of her walk she spotted and retrieved withditficulty a small, blue plastic sandal,

probably the property of a young child.

Harry thought long on this story. He did not doitbtveracity. Why would the child
or the nurse manufacture such a tale? Not for faimeaously, as neither of them had even
wanted their names used in the story. Certaintyfaramoney. But if it were true, how was it
possible? How could the child haleeamedabout the sandal unless she kadwnabout the
sandal? And how could she hdwewnabout the sandal unless she badnthe sandal? And
how could she haveeenthe sandal when at the time of the sighting hestivas open and

devoid of a functioning heart?

Harry found several such cases in his first fewsdafyresearch, and they gave him
much to think about. He could not find it withimtself to dismiss thirty million North
Americans as cranks or liars, particularly whes timoup included many prominent citizens,
people whom Harry had long admired and respecié. stories could be neither fabrications
nor hallucinations. Could it really be that in Buzases the spirit detached itself from the body
and moved independently of it? Was that also whppened in dreams? Then what was
Margaret, his girl in white? Was she more tham gusianifestation of his subconscious mind?
More than merely a symbolic way of communicatinghwiis inner self? Could she possibly
be a spiritual being in her own right? If so, piemed up entirely new perspectives on the

whole business of creative dreaming.

He realised that he would have to face up to aad @ith a concept which had played
at the fringes of his mind for some time now; thea that these episodes concerned something
far removed from the subconscious mind of the de¥arm fact quite separate from any part
of the physical being. These were voyages ndt@htind, but of the spirit; and taking place
not within the brain, but ......... where? Hangad rejected religion at a very early age -- barely
into his teenage years -- and with it had gonectireept of his immortal soul. He was quite
ready to believe that his brain/mind had sevesadlie as identified many years ago by Freud
and still accepted, with some modifications, byms&ieam psychology. In fact the whole

purpose of his efforts in creative dreaming hachlbeeeach and communicate with these
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deeper levels of his mind; to seek guidance aspination from them. But the thought of a
separate spiritual body, leaving the dead phy&icdly and having adventures all of its own --

Harry still found the concept very difficult to sikawv.

He would definitely need to think about this.
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Harry Murphy's Dream Diary: Wednesday August 5

It was late evening, somewhere towards the cerfiteegoeat city. | was sitting in an old car;
old only in years, not in condition. It was a RdRoyce Silver Ghost, but no longer in its
original colour. It had been professionally paidta high-gloss jet black, and the reflection of
city lights in its immaculate paintwork resembledight sky twinkling with distant stars. The
car was in mint condition; the motor ran with atsodirr, only discernible because the car was
not in motion. | was late leaving the office gam. Very late, this time. | knew that my wife
would be annoyed to find me arriving home past mgitnand | could not fault her for feeling
that way. | slipped the car into reverse and bac&et of my parking space. Changing into
first gear | rolled across the deserted parkingadotd out onto the road. The attendant's hut at
the parking lot entrance was deserted at that keder, and | drove slowly through the exit
onto a quiet city street. As | crossed the sidkwald turned left | saw that the city was not yet
totally deserted. Three young men, dressed hetaktm black leather, lounged against the
wall close to the lot. | was sure that they wepea@no good, and | was glad to be safely
beyond their reach. Nevertheless, | pressedla hitirder on the accelerator pedal and left
the trio behind as rapidly as possible. In my r@aw mirror the dark tower of my office

building receded and disappeared.

| accelerated along the slipway to the six lane@fvay leading out of the city and settled to a
comfortable cruising speed of one ten. | switahedhe radio, pre-tuned to my favourite
station, and the clea, haunting notes of Debus§itar de Lune" filled the car. | crossed
smoothly over an enormous bridge and watched tiyeskyline grow smaller in my mirror as

| headed for the eastern suburbs.

The scene in my rearview mirror had now grown bldck as | swept my eyes over the glass
in a routine check | saw the lights of a distant appear and begin to close rapidly. No doubt
some other poor fool working until midnight to affduxuries he could never find the time to
enjoy. As | watched, the headlights separatedt aNmr, then, but a pair of motorcycles. Not
a pair, but a trio. As the lights drew rapidly skr a third light split away from the pair. |

eased off the gas pedal. | had no intention afhing down any kind of challenge to a trio of
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young bucks, high at least on hormones if not difical stimulants. | dropped back to
eighty, sure that they would roar on past, baradjieing a single slow-moving car in the far

right lane.

But they did not pass. Not all of them. While bithe bikes took up flanking stations, one

sped past and rode vanguard. | saw his brakeligish as he began to slow down.

| became immediately suspicious. At this speeskttieee idiots presented no threat to me. If
any were foolish enough to challenge my two-toom@obile at high speed, there could be
only one outcome; perhaps some minor bodywork trbigimeeded on my car, but major
bodywork would be needed on the riders who canoecioitact with it. But if they were to
force me to slow down, and perhaps stop, | wouldtlibeir mercy on this dark, lonely stretch

of road. | could not, would not, take such a clanc

The car purred with power as | floored the gas pedal steered between the front rider and
his colleague to my left, but just as | did sorider in front veered left into the path | had
chosen for my escape. | couldn't miss him. | idiately began to calculate the best course of
action; whether to stop and use my cellphone tbfoahelp -- and risk the wrath of the re-
maining two bikers -- or to continue onwards, argkthe wrath of the Provincial Police in
their pursuit of a hit-and-run driver. Before l@d come to any conclusion | hit the front

runner head on. And drove through him.

In my rearview | could see the three riders. TWwe flankers seemed to be berating their
friend for some reason, probably for the stupid rot suicidal -- piece of riding he had just
demonstrated. He was incredibly lucky to be &aimd still riding his bike in view of the fact
that | had just ---------

---- driven through him?

Time for a Reality Check.

203



| didn't need one. There was no need to ask mybelfe | was or who | was, or to try to read
my driver's licence. | already knew that if | tcaky document out of my pocket the writing on
it would flow and dance before my eyes. Motord&ydo not dissolve when hit by large

cars. Exceptin dreams.

In my mirror the bikes and their riders were gobat the distant city skyline was back, aglow
with a faint blue light. Inside the car the sanght surrounded all objects, flesh, fabric or
metal.

Please let me stay in the dream. | will agtaken. | willstay in the dream.

| opened the door and stepped out onto the hardldeo | took a few steps along the high-
way and looked around at the glowing scenery.ld hey breath for fear of awakening. 1 took
a cautious step back towards the car.........

...... and woke up.

Thursday August 6: Notes
Closer, but no cigar yet. Last time | managedt&y $n my dream for about ten seconds after

it turned lucid; tonight | stayed for over a mieutThat's progress.

This time | was up and surfing the net by four alim averaging two hours sleep per night.

Can't go on like this for too long.

END

The difference between a civilised man and a saistigee days without water, five
days without food or a week without proper sleeffter a week of two hours sleep per night

Harry began to show serious signs of coming apgalteaseams. His road manners were rap-
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idly deteriorating, and his driving was becomingydmore dangerous. For the first time in

his entire driving career he had started to uséthme to signal his intentions and an upraised
digit to signal his arrogance. On the highway foeid regularly hog the centre lane at speeds
averaging one-thirty and frequently touching orirkilometres per hour. On the Friday
evening of his first week of partial insomnia Haregeived his first speeding ticket in seven-
teen years. On the Saturday morning he receiveddtond, and a three point penalty against

his licence.

On the following Monday morning Harry staggeredintork at 9:30 and, when
Louise tactfully pointed out that five people hageh waiting for him in the boardroom for
over an hour, Harry growled at her to tell themt@lgo to Hell. Although Louise told them no
such thing, by the time Harry condescended toistepthe boardroom, twenty minutes later,

the delegation had left.

Expecting his insomnia to be a transitory thingsriaid not seek help. He had read
that the body cannot be long deprived of sleep,thatiwhen a certain point is passed the
mind will take the sleep it needs, whatever thewirstances. He recalled stories of British
soldiers during the First World War who had takeeray trenches by approaching silently to
find the entire opposing forces sleeping as souasdlgabies. His grandfather had told stories
of how, as a young soldier himself, he had leatoddke his sleep where he could find it,

which sometimes had included, he swore, marchirigrmmation with his fellows.

So Harry waited, sleepless night after sleeplegistnfor his mind to seize, in despera-
tion, an opportunity to sleep again. But it did happen. In the first week of August he

averaged two hours of sleep per night. In thersgeeeek he slept not at all.
At the office he moved as though through a thiak fofog which numbed all of his

senses, and through which the faces and voices gbheagues came to him muffled and

vague. He countered these with equally vague resgsoor none at all.
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Louise ran out of excuses, and delegated much of/davork to helpful colleagues or
handled it herself. Where possible she procrasthand hoped that by the time the issue

reasserted itself Harry would be back to his oltiased ready to deal with it.

At the elevator one morning the opening of the daggered a Reality Check, and
while a young finance clerk held open the door twgifor her CEO to enter, Harry proceeded
to tell her where he had come from that morningenethe was currently standing, and where
he was heading. This completed, Harry withdrewnraiet and extracted his driver's licence,
which he found difficult to bring into clear focusie then asked the young clerk to pinch him
and offered his cheek for this service. Recoilmghock the clerk released the button she had
been holding and the door closed on Harry. Hawimigfelt the pinch, having been unable to
read his licence, and being no longer certain whereas supposed to be heading, Harry
concluded that he was dreaming and shuffled othteobuilding to the parking lot. Half an
hour later Louise found him sitting at the wheehdf car staring vacantly through the wind-
shield. Using Harry's cellphone she called Lientimudged Harry into the passenger seat,

took his keys from his limp fingers, and drove hiome.

Between the two of them they managed to get Hato/the house and parked him in
his recliner chair in the living room. Liz thartkkouise profusely and waited with her until
the cab she had called arrived. Liz knew that yiainsomnia had reached a point where
professional help was needed, and strode intawimglroom to confront him on this.

"Harry.......... " she began. But Harry was sourafiieep.

Harry Murphy's Dream Diary: Thursday August 13

| was driving a black Rolls Royce along a dark wgly. In my rearview mirror | could just
make out the distant lights of a city skylinewdts late, and | was tired. Too many nights
lately had seen me working over my desk, my callesitpng since departed for home and
supper. Now it was almost midnight, and it wowddainother half hour before | saw my own
front door. Liz would be furious with me, and wdomld blame her?
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In my mirror | saw the lights of a distant car, whiseemed to be closing on me very rapidly. |
was in no mood to enter a motor race with sometimbager, high on testosterone, nor was |
eager to get into a discussion with an RCMP offmesr a speeding infraction. | slowed to let

the car catch up and overtake.

As the car came closer | saw the headlights sepaatl then close back up, and | realized
that it must be a pair of motor cycles rather thatar. Since the neither the Provincial Police
nor the Mounties patrolled in pairs, | knew tha¢$le must be civilian bikers, and | sped up

again.

| switched on the radio and the soothing sound3etfussy's "Clair de Lune" filled the car.
The bikers were closing rapidly and | saw now thate were three of them. | relaxed and,
foolishly, closed my eyes. Just for a secondt tdugst my eyelids. | opened my eyes to find
the car heading down the hard shoulder at a hundned thirty kilometres per hour, twenty
feet away from the huge concrete abutment of arpass. | had no time even to jerk the

wheel or press the brake pedal, and my two-tonraatile met the concrete head on.

And passed through it.

REALITY CHECK.

Not necessary. | took my hands from the wheed caéh corrected its aberrant path and came

back into the slow lane on total cruise control.

The bikers had caught up to me. Two flanked mkewhe third took up station in front, and |
saw his talil light brighten as he touched the bsak&hey were trying to slow me down, to stop
my car on this desolate, deserted stretch of highovathe outskirts of an unidentified Cana-

dian city in the middle of the night in the middfemy dream.

| didn't wait for them. At a hundred and twentipkietres per hour | opened the door and

stepped out into the road. | stood in the middlthe highway and stared at the two bikers,



who had also come instantly to a stop and regardedrom fifty yards away. There was no

sign of the third. | walked towards them.

"Listen up, you sons of bitches," | yelled at théprobably have about ten seconds before |
wake up, and you two bastards are going to do ¢eorsds worth of talking if | have to
squeeze it out of you like toothpaste from a tubewho wants to go first? Now who the Hell

are you and what...."

The two turned towards one another. One of thathsamething like "Is he supposed to be
able to do that?" ..... and they both vanished.

| stood in the road, my temper cooling. My car kadished with the bikers, but | didn't care.
At the side of the road the trees were shining wigiale blue light. The sky now had a glow of
its own, and | saw that my hands and feet had bedaminous, a pale turquoise energy

streaming from my fingertips.

| walked along the road, waiting for the inevitalbeit it did not come. Tiring of my slow
progress | decided to fly home. | leaped intogky a capeless Superman -- and fell onto the
hard shoulder. It hurt!! I looked at my scrapeahlds, which seemed to be leaking translucent

turquoise blood.

"OK," | said to the air "I'm ready to wake up nowBut | did not wake up. "l know I'm at
home, lying next to Liz, probably snoring. Andikihogging the blankets. So I think I'll wake
up now." But still | dreamed on. From one extréméhe other, | thought. Couldn't fall

asleep; now | can't wake up.

But | felt calm and unconcerned, and | had no diipecto staying within the dream for a
while, although | would have been glad of a chaofyecenery.

"Hello, Margaret!" | called to the sky. "I made it'm here. Got your message; read chapter

twenty one and now I'm here. Come on down and &k a chat. Come show me how to do
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your travelling trick, and we'll go for a hike ihé mountains instead of along this bleak high-

way to nowhere."

No response. Wispy blue clouds crossed in froahaizure moon. Blue on blue, the colours
from the cover of my Dreambook.

I came to a small farm by the side of the roadory driveway of crusher-rock led past a
rickety barn and a small enclosed paddock to theskpa half kilometer back from the high-
way. | stood for a while, knowing that | had thmice of exploring the farmhouse or continu-
ing along the highway. | was Dreaming Lucidly, amgiting for wonderful things to happen.

Where were my magic abilities? Where were my sppeers? | couldn't even fly!!

| walked through the farmyard towards the house.nl left -- presumably the east -- the sky
was beginning to lighten. | expected at any minoiteear a cock crow. | thought I could

detect faint farm smells; silage; pig manure.

As | approached the house | saw a faint light caniiom one of the upper windows. A night-
light, perhaps, in the room of a child. Or the biel# candle of a farmer, rising to meet the

dawn, ready for his demanding day.

The front door was small and simple, but as | apph®d | saw that it was bordered by a slim
line of flickering flame. By the time | was cl@seugh to touch the door the flames had
grown higher and brighter, casting dancing shade@nghe path behind me. |touched the

flames and they jumped to my fingers, burning iketfire but like ice.
I knew what the door was. | lifted the latch andlped it open. With a last look at the peace-

ful farmyard and the now distant highway, | turiedhe door of yellow flame and stepped
through.
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Thursday August 13: Notes

| awoke to Liz's concerned, caring face. | waminrecliner, with my feet up and my head on
a pillow she had placed there for me. Despitettbat of the summer evening she had
wrapped a blanket around me; for comfort, not farmvth. She said "It's ten o'clock, Harry
my love. You've slept for almost twelve hoursuld/gou like something to eat? Or have you

still more sleeping to do?"

| stretched and threw off the blanket. | got upnirthe chair and held my beloved Liz close to
me. Though | could not see them | knew that steesuof beautiful turquoise energy were
flowing from me to her, and from her to me, andensrrrounding us and strengthening us

and protecting us from anything evil.

| felt hungry, and said so. | had done enough drieg for one night. | knew that my sleep
patterns were out of sequence, but | would corttezt soon enough.

| knew that | had mastered Lucid Dreaming. Omew that | had much to learn before | was

ready for my Superhero Cape, but | was ready tmleand eager to learn. There was no

hurry. | could go back any time | wanted to. tHaarned how to find the doorway.
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BEAUTIFUL DREAMER

Chapter 6:

Harry's sleep patterns rapidly returned to nornuaHarry did not. Following
his bout of insomnia he seemed to have undergeharage of personality. At first the
differences were subtle. The old happy-go-luckyridaad been replaced by a more
sober, more morose individual. Burton's employaghuted this to the unsettling
experience of the strike, with its terrible finaded/or to the added responsibilities of
his new position. In fact it owed its origin toitier of those factors. Harry was wres-
tling with strange, unsettling concepts which hpdiag directly from his new found

dreaming capability and from his recent research.

Harry had taken to the Word Wide Web like the prbiad duck to water, and now
roamed the internet until the early hours of mostnimgs in pursuit of new data. His readings
in Near Death Experiences had done no more thahhighappetite for more information on
the life of the (alleged) spirit, but he had fouhdt instead of answers his search led only to
more questions, and always of increasing complexdty NDE site which included an oblique
reference to past-life regression opened an eRérelora’'s Box of vexing questions. Harry
read about hypnosis and suggestibility. He foute$ svhich instructed in hypnotic technique.
He learned that hypnotised subjects could easilydosuaded to speak of long past events as
though they were currently living them; he readhoW subjects could be regressed back
beyond early birthdays and spoke of passing thra@usfinange period of disassociation into
previous lives -- lives which could later be higtafly verified. He located the story of his
namesake, Bridey Murphy, a young American woman,wdgressed to a previous life, had
given extensive, often intimate detail of the bifean Irish woman dead many years. He read
how a trip to Ireland had unearthed old parish r@gavhich verified the facts given by the
hypnotised subject -- facts which the young Americauld not possibly have known. And he
read how the whole thing had been discreditedfesud, and how the discreditors had them-
selves eventually been discredited, and how thdenksue was now more of a mystery than it

had ever been.
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He read how a young child had, without benefit yosis, given to her parents spe-
cific detail of a previous life in a different aged a different country; and how the intrigued
parents had, at considerable expense, verifiedhih@'s tales. How a woman in the south of
England had drawn to scale a map of a remote Spailliage, which compared closely to

maps held in a Madrid museum of that same village the sixteenth century.

From reincarnation he moved on to ghost sightimgshauntings. His first search
alone furnished several thousand first hand acsoufiience to poltergeists; to mediums and
séances; to bizarre messages furnished by Ouija$ida tales of table tipping and levitation.

There appeared to be no end.

Even Harry himself could not understand the deseravith which he pursued his
search for answers and explanations. Questionshwiad previously been of little or no

importance to him suddenly required answers asteen@ dire urgency.

He turned at last to religion, which he had rejéaat of hand many years before, but
in re-reading the Bible he found only those sanadlelv stories for children which he had
shunned previously; or perhaps, he concededesttoid in terms best suited to the unsophis-
ticated minds of the inhabitants of a land distasth in time and place. He recalled how, in a
less distant time and place, he had once passedyaafternoon with his science master - a
confirmed, card-carrying atheist. Together theg balculated what proportion of the earth's
surface would become submerged if every moleculeabér on the planet's surface were to be
converted from vapour or ice into liquid. By condeng several million tons of cloud and
melting several billion tons of polar ice, the thad concluded that the overall sea level would
rise some thirty feet. Given that even the |duké were several hundred feet high, there
would still be a large sufficiency of solid earthallow the inhabitants of the planet to con-
tinue their surface existence quite comfortablg. n@ich for Noah, his Ark and the great
Flood. On subsequent afternoons the two of thenmdeaublished, with much glee, tales of
talking serpents (no larynx), Adam and Eve versharlés Darwin (no fossils), the thousand

year lifespans of certain biblical notables (biatad)y unlikely), the parting of the Red Sea
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(hydrologically improbable), and the likelihoodwfgin birth (the pros and cons of which
severely confused the twelve year old Harry for sdie afterwards). He recalled sharing
the tale of these theosophical assassinationsarstthool chum who had turned out to be a
devout Roman Catholic. The boy had patiently erpldthat God, being God, could do
whatever he wanted to without the necessity ofa@rpig himself to puny Science Masters.

He had then driven home his point by giving Harty@dy nose for his temerity.

Books from various websites now arrived daily, &tairy immersed himself in a study
of comparative religion. He had of course knowet there were alternatives to Christianity,
each with its own theories of the origin and ultiendestination of mankind. He had heard of
Buddhism and Islam, knew that Native Americans heltheir own home-grown theosophies,
and considered that there may well be a half dotleer possibilities worthy of at least a

passing glance. He wasn't prepared for what heabgfound.

A web search for "Religions" identified sixty foomainstream earthly religions and
their major offshoots. He learned that, despiéedfforts of Christianity to suppress them, the
Druidic and Wiccan religions still flourished inree parts of the world. He read outlines of
Confucianism and Taoism, and learned that, far foemg a fabrication of horror fiction
writers, Voodoo was a legitimate religion with aadle following. While many of these
offered interesting alternatives to Christian tloggl (he developed a special affinity for Bud-
dhism) none of them spoke to Harry's burning besiccerns. If he were to concede that he
possessed an immortal soul, Harry believed, theretivere four simple questions he needed

to have answered with some degree of urgency:
-- Why was he so totally unaware of it?
-- Where had it come from?
-- Where was it all leading?

-- Why was it now imprisoned in this physical b&dy

No single website, book or theology answered th@sé concerns to anything
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remotely resembling Harry's satisfaction. In thd,elisenchanted, he gave up. He knew that,
with or without the virtually limitless amount afformation now available to him at the touch

of a button, he would still have to find his owrsamrs.

At work he became distracted and disinteresteds Whs clearly demonstrated at the
Plant's monthly meeting when the subject of Ed Klest\Engineering Department was tabled
for discussion. Engineering had long been giveditifor the very survival of Burton's Press.
It was due solely to the inventive constructionshef Plant's Engineers that the old equipment
had been cajoled into continued daily productidhe need to manufacture parts not available
elsewhere had produced, over the years, a verg,laggy well staffed and expensively
equipped unit. Given that Burton's hardware was band new and state-of-the-art, the need
for a large, costly Engineering Department had bezmoot. In the middle of a spirited,
sometimes acrimonious boardroom debate on theefwfuthe department Harry had remained
strangely silent. When an agitated Ed Knowles éskarry whether he intended to say any-
thing on the subject, Harry had replied that it &tshe same to him. Specifically he had
said: "What the hell does it matter? Do whatewer want." Whereupon he left. When he
eventually returned to his office Louise asked ehee had been for the last three hours.
Harry, with apparent surprise, said "Sorry, ditisay? I've been down at the Public Gardens,

feeding the ducks."

Harry Murphy's Dream Diary: Thursday August 20

| stepped into the dream and entered a dimensisrdpkere of silence and darkness. | floated
there enjoying the tranquillity of not being. Hetiene and space held little meaning. | knew
that | could float here for an eternity and awal@meyeblink after | had fallen asleep, or stay
only for a second and awaken after eight hourse ddrkness and silence were comforting,
and | drew the stillness into myself. When | weedy | imagined the door and it was there. |

moved towards it and opened it. | felt the ca@ &f the flames as | stepped through.
| saw that the sun was now high in the sky, amit kfie warmth of its rays on my face. |

walked through the small farmstead to the highwidyad hoped to find my dream-car here
(the Rolls Royce lived up to that definition inrgv&ense of the word) but the highway was
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deserted. No matter. Today | intended to statetkploration of my new universe, and |
could do this as well along this highway as else@hd&rimarily | hoped to find inhabitants.
Even the unpleasant youths from my previous higremagunter would do. | walked along
the highway and called out to whoever might beiwithnge of my voice. "Hello, Margaret.
Harry calling Fairy Godmother. Come in, GodmotHerWhen this elicited no reply | tried a
new tack. "Breaker, Breaker. Come on back, Goadid. Breaker on Channel Nine, this is
a Mayday. Come on back, anybody." When this faled | gave up and simply walked.

| knew that it was unimportant how far or how ldngalked. Whatever time and distance
might be involved | would still awaken in aboutrgigours in bed, next to Liz, and without the
blisters or aching muscles which a lengthy walk Mdnave normally produced. So | walked;

and observed; and allowed my thoughts to drift.

I noticed that the indigo glow of the surroundirugsery seemed to have lessened since my
last visit to the highway, and that my own enetggasners seemed likewise subdued. | at-
tributed this to the fact that | was now walkingrd the highway in daytime, rather than
night, and dim lights always seem brighter whenstiine goes down. | had been correct in
assuming that all of my senses were functionirggtaightened level, especially my eyesight.
| could identify individual hairs in the mane oharse grazing in a distant field. | could also
hear distant sounds with particular clarity, anthbught | could still detect the aroma of the

farmstead, now far behind me.

Apart from a few animals, all distant, there wese/fsigns of life. No cars passed me. No
farmers walked their fields. No aircraft left cam$ation trails in the high atmosphere. No
distant radios sent snatches of song over the haghviNo dogs barked at departing masters.
On a whim | knelt in the grass by the side of tigenway and peered at the ground from a
distance of about three inches. No bugs. Verlisteagrass, a perfectly passable dandelion,

scratchy grit. No grasshoppers. No ants.
| began to grow bored, and my thoughts starteddader. Where was my elusive "Angel”

now that | needed her? Where was Margaret, whottihe on the head in order to have me

open Chapter Twenty One and learn the Art of Libmelaming? Here | was, as ordered, and
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she had stood me up! |tried to remember her weynifrom the Viking dream: Be very care-

ful, she had warned me. Trust no-one; even youriogtincts could be dangerously mislead-
ing.

But where was the danger in this tranquil settinlg8t even a biting insect to spoil the seren-
ity. No little brown snakes to frighten and comfuse. | could remember my first dream as
though | had just now awakened from it. With highisl wondered how | could have possibly
missed the visual symbolism of the dream withigakeas and sharp iron rods -- and all of it
merely to tell me that Theo's job was not rightrfeg. Yet now that | had the job, it all seemed
so meaningless, so trivial. What did it matterthia final analysis, whether | served out my
days as Production Manager or Company President? @octor, as my mother had wanted.
Or fisherman, or farmer? Or garbage collector?tekfall of his days of close involvement
with his Grandfather's company, what did Theo havehow for it in the end? A comfortable
retirement, perhaps; but would he not be equallycasfortable in a small cottage as he was
in his multi-room lakeside mansion? | knew withdotibt or question that | would choose a
one room shack with Liz in it over Theo's palaéisiate without her. Poor lonely Theo. Poor

little rich boy. | wondered where he was now.

Fifty paces ahead, in the centre of the hard shenjldsaw the doorway. | did not know
whether it had been there all along without my hgwnoticed it, or had just sprung into being.
It stood seven feet high, four feet wide and wakneal by a pale yellow flame which was
hard to see under the bright sunlight. Withoutrigut walked up to it.

| looked behind the doorway and saw -- the back @borway. | examined it from the side,
and saw a vertical line of yellow fire. It didn&esm dangerous in any way, but | recalled that
my instincts were supposedly fallible and dangdsomssleading. What the Hell, I thought,
Nothing Ventured, nothing gained. And Fools rushlistepped through the door.

| found myself on hard packed grit. In front of amel to both sides the Alberta Badlands

stretched to the horizon -- behind me, too, fordberway was gone. Large stone pillars

surrounded me, abstract sculptures of hard rockdtsinding when wind, weather and time
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had eroded the sandstone and softer rock from their edges. There were no evident path-

ways; no roads; no trails.

Theo was here. Somehow | knew that the doorwapppeared in response to my thoughts,
which had been turned towards my old boss -- myrand. | could feel that Theo was close,
and | knew | had no need to seek him out. Alld teado was walk. My instincts would guide

me, | knew. Maybe into danger. Maybe not. Fooshrin.

| climbed from the sea of sand onto an island ckrand started along a spiralling ledge
which took me around and up. Well before | savkitew that in the wall of rock to my right,
about fifty feet further along the ledge, was tpering to a cave. | walked the fifty feet, and

stood by the entrance.

| stepped into the cave and paused there, lettp@yes accustom themselves to the dim light
after the scorching blaze of the desert sun. Atodck of the cave | saw movement, and heard
sounds. The sounds were the unmistakeable slwping slaverings of a pack of scavengers
enjoying a feeding frenzy. Dogs of some kind; ndgepossibly. But what had this to do with
Theo? 1 could still feel his presence, somewheszlyy. | felt no warning tingles of fear; the
hairs on the back of my neck did not rise; a clebat did not break out on my forehead. Yet
should I turn and leave now, | wondered, befores¢heeasts became aware of my presence. |
remembered well Margaret's warning that my inssrmuld be dangerously misleading. If
these beasts turned on me and attacked, woulddrgefl-life physical damage as a result of

their bites?

As | moved closer to the beasts the first of themsed my presence and turned. It was not a
hyena, nor any member of the canine fraternity thhatognised. It was a tall, slim beast with
matted fur, a long pointed snout and a mouthfliwgge, white teeth. The animal dropped the
hunk of meat it held in its jaws and snarled at firfee remainder of the pack rapidly followed

suit. The largest of the animals began to moveatds/me.



As the beasts parted | got a glimpse of their padyyuddled lump lying against the far wall of
the cave, the remnants of some largish animal,ipblysa deer. To my amazement the lump
seemed to be moving, trying to turn. It was atilte. The lump rolled onto its side, propped

itself onto an elbow and raised its head.

"Hello, Harry," Theo said. "What the devil are ydaing here?"

| saw a nightmare version of Theo. Not the plujoyaal friend of my working days but an
emaciated shell. Here and there great bites shflead been ripped from the living body,
which oozed a dark purplish fluid onto the caveirfloAs | watched, one of the beasts, having
dismissed any threat that | may have presentedimetl to the frail body and set its teeth into
Theo's arm, high, by the shoulder. Twisting ite/@dul neck the animal ripped a chunk of
living flesh from the arm. The jagged wound betgadrip dark blood. Theo glanced casually

at the terrible injury.
"Won't be long now, Harry. They've been eatingaongears, you know. All those years |
thought it was indigestion, but it was these bagre heating my innards. Not much left for

them to eat, now though. Won't be long."

| screamed, and screaming ran out of the caveltdréan the narrow ledge down to the sand,

a long way below. Down and down.

Thursday August 20: Notes

| was screaming when | awoke. | pretended thaetfexts of the nightmare were fleeting, so
that Liz could be calmed and return quickly to ple®&/hen | was certain that she slept | got
quietly out of bed and went downstairs. | turnecegery light in the living room and poured
a large glass of Jack Daniels. On second thouptitained the glass and took the bottle.

There would be no more sleep for me that night.
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By the last week in August Harry had achieved angtof sorts. He had taken more
time off in the previous three months than in m#re working career prior to that period.
While he could still count on the loyalty and sugp the majority of Burton's employees,
some relationships were beginning to show sigrstrafn. The old, warm and witty Produc-
tion Manager had turned into a sombre, snappys$bompered Chief Executive and, for the
first time in his life, people were going out okthway to avoid him. He could on occasion be
mean and hurtful even to those who had previous@nkas close as family. When he saw
Louise collecting donations in a large brown enpelbe snapped "Not another Burton's char-
ity case! What am | expected to support this tirdetdther new baby? Somebody's wed-
ding? Or have they finally started begging fophelth their kids' education?”

Close to tears Louise explained "It's just the Vviekitty for Theo's flowers, Mr. Mur-
phy. | don't ask you because you've told me befotd¢o bother you with it, but some of us
just like to make sure that Mr. Burton has fresiwirs in his room every week, since he has
no family do this for him. The doctors say it'dyoa matter of a few weeks now, maybe even
days, and we..........

"Theo's room? Doctors? What are you talking abloatise?"

"Why, Mr. Burton's cancer. They were talking abowutre surgery, but now they

"Theo has cancer?"

"Oh, Mr. Murphy, Iknewyou hadn't heard me. They said you didafe, but | knew it
was just that.....

"Yes, never mind that! About the cancer?"

"l swear I've tried at least six times to tell yburheo had to cut short his cruise and

come home when he got these terrible pains, anddtiers found advanced colon cancer.
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They operated at once and started radiation anti@hlieut it was too late, it had spread eve-
rywhere. Oh, Mr. Murphy, it's eating him alivaHe isn't the Theo we knew any more. You
really should see him, | know that he would lovese¢e you before....... before...... and there's

so little time now. He's stopped all treatment, that it was doing any good, and.....

"Where is he?"

"He's in the cancer ward at the Queen Elizabetith&ziences Centre. | have the

room number in my purse, I'll get it.....

Harry was already on his way.

The visit was too little, too late. The man in tiespital bed was not Theo. He had
lost at least half of his body weight, and his colevas not that of any living being Harry had
ever seen. The doctor spoke quietly with Harry,ibwas doubtful that Theo could have been
disturbed if they had shouted to each other adrizsBed. "We're keeping him free from pain,
Mr. Murphy, and that's about all we can do now.sfidee what you see, your friend is a very
tough man. He's still fighting. But he can't wirot now. He should have come to us a year
ago, when the first symptoms started to show. tBen that's the trouble with so many forms
of cancer, the early symptoms are often petty atdgmored. By the time they're a real dis-
comfort it's too late. Anyway, there's no profitdiagnosis by hindsight. I'll leave you to visit
with your friend."

There was nothing Harry could do; nothing he cdhidk of to say. He sat by the bed,
held Theo's limp, grey hand, and wept for his fiien

Harry Murphy's Dream Diary: Tuesday August 25

There were two gates in the dark sphere. OneeWwkied to the small farmstead by the empty
highway, and the other led into the Alberta Badadd Theo's cave. | had to return to the

cave and fight the beasts which were killing Thoed,| did not know how. | believed that |
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could find the courage if only I could think of somay to fight them. Going unarmed into that
cave would not be the act of a brave man, butdhatsuicidal fool. How could I fight an
entire pack of wolf-sized beasts, equipped witlhraharp claws and inch long canine teeth?

| remembered very well Margaret's warning to me thaury here could result in real, physi-
cal wounds, and | had tasted a small sample. Ktyefis had taken close to a week to regain
their normal flexibility and the thumb still gaveersome problems. If | died in the cave, de-
fending Theo, how would it help him? And what Wdwdppen to my sleeping body in the

process.

I needed to find a weapon of some kind. If | caully find my way back to the mansion which
my parents had owned in a dream from a few weetistagre was a store in the middle of a
small shopping mall which had exactly what | needBdt how to go there? Was it even

possible? Did the mall continue to exist afteradngam ended?

| knew too little, and needed to know so much.

Shunning the door to the wild lands | plunged tlglothe farmstead and ran to the highway. |
stood in the centre of the road and howled. Mytens were as real as the pain and guilt |
had felt at Theo's bedside, and | could not see &oywcreature within hearing range of my

cries could ignore them. But no-one came.

Tears ran down my cheeks and fell to the asptalen in my grief | marvelled at the realism
of the Lucid Dream experience. | knew very welt thy eyes were closed in sleep, and
probably dry, but when | wiped a knuckle over myiegame away wet. | licked the back of
my hand and tasted salt. | felt the sun, hot orfang, and a small breeze which cooled my
tear-streaked cheeks. | had no need to perforematity check, for none was needed now. |
was able to move from awake to dreaming and baaknagithout a break in my stream of

consciousness or a blank spot in my memory. | kn@etly where | was.

It was becoming obvious that | could expect no helpy attempt to save Theo's life. | had no
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idea whether this was even possible, but | was ¢tiethto try. | deeply regretted that | had
not noticed Theo's situation in time to visit whikewas still conscious. | wondered whether
he had known | was there; whether he had heard esping over his wasted body. When |
had last visited my mother | had sat by her giiiresponsive form and talked to her for al-
most an hour. The nurses had assured me that she kkear me, but due to her illness she
was not able to respond. In my mother's case,ltbad left things too late. | had let her slip
into a coma -- her final coma, by the doctor'sitasty -- before | could find the time for a trip
to England, and, like Theo, | had let her slip beyony reach.

| almost stumbled through the doorway before Icettiit, and | leaped back on contact with
the cold flames. | was not quite ready to go ted$iaid, but | knew that | could not put it off
much longer. And aid him | would, even if | hadigit off the beasts by hand. | looked
around for something to take with me for use agapen; a tree limb; a fencepost; a rock of
any size. But there was nothing. | clenched sty.fil had those, and my teeth, and my feet.

was not unarmed. | leaped through the doorway......

...... and stood on a stretch of wet sand by thenfit ocean.

This was a seaside resort at the peak of the sursezson. It was night, probably sometime
in the small hours of an August morning. The lafichakers were asleep in the hotels and
Bed-and-Breakfast establishments fronting the prade. A lone policeman patrolled the
boardwalk, but when | tried to speak with him haldameither see nor hear me. A dog trotted
past and looked up as | whistled to him. The me@as so bright that it cast sharp-edged

shadows onto the pavement.

This was Skegness, a seaside resort on the easttafoangland. It was the location of the
"Full-Care Retirement Home” where we had sent myhaoto die. We had chosen it because
a room was available overlooking the ocean (ataggering cost!) and | did not regret that
choice even though there was no evidence that rtlyemload ever enjoyed the view. | could

see the house now, about a half kilometre away.
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It had not been my thoughts of Theo which had apéreedoor for me this time, but thoughts
of my mother. That was a valuable lesson, andulavthink about it -- later. | walked to-
wards the house, a converted Victorian Mansionylch the many rooms had become as
many expensive wards, patrolled day and night Imgpedent medical staff, who, despite their
skills, could do little for most of their patierdgave keep them clean and pain free while they

waited to die.

The main door was closed and locked against thietnimut opened easily when | turned the
knob. As | stepped in | saw that there were twarslahe one which | had opened and the
more solid door which | had stepped through aswére made of mist. Another lesson to be

dissected at leisure, later. | climbed the stairs.

There were sounds from various rooms, not surggisince | suspected that the conventional
view of day and night had little meaning to moghefresidents. | found my mother's room,

and went in without bothering to open the frail dé@m the upstairs hall.

| stopped in sudden shock. My mother was alertaamake. She was struggling on her bed
against the combined efforts of three white coateshilants. Two large men held her by the
upper arms, their strong fingers fully circling heiin biceps. A third man struggled to find a
suitable injection point for the huge hypodermilded with an oily red fluid, which he held in
his right hand. As | watched, he stuck the neddéply into her upper thigh, injecting the
fluid rapidly and forcibly, while my mother shrieka pain. Dropping the empty hypodermic
he reached into a pocket and withdrew a second.hBwvas not going to have any opportu-

nity to use it.

Hurling myself at the doctor -- as | supposed he wd grabbed the needle from his hand and
threw it to the floor. Pulling back my fist | praed to flatten his nose and hopefully break it,
but with amazing agility he wriggled free of my gpaand joined his colleagues who were half
way through the now open door. | let them all §y mother was unconscious, and | lowered
her to the bed. Once | had assured myself thatstsecomfortable | left quietly and went in

search of the "medical professionals" who had @gistled me. We had business that was far
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from finished. My mother would be out of that 'IFTére" home before forty-eight hours had
passed, but that was not even the half of whaehohed to visit on this establishment. How
many others had committed their loved ones to ¢thee™ of these insane "professionals” |
wondered? How would they feel when | told them ti@iv loved ones were treated after the

visitors had left and the window shades were drawn?

| raged through the building, but found no-one aaiakwas not surprised that those | had
encountered were not to be found; in hiding somesyh@obably. Wisely. | was in a way
relieved, since | could not have promised that setitrol would overrule my urge to punish
these men severely. But there was no-one thetén tloe surgeries, not in the administrative

offices; not in the rooms of their patients.

I had done as much as | could for the presentodld/return at a more appropriate time, and

in a more appropriate manner.

I looked for and found the doorway. | ran into it.

Tuesday August 25: Notes
| awoke so angry that | disturbed Liz. "What's mgoHarry?" she asked, but | could only

answer "l must go to England."” She said "Then gst))" and got up to pack with me.

This will be my last entry into my Dream Diary,la® longer believe that recording my

dreams in this manner serves any purpose. I'nsu that it ever did.

END

Liz and Harry left for England at ten twenty thaegsing, having paid a minor king's
ransom for the privilege of a last minute bookimjr Canada had explained that they could

offer a "compassionate rate" if Harry were to la&étling on urgent personal business such as,
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say, to attend a funeral, but Harry had only batked he was travelling in an attempt to avoid
one. The flight touched down at Heathrow at tetook the following morning. Liz had slept
little; Harry not at all. They followed a famitiaoute through the airport to connect with the
Avis courtesy bus, and thirty minutes later thegwvertheir rented Vauxhall Vectra onto the
A1M Motorway heading north. At midday they pullefi the road to lunch at a small pub.
Tired from the long flight, Harry would not takeetlshance of washing down his steak and
kidney pudding with a pint of British bitter. Algpsecond of indecision could see him aiming

the Vectra down the wrong side of the motorwayhwitho knows what results.

They arrived in Skegness just before three o'clanld, drove directly to the Retirement
Home. Harry had told Liz the detail of the dreant he had said only that he must, of course,
reassure himself that his mother was as well akldmiexpected in the circumstances. Pri-
vately Liz was very concerned about Harry's mestibility, and had agreed to travel with

him not because she shared his concern but beshaseas afraid to let him travel alone.

They entered the home without knocking and weanigtt to the administrative office

where Matron Agnes Campbell looked up in surpnisenfher desk.

"Mr. and Mrs. Murphy! What a lovely surprise! &dhno idea you were in England!

Now you'll be wanting to visit with your Mum, | pgame."

"Before we go anywhere, Ms. Campbell, I'll be wagtio discuss the way you treat
defenceless elderly patients in the middle of tightnwhen you think yourself safe from
watching eyes!"

Over the next ten minutes Harry learned much ao#lespttle. He was informed that:

-- No treatments whatsoever were given aftertéiglut’ (ten p.m.) except in an ex-

treme emergency:

-- No such emergencies had occurred at the horael@ast the last two years.
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-- To ensure a good night's sleep by all, anyabistpatients (who might disturb oth-
ers) were housed in a separate wing and were ygyiadin a sedative (subject to a doctor's
concurrence) with their evening cup of tea or cocear a further guarantee of nocturnal

peace and quiet, a night nurse was always on dutys wing.

-- There were no live-in male medical staff. Ottlyee of the nurses lived at the
home, and these were all female. At the preserd there was one male nurse on staff. He
normally left by six thirty, and was in any casewaeation in Ireland where he had been for

the previous two weeks.

-- The home used the services of a local doctar gdiled at two p.m. on Mondays
and Thursdays for routine medical needs, suchescpption refills, and was on call at other
times if needed. The last time the doctor hadadsafter midnight was four months previ-
ously, when he had been summoned to the beds@éeominally ill, ninety eight year old

patient who had passed away peacefully.

-- Neither the Matron nor any of her staff woultler any circumstances tolerate the
holding down of a distressed patient for injectidmmedication. In rare cases where patients
became agitated before receiving injected medicdtiey were given a mild sedative (or a cup
of tea, which the Matron believed to be much threes¢ghing) and calmed by quiet conversa-
tion. Never, under any circumstances, were thé&y th@vn by force. Furthermore, this was
irrelevant to present circumstances, since allerurpatients were so accustomed to hypoder-

mic injections that they barely noticed receivihgr.

-- Mrs. Murphy Senior had required no such treatméVhile remaining comatose,
she gave no evidence of being in pain or otherdisteessed, and her current therapy con-
sisted mainly of ensuring that she was kept clemhcamfortable, free from bedsores, blood-
clots, and the several other complications whiaild¢plague patients confined to bed for

extended periods.
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In conclusion, Ms. Campbell askeddemanded- that Harry give her the name of
whoever had put such evil ideas into his head. &apit was would most certainly be meet-
ing the home's lawyer, and the meeting would nat peeasant one. Agnes calmed down
enough to tell Harry and Liz how fortunate it whattSusan -- Mrs. Murphy Senior's primary
caregiver -- was absent from the home at the maneumsan would be absolutely heartbroken
to think that anyone could believe for one mintia tshe might allow such things to happen to
a helpless old lady entrusted to her care. Katironwould be extremely unhappy, Aggie
Campbell advised, looking sternly at Harry, if sadtusations should somehow find their

way to Susan, or to any other of the home's devaelddedicated caregivers.

Harry's mother was clean, comfortable and totadipatose. She showed no reaction
at all to Harry's presence, but, on the assurdrateshe could hear him Harry talked with her
and sang to her (songs from his early childhoodafohour before leaving. The two then
checked into a local hotel, taking a room nextiélevator shaft since it was the last avail-
able, and caught up on lost sleep. Despite thermzmus rumbling of the old elevator just feet

from their heads, both travellers slept well andple. Harry did not allow himself to dream.

They had intended to spend four days in Englansl Jabing Harry's estimate of the
time it would take to place his mother in a newalian. A phone call to Air Canada quickly
revealed that, being high season, it would notdssible to travel before this date unless they
wanted to hang around the Airport on the slim ckasfoobtaining a standby seat. Liz sug-
gested that Harry should use the four days asm shHmut much needed -- vacation. While
she would accompany Harry on whatever he decidéd thiz had some urgent business to
attend to first. After a short conversation withtdl management she was able to plug her
laptop into the room's phone line and was soonvigeand sending mail as readily as though

she were at the Halifax office.

Left to his own devices Harry drove the small Vaaikhalong the seafront and headed
out of the town to the northwest. The reflexesdeeleto drive on the "wrong" side of the road
soon returned, and he handled the car with easegaty gears without thought and hurtling

around the narrow, winding backroads as thoughaldenlever left them. He stopped for a pint



and a pie at a small village pub and afterwardsdeelcto explore for a while before getting
back into the car. Harry's father had always desdran English village as five houses, a
church and two pubs; if it had three pubs it wassed as a small town. Harry quickly found
the second pub, and on continuing his tour he edtihe small greystone tower of the village
church. Not being particularly interested in chiuacchitecture he turned back to the carpark
and his rented Vauxhall, but turned again as thweothbell began to strike the hour. Some-
thing about the small stone tower attracted henditin, but he could not immediately say
what. As he walked closer he saw that to getécctiurch he would have to cross an open
meadow through which a small footpath straggletimiiing a stile into the field he crossed
the meadow and came parallel to a small, enclosetttery, separated from the field by a low
concrete wall. By now he had realised that thedhand its enclosure had reminded him of
his first recorded dream, which seemed so long g resemblances were, he saw, quite
superficial. While the tower was similar the grgael was much smaller and much better
maintained. Although the stones seemed well wacthabviously old, they were for the most
part upright and placed in neat rows. Looking elpst the low wall he saw the stubs of
metal railings which had been cut down and remawady years ago. But the overall scene
was very evocative, and Harry remembered the métteadream -- not substantially differ-
ent from the way he felt today.

He stood on the path for a while, taking in thengceln contrast to the threatening
skies of the dream, a hot sun shone, with pas$mgls providing an occasional welcome
patch of shade. As Harry turned to retrace his patsaw movement in the grass at the base
of the stone wall. Disturbed from its afternoompna small green and yellow snake wriggled
across the path and vanished into the longer gfatb® meadow. A harmless English Grass

snake, Harry knew. No deadly fangs; no symbolissages. He walked on to retrieve his car.

Back home in Canada Harry brooded. While he weity ¢b his office he handled the
work there without spirit and with the minimum rémeal effort. He answered phone calls
listlessly, and two out of three callers asked WwhaeHarry was "alright”. The same question
was being asked of Louise at least a dozen timds@ay. Where decisions were required

Harry was arbitrary and uncaring. When colleagia#ied to question them he was abrupt to
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the point of rudeness. Ed Knowles called by flis®to discuss the Board's recent decision
to cut Engineering's budget for the next quartesiky percent, and Harry told him brusquely
that the cut was not open to discussion or debatdthat in future he should not call on the
Chief Executive Officer without first making an apptment. When he gave essentially the
same response to Mick Shaw the Pressroom bossectedwith "I thought we'd gotten rid of
the Dictator of Burton's, but | see that we jugti@aeed him with on older version.” Harry did
not look up from his desk. Mick's barb had litlgpact, if Harry even heard it at all.

Harry had discontinued entries in his dream diestyich now lay alongside a large col-
lection of tiny slips of notepaper in the bottonawer of his bedside table. He made no more
efforts to implant subconscious instructions regagdhe memory of dreams, nor did he make
any preparations to ensure lucidity. Such planmiag no longer needed any more that he
needed to prepare mentally to start his car oedowvork. All of this was now habitual and

automatic.

He lay on his back in bed and focussed on his hiregat He felt the air move in and
out of his lungs, and he relaxed his muscles. Wittree breaths he felt the dark sphere form
around him and the focus of his mind shifted froakimg consciousness to dream. He
floated in the emptiness and stilled his mind. Whe was completely relaxed and calm he

called for the doorways. Selecting one at randerfidated through into the dreamworld.

He was on a wide dirt-road which passed througgraly wooded area. He had se-
lected this place at random, having no intentiostaying here long. He had thought long and
hard on the lessons learned in the last few luedms, and was now ready to put some of his
new knowledge to the test. He had located Thed&thother not by visualising their loca-
tion -- in Theo's case he could never even haveggukat the strange destination. His

thoughts had been focussed onpikeson and some strange dream mechanism had taken him

229



to them. Harry saw nothing odd in this. Awakengaspects of technology were total mys-
teries to him. He had only the vaguest idea of hdelevision or cellphone worked, and yet
he used them every day. He had no idea how grhelt him to the surface of the earth, and

yet he spent no time at all worrying about the ity of falling off it.

He focussed on Margaret, on the appearance whehath always chosen to present to
him so that he might be comfortable. He closedekiess and pictured her face. He expanded
the vision to that of a young girl in a white drésdding a small black prayer book. He held
the vision, focussed on it to the exclusion ofeidle.

"Hello, Harry," she said.

He opened his eyes to find himself still on the tbad through the small copse. Mar-

garet stood in front of him, exactly as envisaged.

"We have to talk," he said.

"Yes. Let's walk along a way. There is a sma&eéla little further where we can sit for

a while."

"Why walk. Take us there."

They sat by the side of a small lake. Behind tlagneavily laden haywagon trundled
along the road. Across the lake a young doe sieetber graceful neck to the water to drink.

"Very nice," Harry said. "Did you make this?"

"No, I didn't make it. This place was made a ltinge ago, and its maker is not
known. As long as people visit and take pleaswmfthis place it will endure. The energy of
their love sustains it. You want to know why | d¢idt come to help you when you called for

me.
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"Yes. | know that you heard me."

"I did hear you. And | wanted to come; but | iabidden."

"What? Forbidden? Who could forbid you to comenes?"

"I have my superiors, too, Harry. There are manwegrs above me, and | must often
accept their better judgement. As | am sent tdegybu, there is someone who guides me,
and he told me that it was best not to interfédet yet."

"Who told you that? God?"

"No, not God. Would it help you if | put a namehion? He has used many names.

Would it comfort you if | gave him a title? Ifskid "My Boss" ordered me not to help you?"

"Is he an Angel, your Boss?"

"That is a strange question from someone who Cdilsstian lore "a load of crap writ-
ten for children and people of small mental capéciBut if you like, you can consider my
Spirit Guardian to be an Angel. Would you like tadist some of the names he uses for you
to choose one?"

"No. No matter. Why did he forbid you to comeh&p me?"

"Very simply, because you were doing so remarkaldif on your own. We have
been trying to identify a number of evil spirits avhave formed an attachment to you and are

using you for their own purposes.”

"You warned me about these 'beings' before. Jhetawe they?"
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Margaret did not answer immediately. She seemée twonsidering how best to an-
swer this question. “They were human once,” st adast. “And may become so again,

although it will be a long and difficult path fdrem.”

Harry waited, saying nothing, until Margaret congd.

“Christians assume that our world — ‘Heaven'’ if \like -- is a place of perfection;
that there is no pain there, no suffering. Buythee very wrong. There are men and women
on earth who are so perverted in their tastes abddithat when they cross over to this world
their souls are damaged beyond our ability to tiedm. The worst of these are people who
have exercised great power for their own endstattics, tyrants, murderers, torturers; men
who have caused unspeakable suffering. They alietad to their ways of oppression and
cruelty and try to continue them here. But thatas possible — they have no physical power
over their victims here, and any authority theyldeel on earth is lost at their physical deaths.
So they seek out the weak spirits of earth. They pn the sick and the frail, spirits crippled
by earthly suffering, deriving satisfaction froheir ability to cause pain and anguish. Sev-
eral of these beings have been plaguing your dreamaswe were very worried for you, as |
told you when we last met. Three such creatures haen tormenting your mother. We were
called to help her a few days ago but by the tirmeawived we found that you were already
dealing with the problem. Before we could integfeyou scared them away. We were over-
joyed to find that you were able to do this. Thafkt like this: A small boy is being badly
bullied every day at school. His parents, or mayiseslder brother, start to hang around the
schoolyard to protect him, and every time the balshow up they jump out and frighten them
away. But how long can they keep this up? Thesehabs to go to; the brother has his own
school to attend. Then one day the bullies stbke before anyone can leap out of hiding the

small boy turns on the bullies and puts them ghtli Imagine the joy of the parents!"

"So I've scared away the bullies! Happy ending!"

"I'm afraid not. They ran from you because yourcers were so unexpected. They

thought that the small boy must have a weapondgmpbcket, or a previously unknown martial
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arts skill; and like all bullies, they are cowaatsheart. So they ran. But they will be back.
They'll be backnad And youdon'thave a secret weapon, Harry. The unfortunath tsut
that on this level of existence they are very msichnger than you. You've frightened them

off several times now. When they come back nex¢ tihey will be much better prepared.”

Harry gaped, sat silently for a while. Margaratsaothing.

"When these beings were tormenting my mother, gnitiaeal, was it?" Harry asked at

length.

"Oh yes, it was 'real'. Very painful for her. Bt in the waking world. In your 'real’
world your mother slept peacefully. After you hdvhsed them away | had permission to
come to you and explain what had happened, butééfmuld move you had called for a
doorway and left. Then there was no chance tdoggdu before you were on a flight to Eng-
land."

"Why don't you have somebody with my mother all tihee?"

"Your mother has a Guardian Spirit who is with Akvays. It was she who called us.

She cannot fight these creatures without help gnithe time help arrives ....."

"So they can't be stopped? Found and stopped™ddlyer must suffer this every
night?"

"Not every night, and not for long. She is onlynarable because she is still tied to
her body. Itis a very frail thread and will bresdon. Your mother can then pass on to a place

where these creatures cannot reach her. Unti| thenvill do what we can."

"So where does that leave me?"
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"Where you were before. Your progress has beerziagiaand your strength in this
place grows daily. But | warn you again, be cdrefiry to avoid serious injury here. Use

caution. | will help you when | can."

"You're saying that my mother will die soon! Ifiyean't protect her until then, I shall

go to her every night, ..."

"l know. Please remember my cautions."

Harry called for a doorway and it formed in froftleem. As he stepped towards it

Margaret spoke to him.

"You don't need those Harry. It is a convenieny teavisualize going from one place
to another, but all you really need to do is hble place or the person in your mind and you

will go there."

"Thanks, Margaret, but | like my doorways. [I'lldgethem, if its all the same to you."

He stepped through.........

............ and was in his mother's room.

The room was quiet and peaceful. His mother se¢mbd sleeping, although Harry
could see no movement of her chest beneath thediion sheet, and could hear no evidence
of her breath even when he placed his ear dires#ty her lips. He realised that what he was
seeing and hearing was not his mother's physiahf,dnut the reflection of it in .....wherever
he was now. In his dream? No, more than thiétoagh he was not ready, intellectually or
emotionally, to put a name to this place. It wonlean admitting that......what? That he was
sentient in a place where he could see without agdshear without ears? Was this, then, an
acceptance of a spiritual existence? And whatheaguarding? He knew that, despite the

screams and contortions at his previous visitptogher's body had not moved, nor expressed
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in any way that she was experiencing the leasbdiart. Harry knew that heaustaddress

this issue soon, possibly with Margaret's helpt i here; not now.

He was here to protect his mother from tormenttarntdre by these... creatures. Not
human. Beings which had no counterpart in the ipalut which were a real and deadly
presence in this other place. Philosophy and Td@gsmust wait. The question right now

was how could h&ght these creatures?

Again Harry looked around for a weapon. Sometisimgrp. Something heavy. Yet
again the question arose, what merit would suclkeapan have against something as insub-
stantial as a wraith? Harry recollected from sttmmg he had long ago seen in some B-grade
horror movie for the nineteen sixties that wraitfese insubstantial vapour-like beings, some-
how associated with misty graveyards at the datkasts of night. How had they been
fought? He strove to remember. Certainly not waittnife or any other cutting weapon. How
do you attack a vapour? In his dream of Vikingas he had effectively cut at shadows,
figments of his dream, hacked them to pieces wglgreat sword ‘Invictus’. Perhaps that
was the answer. An imaginary sword to slash urbeimgs. Moot, in any case, he thought,
since his great sword had probably vanished wighdtleam. Or had itMe had remained; the

huts and belongings of the fisherfolk had remainid armour had not vanished.

Even as the thought formed, so did the doorway.th@erar wall of his mother's room
the outline appeared in the now familiar yellownflss. The doorway, to be sure, to the small
fishing village on the north-east coast...... Waborways led both in and out. Perhaps this
particular doorway was a wayto the room, not out of it. Harry held his (unneeggy breath

and waited.
Nothing/Nobody entered the room. If he could omsicome them with a sword,

Harry thought, it was worth risking exposing histher to a few moments torment. She had

experienced worse. He ran through the doorway.....
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......... and appeared a small open space amdmggidgantic trees of the coastal rain
forest of British Columbia. Monstrous redwoods ¢éoed over him, blocking the dim twilight.
He could see a few stars high above the clearmdjsaspected that nightfall could not be
more than minutes away. The air was moist and guingThe quiet of the place was almost
tangible.

"I think this is what you are looking for."

Harry turned. A small, slim brown-skinned man wtending in the centre of the
clearing. He wore a magnificent headdress of magured feathers, and was dressed in a
buckskin robe, beautifully decorated with beads @utls. Over his shoulder he had draped
the ornamented scabbard, and across his extentted pa held the weapon which Harry had

come to find. Harry took Invictus from the man,onthen held out the scabbard.

“Is that my sword?”

“Yes. |took it up from where you left it in agent visit. You left rapidly along with
your Spirit Guardian. She is very strong, that.ohthought that you may have need of the
weapon at a later time, and | have kept it safeydor.”

"l don’t know what to say. | have nothing with whito repay you," Harry said.

"Who has asked for payment? If you feel that y@uia debt to me, we can discuss
this later” the small man replied. "But I thirtkat you have more urgent matters commanding

your attention right now. If I may point the way?"

Harry turned in the direction of the man's outstnetl arm and saw the doorway.
Without question or concern he stepped through.it......

....... into his mother's room. He entered behivedthree beings, who stood side by side

at the foot of his mother's bed. She was starirtigeathree with an expression of fear and

23¢€



loathing, and in anticipation of the activity tonge her face was already wet with tears.
Through blurred vision she saw a fourth tormentep shrough the doorway. Taller that the
rest and armed with a formidable looking sword wHie now raised over his right shoulder.
The sword was so huge that it's tip carved a deegeayinto the white plaster ceiling. Yet

something about this arrival was strangely familiar

"Harry? Is it you........ but how?"

"Hello, Mother," Harry said as he swung Invictusaihorizontal arc, neatly slicing

through the neck of the nearest creature. "Ni@#®you sitting up and taking notice."

The passage of the sword through the creaturelsdiémot sever the head, and did
not seem to incapacitate the creature greatly.itBetrtainly did hurt. The being hopped and
howled, moving as far away from the swinging bladet was possible to get within the small

room. The other two gaped in obvious surprise asy-Hrepared his second swing.

"What is it?" one asked. "It cannot be human. WVhéhat instrument which it holds,

and how is it able to harm us?"

Harry's second swing passed through the torsoeofjtiestioner, who leaped further

and higher than the first, making similar sounddis€omfort.

And then they were gone. Where and how, Harryheeitnew nor cared. He knew
that he had hurt them, and he suspected it haidta tto with the fact that the weapon he used
was a creation of this place, and had been madedsg creatures — although they had never
intended that it should be turned against thene pldced the sword in its scabbard and set it

down on his mother's bed. He went to sit withdoaat hold her hand.

"Harry, my sweetheart, how is this possible? Hadvydu get into my dream, and

where did you get that incredibly big carving kfiife



"l can't tell you because | don't understand it effysThe only thing that matters is that
you're alright. And you are alright, aren't you@uyknow who | am. You haven't known that

in over a year, Mom."

"Oh, Sweetheart, | always knew who you were, | ggstldn't get my mouth to say the
words that were in my mind. | think that my intefphone lines were down or something.
Some of my wires were shorted out. You were heseweek, weren't you? You sat at my
bed and talked to me, and you sang "You are mylso@s and "Daisy, Daisy" to me. I've
heard every word, my darling boy, and it tore athmegrt that | couldn't even say Thank You.
So I'm saying it now. Thank you for not giving ap me, and I'm so sorry for all the heart-
ache I've given to you and Liz. Is Liz here, tHasry? Oh that would just make it all per-
fect."

"No, Mom, it's just me. Liz is safe at home, siegg'

"Oh, Harry, I'm so tired. So worn out. Sing to nwv, Sweetheart, and sit by my bed,
and keep those awful bogeymen away so that | cea &dgood sleep. Would you do that for
me?"

"That's why I'm here, Mom."

Harry sat by his mother's bed and sang softly taihél she fell asleep, and when she
finally slept peacefully he sat with his sword a&gis knees, daring evil of any kind to come
within reach of his blade. The window shades ayaht turned to a light grey, and sounds
began to come from the floor below as the homegryegpfor another day. Harry stepped

through the doorway leaving his mother smiling &n bleep.

When the telephone rang at breakfast he was expette call. Liz answered the

phone and when she replaced the receiver she caunedathe table to take Harry's hand.

"It's alright, Liz," he said. "l know. It's mothasn't it?"
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"Yes Harry. In her sleep last night. Very peatigflAggie Campbell believes. She
says your Mom was smiling when Susan went to cleadhker this morning."

"That's right. She was."

When Liz left for work Harry called Louise to sdat he would be in late, and went
back to bed. He took off his shoes and lay dowtherbed in suit and tie, ready for the office.
What he had to do would not take long.

His breathing slowed automatically as he preparednind for the dream state. Al-
though he wasn't aware of it his pulse slowed tbriamal and his temperature dropped by
one half of a degree. Harry entered a state cd@onsness closer to a hypnotic trance than to
a dream, but such niceties were of little imporeatahim. He entered the darkened sphere,
now softly illuminated by a growing number of do@ayg set in the inner surface. At the
centre of the sphere Invictus hung waiting, a Bhfe light outlining the great blade. Harry
took the sword and strapped on the scabbard. Witanscious effort he drifted to the door-

way he needed......

.......... and stepped directly into the cave.

He stood by the cave entrance and roared. Thérsppack turned as one, but did not
immediately attack. Harry remained in the cavearde, presenting a backlit target which the
hounds could not ignore. He did not want to mawgher into the cave, where the walls di-
verged, as that would give the creatures a greatance to slip past him and escape. He did

not plan to leave any beast in a condition to readter he left the cave.
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He stared at the red eyes of the huge animals, evorgdwhich would attack first.
They all did. The pack came at him as one, deingnded, merciless killing machine. But
then, so was Harry. He met the pack in a blur ofiom, his blade sweeping through a broad
horizontal arc which slashed through the beadiseabead of the pack. Using the momentum
of the swing to help him, Harry leaped to his &id crouched, bringing the sword up in front
and uptilted at a shallow angle. The first anitoathange course and leap at the crouching

figure found itself impaled.

Harry had theorised that these beasts must be ctosens to the beings he had so re-
cently met in battle, and therefore subject to dgefaom the sword, but he had underesti-
mated his weapon's power. Severed limbs remamested. The great wounds he had
inflicted at his first pass spurted a thick, ddckd. Three of the first four attackers already la
on the cave floor, two of them unmoving while thed dragged its badly crippled body to-

wards the cave entrance.

Two of the uninjured dogs turned on one which e & forelimb to Harry's sword,
and while the three were preoccupied with one ardik despatched them all. Twenty sec-
onds after the fight had started Harry found hirfniged undisputed victor. He walked around
the arena using his sword to ensure that all ob#eests were totally, irrefutably and irreversi-
bly dead. Only when he was sure of this did he&kwbdwly to the back of the cave where the
bundle of rags and greying flesh showed no mone gignimation than the dismembered
corpses. Gently, he lifted Theo and turned thaglynan towards him. Theo's eyes were

closed, and his body was completely limp. Harrg bame to late.

Not too late, but barely in time. Theo openeddyiss and, with much difficulty, fo-
cussed on his rescuer. "Good God in Heaven, Hdamgysaid, quite distinctly and with more
than a trace of annoyance, "Now you've done itl, @w you've put the cat amongst the
pigeons! What on Earth did you think you were pigyat, Harry? Just who gave you permis-

sion to interfere in my dying?"
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"They're dead, Theo!" Harry said, stunned by henfil's reaction. "They're all dead!
You can get well now. | killed them all.”

"You certainly did!" Theo said indignantly. "Ohey, you did that alright. But look
what you've done tmé | was nearly dead! Nicely done for! All theffaring behind me.
Just a couple more hours and I'd have crossedanekebeen with Dad. I've been talking to
him, you know. He's been a great source of engewmant and comfort while | was being
eaten! And now I'll have to do it all over agaidy God, this could addhonthsto my suffer-
ing. | don't suppose you left any of them alive alny chance? No, | didn't think so, the way
you were swinging that great cleaver! | suppdsgist have to wait here until they can send
some more hounds in to finish the job. Oh, getabitere, Harry. Just go! Now, don't start
sulking, | know you meant well, and | know thawias a very brave thing that you thought you
were doing. But jusgo now. Shouldn't you be doing something at Burtor's@ar you got
my job there. And you'd better get that bite tedathat one there on your left leg. Looks like
one of the hounds got in a lick of its own. Go Hayry, there's nothing you can do here;
you've done quite enough, I think. Thanks fortthaught, | suppose | should say. Off you go

now.

At a loss for word or action Harry backed out of tave and fell through his doorway
directly into his bed. He looked at the clockhé hurried, and didn't hit heavy traffic he
could still make the nine o'clock board meetinghé he got out of bed and tried to stand his
left calf was so sore that he walked with a promaanimp.

At three o'clock that same afternoon Louise buntst Harry's office without knocking,
grinning broadly. "Oh, Mr. Murphy, it's a miracl&@hey're even saying at the hospital, it's
nothing short of a miracle.”

"Theo, | presume?"

"Oh, yes. Did you hear already?"
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"No, Louise. Carry on, please."

"Yes, it's Theo. They expected him to, you knoasgaway last night, but this morn-
ing he's sitting up and talking to people. Helyweeak, but, | mean, considering everything,
well, they don't know what to make of it. His doxt can't say now, for sure, whether the

prognosis is still terminal or what. It's a micMr. Murphy!"

"Yes, Louise, that's marvellous news! | coulde'tbore pleased. Are you still send-
ing flowers? Would you take this twenty from m&Rank you for coming straight in to tell

me."

Louise left. "Poor old Theo," Harry thought. "Ndw's got to go through it all over

again.”

He was at a crossroads, he knew. It was striantpenk that just a few short months
ago his world was organised, stable and well undeds The object of his life was clear; to
make enough money so that he and his family cautddomfortably, free from worry, and
enjoy the finer things in life. He had achieveubficial security, prestige within the commu-
nity and the self assurance which followed fromgrigsate and professional successes. |If
anyone had asked the Harry Murphy of previous tifiiéso are you, really?” he would have
fallen over laughing. The concept of ‘finding hielfiswould never have occurred to him,
while the question “What is life all about?” woltdve been too ludicrous to merit an answer.
Harry remembered a bumper sticker he had receisedgag-gift on his fortieth birthday
which read “He who dies with the most toys, winslarry had attached the sticker to the rear
bumper of his new Thunderbird (his fortieth birthigaesent to himself) and adopted it as his
mid-life philosophy. Even six months ago he milgave claimed the axiom to be as good a
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viewpoint of life as any other. Yet now he wrestleith questions and concepts which made

his previous attitude to life seem juvenile angdtous.

These all centred around a single fundamentaltquesWhere did he go in his

dreams?

How could he see when his eyes were closed? toovd die hear voices which made
no sound anywhere close to his ears? How coulddwe from place to place when his feet
did not move from their position at the end of legl? Who were the characters he encoun-
tered in his dreams? Had teally met with his mother? Had heally spoken with Theo?

And who was Margaret, his Guardian Angel and F&ogimother? Was she a real being, or a
creation of his own subconscious mind?

The simple answer — thall of the above were mere figments of his imaginatioro
longer held water. Harry recalled the commentslafirice Lalonde regarding his Near Death
Experience on the Toronto Freeway: "How can Ilre ¢hat | wasn’t dreaming, Harry? I've
dreamed all my life. | don't claim your expertisghat area, but I've dreamed enough to know
the difference. I'm not dreaming now, and | wadreaming then." Harry had taken the
comment with a pinch of salt at the time, and ledt Ipass for the sake of courtesy and re-
spect. But he now saw it as much more than emptgsv His dreams werelafstas real as
waking life. If anything, his dreams were now there real of the two; his senses were
sharper and the dream experiences were altogethrersuolid. His dreams had become the

real life, and his waking life had become the dream

This change in attitude could not fail to prodacehange in the way he viewed his
waking reality. Things he had considered importagte now trivial. The Chevy Blazer and
late model Cadillac in his garage had been symiifdiss success in the world, but were now
only a means of conveyance. If anything, he felbarrassed to be seen in the huge Caddy,
which now seemed to him nothing more than a syrabopulence and arrogance. His expen-

sive suits and custom tailored shirts were frequéett hanging in his closet while Harry
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went to work in sweatshirts and old jeans. Beltistback the titters turned to sarcasm and

scorn, and finally to sorrow and concern, for Hams quite obviously losing his mind.

Previously important matters of his office becanezeasingly trivial, and beneath his
notice. Ren Barbour, Burton’s Finance Chief, bidug Harry’s attention the fact that a large
customer was showing increasing reluctance to paacaount which was several months
overdue. The same customer had now placed anathetarge and profitable order. Ren’s
investigations had suggested that the customertrbagn serious financial trouble, and could
be facing bankruptcy. Under these circumstancessked, should Burton’s take the risk of
accepting further business from this book publi8hd#arry, who would not long ago have
solved such a problem with ease, told Ren not tbdsdhim with such trivial matters. When
Ren very politely and patiently pointed out thatwees under standing instructions to bring
such matters to the CEQ’s attention, and thatetiestructions had come from Harry in the
first place, Harry exploded. He leaped out flieahind his desk and began a tirade against
the people who were in league against him. Whelating Ren for trying to trap him with a
puzzle which had no solution he began to punctioisteomments with a jabbing finger. The
unfortunate Finance Chief now wanted nothing mbamtto escape from Harry’s office. Wait-
ing outside for his turn to meet with the CEO, MiBkaw saw what was happening, stepped
into the office and placed himself between the taen. Ren thankfully withdrew. Still jab-
bing, Harry barely noticed that his target had gemhand continued his tirade. Gently, but
with an iron grip, Mick caught hold of the jabbifigger and as Harry looked up in surprise
Mick held him with a steely expression.

“This has gone too far, Murph,” he said. “I dokrtow what’s wrong with you or
what's to be done about it, but you can’t go oe likis. You need help, Sunshine! You need
serious help.”

Harry exploded afresh. Snatching away his entrdiand he began to swing both
fists against this new, larger threat to his safebyv yelling loudly about what he would do
when he returned later with his great sword. Miekried the blows with ease, his expression

one of increasing concern for his disturbed frieBa&hind Harry the door opened once more.
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This was more than he could take. He turned swatt face his new attacker, but found
himself caught from behind in a grip which leftrhbarely room to breathe. He looked up to

face the new intruder and saw George Thorpe, besdamix of alarm and concern.

“l didn’t know you were in Halifax,” Harry said re&ly to his boss.

“It's right here in your diary, Harry,” said Gearglifting the leather bound book from
Harry's desk.

Mick released Harry from his stranglehold and ¢&grto the Chairman. “Mr. Murphy
was just demonstrating how he defended me ag&iedidoligans at the battle of Bur-

ton’s.....” he began.

“I guessed that's what it was probably all aljoGeorge lied, “But if you would

excuse us, Mr. Shaw, I'd like a few minutes alontaWwir. Murphy.”

Mick left. Louise closed the door. Harry sat opppe George and felt tears begin to

run down both cheeks.

“I can’t explain, Mr. Thorpe. Mick Shaw is myénd, and like many of my friends he
is a very poor liar. And so am I. | was attackimign, trying to hurt him, and | don’t know

why. | don’t know much of anything right now. Hink I may be mentally ill.”

“Is this to do with your dreaming experiments, i&r Could they have unbalanced

you in some way?”

“I don’t know. | honestly don’t know. PossiblyBut | know that | haven’t been
pulling my weight around here for some time nowd &think that the only honourable thing
left for me to do is to give you my resignatiorm korry to land you in such a situation, Mr.

Thorpe, when you've been so very good to me, hink it's for the best.”
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“Well | don't” George said. Harry looked up surprise. “And you needn’t bother
with the resignation, since | will not accept itdon’t know what's wrong with you, Harry, but
| agree with the comment | heard on the way in héteu need professional help. Your illness
may be related to your dream experiments, or it beathat | placed you into a situation for
which you had neither the proper training nor adegexperience. Then | dropped Simon on
you and left you to fend for yourself. And whee tluhole thing went sour | supported young
Jensen and blamed you. It was completely downetohat you ended up in that battle zone
where you so distinguished yourself. Then in sbimarre show of ‘gratitude’, | stuck you
with the job and took off for Toronto. Well, Harywe let you down four times in a row, but
I’m going to do the right thing by you this tim&.ou need professional help and | intend to
see that you get it. | will be behind you all thay, and so will AGI. As of today you are on
indefinite sick leave, and will remain there untieceive a doctor’s statement of your com-
plete return to health. Now, just so that people’tthink I've gone completely soft I'm
setting you back to your previous status as Praogluddanager while you're on leave. You
will receive full pay and benefits at that level flwever long your period of absence may
last, and all medical and professional servicekheilpaid for by AGI. Phil Sutherland has
been itching for some hands-on production expeeigand | intend to give it to him. Phil
will move in as Halifax CEO and he’ll stay hereiugbu’re ready to resume the position.
Does that sound fair to you, Harry?”

“No, George. Not a bit. |think it's grossly @if..... to AGI! Fair would be to have
security throw me out onto Gottingen Street. Mian fair would be to give me a month’s
pay in lieu of notice. Your offeris........ | dorkhow what it is, but ‘fair’ just doesn’t cut it.”

“Yes, but will you shake my hand on it?”

“Gladly George, and | consider myself indebtegda.”

Harry stood and came around his desk. The twosheok hands. George left.
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Harry made his goodbyes to Louise and Mick Shalg thad waited outside the office
for the outcome, and departed Burton’s withoutdaaf As he drove from the lot he looked

back at the plant through the rearview mirror armhelered whether he would ever return.

Elias Sylliboy sat in his sweat lodge and waitedHis spirit guide. The ‘lodge’ was
actually a modern sauna in the basement of th&8ylkplit level ranch house by the Gold
River in the county of Lunenburg, Nova Scotia.akIho longer used — no longerededo
use — natural or synthetic stimulants to help haiunicate with his spirit guide; hadn’t
needed them for many years. He still found theagModge useful; at the very least it relaxed
him and allowed him to let go of the day to daputations which could otherwise get in the
way. And there were the physical benefits, toobodly couldn’t live in today’s world without
taking in toxins through virtually every orificagdluding the several billion pores which his
skin exposed to the elements. The sweat lodgeetigéb expel the toxins back out through the
same holes that let them in. Elias had no suchl@ngs with his Spirit body; not due to lack
of contaminants, for there were almost as manha®twere toxic substances in the physical
world. But Elias knew how to protect his spiribfin invasion by the such poisons, and he
never let down his guard. Physical poisons couddtarhis body sick, but spiritual contamina-
tion could do infinitely more harm. He preparethkelf now. It helped to pass the time while

waiting.

Elias relaxed his muscles, one by one, startinly inis toes and gradually moving
upwards. This step alone had taken almost an hbanwe had first learned the art, decades
ago. Now it took him less than a minute. He skdWwis breathing, lowered his pulse rate and
blood pressure. He focussed attention on the he#ted it moved into and out of his lungs,
carrying pure energy in with the steamy air andysag unwanted spiritual and physical sub-
stances out into the tent. When he was readyrneefbthe egg. In his mind’s eye he saw the

bright, shining shell form around him, encapsulg@tl of his bodies within it. He filled the



egg with the blazing white fire of the love of Gimal His earthly children, and felt the wonder-
ful relaxation of tension which it carried to hirithe fierce white light burned away all evil,

all cruelty, all negativity and left Elias floating a sea of bliss. Thus cleansed and protected,
he opened his eyes. Seated across from him, athbe side of the glowing coals at the centre
of the ‘tent’ sat a small brown-skinned man dresadtie magnificent regalia of a Mi’lkmag
War Chief.

“Where the hell have you been, Running Elk?” Eaked. “You know I've been

sitting here over an hour waiting for you?”

“Keep your bonnet on, Sylliboy,” said the appariti “You think you're my only

customer? You think I have to come running evemgtyou snap your fingers?”

“Listen, wise guyYoucalledMe. And what on earth are you doing in that Big €hie

getup? You were never a Mi’lkmag Chief, Running! BENot even close. You were ....... ”

“I know what | was! But you're right, | did cajlou. And that was in a dream nearly
two weeks ago, so don’t give me that crap aboutimgaan hour for me! How come it took

you nearly two weeks to get the fire lit? An etexfire at that!”
“Oh, I had a spot of family trouble. Patty ratoicomplications with the new baby.
Had to go in to Halifax for a few days. You kna¥wey took the baby out and fixed it up and

put it back inside her! Amazing what they can db....

“I know about your granddaughter’s baby. Don’treyasshe’s going to be fine. And
the baby is a boy.”

“I know that We’re not living in the stone age, you know. Wieever hear of Ultra-

sound?”
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“| forget sometimes, Elias. The baby will be altey boy and he will be called Tho-

mas, and he will grow up to become......

“Don’t spoil the story, EIk! | don’t want to knowow it comes out. Anyway, what do

you want from me, now that we’ve finally got toget®”

“The Spirit Council ask a favour of you, my sadot far from here a good man has
missed his footing on the path and needs yourtodiipd his way back. He wanders in dan-
gerous lands and he is neither knowledgeable rertalilefend himself. It is a miracle that he
has not already been badly harmed. Not even thdclainderstands how he is able to con-

tinue, and yet he presses deeper and deeper ingeida

“How did he get there? Is this yet another mdpbtiag with forbidden magics? If so

| want no part......

“No, Elias. This man is innocent, and of goodispiHis soul was well along the path

to rejoin with his Gods, but something has happgsechething has gone very wrong.”

“What do you mean, ‘gone wrong’. Things don’ttjtgo wrong’. What was he dab-
bling with?”

“He did nothing other than examine his dreamsothhhg that any child in our culture
couldn’t handle with ease. But he met up with DmeRiders and they have enticed him into
their world.”

“So the Riders threaten him?”

“Yes, but so far, in several encounters, he hatebdghem! This is a very strange

thing, but we cannot count on it to continue. glide man’s very soul is at stake. Will you

help him?”
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“No, Running EIk, I will not. 1 am nearly eighgyears old, and my body is tired. My
bones ache in the mornings, even before the coddheeis upon us. 1 think that soon | will
rid myself of this old bag of bones, and come to you where I, too, may dress as a Mi’kmaq
Chief and keep old men waiting on my pleasurem tbo old and too feeble for this. Get one

of the younger men to do this thing for the Couficil
“None of the younger men can do this, Elias. Yioaaly is old and frail, truly, but in
the land of dreams you are more powerful than @ly you can help this wandering soul.

Say that you will reconsider.”

“No, Running EIlk, I will not reconsider. | am tiger able nor willing to help this

wandering white man. Find another to help him.”

“White man? Who said he was a white man? Isahtso small a thing as the colour

of the man’s skin which causes your reticence?”

“Don’t think to trap me with words, Running EllEind someone else.”
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BEAUTIFUL DREAMER

Chapter 7:

He hadn't retired but it certainly felt that wakor the first time Harry understood why
so many men refused to accept that, for them dématvould ever come. He faced the question
which had always struck fear into the hearts ofttta/est of men: “What am | going to do
with all of this time?”

He wandered through the gardens, at home in btadif@ at the cottage, where the
fierce midsummer heat was starting to wane now,cacdsional mornings carried a hint of
the turning of the earth towards fall. He marwiée the beauty of the morning mists, flowing
in from the ocean and giving to Liz’s seaside garadint of surrealism until the sun rose
high enough to burn them away. The stillnesefdottage, which he had once found peace-

ful and energising, had begun to feel stifling apgressive.

In a sealed cardboard box on a garage shelf helfatmoard of old paperbacks, musty
treasures from his children’s early readings. Heg through the damp books and found a copy
of “Treasure Island”, a favourite of his own youtRereading the little book was like being
reunited with a long lost childhood friend. Baoktihe box he found works by Dickens and
Trollop, by Hemmingway and Shaw. At the very bottof the box he found a dog-eared
copy of “Reach for the Sky”, Paul Brickhill's bicgwhy of Douglas Bader, the legless World
War Two fighter ace and one of Harry’'s childhooddes. His problem of what to do with his
time was solved. For a while.

He returned to his computer, and renewed his tex=uaintance with the Web. He
revisited old sites and found new ones. He bedaswnated for a short time with UFO phe-
nomena, which he often found associated with hiy saarchings amongst the occult and the
arcane. But the endless discussions of “Are weealo the Universe?” could not sustain his

interest for long. In any case, he had begun $pestt that if mankind was truly destined to
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explore the universe it might best be done by leghis physical bodies in safe storage
somewhere back on Earth.

He stumbled by accident on a website which fasethahd repelled him in equal
measure, and for the next two days Harry movediutfivahe netherworld of Internet Pornog-
raphy. He witnessed sights and concepts previausgen and unsuspected throughout his
forty seven years on the planet. An accidentek@n one such website took Harry into a
subculture which involved very young children iesle activities, and which so sickened him

that he turned off his computer in abject disgust pulled out the wallplug for good measure.

He turned once more to the world of his dreamiheagh strictly speaking he no
longer needed to sleep in order to enter the driedensGiven reasonably peaceful surround-
ings and a comfortable place to relax Harry coulittethe dreamstate within seconds. The
guestion of whether he was ‘asleep’, ‘self-hypreatisor merely ‘refocusing his awareness’
never entered his head.

In dream after dream he found himself wanderimgubh unknown surroundings,
always pulled towards a horizon which never carmeearl. He could be striding down a lonely
highway or along the crowded sidewalks of somengigacity. One dream seated him in a
dugout canoe behind the broad shoulders of a danked man who refused to turn or speak
throughout the long, fruitless journey. Anothefrlsien once again on the seat of a drop-
handled sports bicycle, pedalling furiously alongiading country road towards a destination
never known, never seen and never reached. Thmoa factor was the pull. He was des-

perately eager to go somewhere, but had no ideeewhe

After his first two weeks of enforced idleness bizietly and gently reminded Harry

that a condition of his sick leave was that he &heaek and receive professional help.

“I don’t think that’s going to work for me, LizHarry told her. “I have this over-
whelming feeling that there’s somewhere | shouldibieg and something | should be doing.

252



When | get there and do whatever it is that | Havao, all this weight will be lifted from me.
Everything will be fine, just as soon as | work autere the hell 'm supposed to go.”

“Harry, Darling, that’s just part of the sicknes&.symptom of whatever it is that’s
wrong with you. Depression is almost certainly & péit; and one symptom of depression is
this urge you feel to get up and go somewhere. whieye. Just somewhere other than where
you are. A friend of mine in college was depressiud it was nothing unusual for her to get
up in the middle of the night and drive for thrémyr hundred kilometers just for the relief she
felt by the act of ‘going somewhere’. She told tine destination was totally unimportant just
so long as she kept moving.”

“Oh, I don’t think I'm depressed, Liz. It's nob $snuch that I'm sad, more like that I'm
driven; unsatisfied. It’'s like I've something varmgportant to do but | can’t remember what it

is, and it's driving me crazy — no pun intended!”

“Well I'm glad your sense of humour is still alivethere somewhere, Harry. But
‘depression’ isn’t just about being sad. Thereaksorts of emotions involved, and not the
least of them are fear and anger. Why don’t yauywair new computer to do some research
into it. One thing you'll find right away is th&tepression very often has a bio-chemical
cause. It's as simple as a short-circuit in actelzal gadget; the brain is just not making the
connections it should, and a simple pill can oftepply these chemicals and put the whole
thing right for you.”

“l don’t know, Liz. | don't think so.”

“Harry, | think your biggest problem could be ymjust not ready to admit that you
might have a mental iliness of some kind. Thatissurprising and not unusual. People still
think in terms of padded cells and barred windowgnvthey think of mental illness. There’s
an awful stigma attached to it. But you owe iytarself at least to find out. Not to mention
that you owe it to AGI, and to George. And to niet me make an appointment for you.

George Thorpe’s office gave me a contact who tlagyisone of the best men in Canada. You
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don’t have to admit to anything, just go along &l to this man. How on earth can it hurt

you just to talk?”

“Alright, you win, you silver tongued little ddvi You've talked me into it. But if

they put me away | want you to promise that yotoline and visit me. Every day.”

“Harry, | swear that if they put you away theyithve to put me away right along side
of you, alright.”

“Deal.”

Norman James Arrenberg polished his gold-rimmettsles and opened the leather
bound portfolio which his secretary/receptionistl lpdaced on his desk. The portfolio looked
as though it contained nothing more than a smalhfbf notepaper, but Arrenberg knew
better. The folder contained gold. A Corporafenal. Before he even saw the file on his
new patient Doctor Arrenberg had opened a largedédeaf binder which he kept in the book-
case behind his desk for easy reference. Histsegneceived regular updates to the binder
from the service to which her boss subscribed bgnma®f a monthly fee. The file was there-
fore up-to-date and accurate, and contained vitahtial information not on the good doctor’s
patients, but on their employers and insurance emmeg — that is, on those who paid the bills.
Within a few seconds Arrenberg found the data huglsband replaced the binder. This Mr.
Murphy was apparently a senior and much valuedwxecof a stunningly wealthy corpora-
tion with plants in every major Canadian city. Athé man himself seemed to be seriously
disturbed. The confidential background informatmonhis new patient suggested that he had
been overheard talking to himself on several octesihad experienced lapses of memory
during which he failed to recognise colleagues ahynyears acquaintance, suffered from
fugues and anxiety attacks and even had a recgoryof violent physical outbursts. Pure

Gold. Arrenberg recalled cases, some recent,avmsraccumulated fees had eventually
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exceeded the limits which the insurance companers wrepared to pay on behalf of his
patients. He had then been forced to terminatethases by referral to a public mental health
practitioner. But the top page on his currentiilade it quite clear that this ‘AGI’ organisa-
tion clearly understood that he accepted only peiyatients, that he gave no time guarantees
on patient recovery (in fact he gave no guarardéedl), that his fees were $300 per one hour
session with additional charges for special sesviggnd in the little box marked “Cost of

treatment not to exceed........ someone had writhém [imit established.”

“No Limit.” Pure gold. He hoped that this Mr. My was as sick as his notes sug-
gested. He would be careful not to suggest chéittiesapy until he had established a close
rapport with his new client. It would be a reagedy if the man were to stumble onto one of
the new psychotropic drugs and be cured by a sipipleFirst let’'s establish some trust with
Mr. Murphy, he thought, and then very gently lé¢€ad him to the conclusion that pills are
rarely the answer. It can be very dangerous tdlmsge powerful mood-changing drugs into
one’s system and you never can tell what side &fieay crop up. Done carefully, he would
be able to write in his file “Patient refuses tmsiler drug therapy.” It looked so much better

coming from the patient. Pure Gold.

He pressed a small button on the multi-purpospteine/intercom device which
graced his heavy oak desktop, and five secondsHaeeceptionist was showing the new

patient into his office.

Arrenberg saw a man of medium height, fairly tumh just the beginnings of a mid-
dle-aged spread showing beneath his old, paimedasweater. He had obviously not both-
ered to shave for this appointment, and it wasriglesmme days since he had paid any
attention to his hair. He wore old running shaessocks, and an old pair of blue jeans which
had once been quite expensive. If the doctor laaded this man on Spring Garden Road he
might have offered him the price of a cup of coff@¥obably not. And yet this person was
apparently a Senior Executive of a multi-billicolldr conglomerate which wanted him back
so badly that they considered the cost of his rditetion to be of no importance. Arrenberg

smiled, partly in welcome and partly in avarice.
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Harry saw an expensively dressed man in his eaidglle age who was not more than
a few ounces short of being classed as obese. drfesmnall, metal rimmed glasses and a
small, well trimmed Vandyke beard with exactly tight amount of grey in it. Everything
about the man and his office screamed to Harry klidow Important and Successful | Am.”
Harry had been sceptical and nervous while siitintpe opulent waiting room, but now be-
came guarded and angry without knowing exactly tig should be. With some effort the
Doctor heaved himself out of the large chair andearound his desk to meet Harry. He
extended his hand, which Harry shook. The handflabby and moist, but the grip was firm.
“I'm so pleased to meet you, Harry. Please conmanuh make yourself at home.”

Without thinking, Harry retaliated. “It's Mr. Mphy, Doctor. Possibly we shall come
to know each other well enough, in time, to movérgi name familiarity; but we are not

there yet.”

Arrenberg showed no sign of being insulted, ofeghdr even surprised by Harry’'s
attack. “My apologies, Mr. Murphy. It shall beysu wish, of course. Would you like to

take a seat in the armchair by the fire?”

Harry looked in the direction indicated and saw tearge armchairs facing each other
in front of a large fireplace in which wooden Idggned. He knew that the thing had to be
artificial, since there were no smoke exits indffece and the entire block was air conditioned
anyway. This was confirmed when he moved oveheédite, as the great crackling log gave
out no heat. The whole effect was brilliantly dpaed included sound effects, simulated
smoke and a perfect illusion of leaping flames s himself, Harry was impressed. He sat.

With some effort Arrenberg eased himself down thi® opposite chair.
“Well, Mr. Murphy, perhaps we could start off bgpding out a little about each other.

| will be glad to answer any of your questions, pethaps | could go first?” Receiving neither
a negative nor a positive response from Harry thet@ continued. “I understand that you
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are a Senior Executive Officer of the AmalgamatedpBics Group, based at their Printing

Plant here in Halifax? Is this correct?”

“Doctor Arrenberg, you are charging my company twmdred dollars an hour, and
you intend to spend the first session obtainingrmftion which you could have had for the
asking from our personnel files? Do you not hamedate of birth? Do you not know my
marital status? The number of my children? | ddloét you can be so incompetent that you
have not already obtained this information, byifi are indeed so inept, please send me your

forms and | will fill them in when you are not laily my company to dgour homework.”

Still Arrenberg showed no spark of emotion.

“Very well, Mr. Murphy, | take your point. And gel do indeed have the basic data
concerning your case, provided by a Mr. Harrod whih authorisation of your Company
President, Mr. Thorpe. | take it you have no peablwith this?”

“Of course not.”

“I was seeking only to ‘break the ice’ between My fees, by the way, atbree
hundred dollars per session, but since your emploge agreed to foot the bill, | suggest that
we don’t let the matter of money serve as an obestaatween us. Perhaps we could move on

to. .....

“Let’s get that little point straight, too, befonee move anywhere. I've spent twenty
years giving as much concern to my company'’s exipened as to my own. | care very much

about the way in which company funds are spent avil not see them squandered.”

“Thank you for clearing that up, Mr. Murphy. #ally is very important to me that we
start on the right foot, and | don’t want to cresgrds with you. | understand that you may

be feeling a little anxious over having been refdrio me. Many of my patients find it very



difficult, at first, to face up to the fact thaeghare mentally ill, but let me assure you that we

“It hasn’t been established yet that | am mentdlly

“No, of course not. Perhaps that would be the plese to start. If you wouldn’t

mind, we can talk a little about the symptoms dafiryo.. your situation.”

“My symptoms?”

“Yes. What were the factors which caused yourmamy to suggest that you and |

should spend some time together?”

“Thosesymptoms. Very well. Often | don’'t know whethien awake or dreaming. |
consider ninety nine percent of what people daftiving to be trivial and unworthy of seri-
ous effort. That includes my job. Mgbs all of them, past and present. I've missed afot
work lately because | consider it more importarfetd the ducks and pigeons in Halifax
Public Gardens than to go in to the office. A f@ays ago | got into a stand-up fist fight with
one of my oldest and closest friends, and if | hidokeen restrained | would have taken a

swing at my Company President. You must mean thgsgtoms.”

“Yes, indeed. | think that would be a very godaice to start. Tell me, please; what

was the fight all about. Why did you feel the néedttack ‘an old, close friend’?”

“He made me angry.”

“How did he do that, Mr. Murphy?”

“He was bothering me with trivia.”
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Despite his avaricious and arrogant outer sheligrberg was a competent psychiatrist
and could not fail to notice that Harry was becogmmore agitated by the second. His fists
were clenched, and he was pounding them steadilljeoarms of his chair. His eyes had
narrowed to slits and his comments were delivestd/den clenched teeth. The doctor had
dealt with such patients before and knew the ingmaé of continuing to stay calm and focus-

sed.

“Are you equally angry with me, Mr. Murphy?”

“Yes.”

“But what have | done to upset you? We only just a few minutes ago, and I've
tried to be completely accommodating to all thai pave asked. Why are you so angry with

me?”

The silence stretched between them. After teorsicof it Harry snapped: “Because

you're fat!”

This time the doctowvastaken aback. He paused to calm himself and décdebest
to proceed. He had no intention of letting thotdgn opportunity slip through his fingers.
The man obviously requirggearsof treatment. But it was not starting well. Rl the time

had come for a little display of the steel fisthuit the velvet glove.

“Mr. Murphy, from the moment you entered my offickeave treated you as one adult
to another. | have observed all the basic cowsesAnd yet you seem determined to bring our
conversation down to the level of the junior schgalyground. If I thought it would serve any
purpose to sit here and allow you to insult me uldde happy to do so. But as you have
pointed out, | charge a very high fee for my prefesal services, and it would be unfair to
your employer for me to charge such a fee for synapting as a target for your childish dia-
tribe. If you insist on name calling, on makingatgtory remarks about a condition over

which | have no control, then | see no point......
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“Of course you have control,” Harry snarled. “Maly but you stuffs those cream
cakes into your mouth. You're not chained to threng table until you've crammed down
enough to feed Ethiopia for a month. 1'd bet y@ve several boxes of chocolates in various

desk drawers.”

“Then you would lose your bet, Mr. Murphy” Arrenigestated, firmly and with just
the right degree of righteous wrath (after all, thecolates were in bars, not boxes). “My

condition is due to a glandular imbalance whichrtteslical profession has been unable

“Crap! Now who'’s playing in the schoolyard? Glatar my arse! It's a matter of
pure energy physics; simple math; calories in aldries burned, though God alone knows

when you last burned any calories. Apart from imguyourself out of bed in the morning.”

Time for a bluff, Arrenberg thought. hlveto turn this thing around. “Very well, Mr.
Murphy. You win. | see no point in continuing Wwithis charade. You know where the door
is, and you are free to leave at any time. Thelldo® no charge for the fifteen minutes of my
time which you have wasted. But before you le&véll give you my professional opinion,
perfectly free. Today’s Special, shall we say?u‘4ece a severely ill man, Mr. Murphy. There
is not the slightest shred of doubt about that.nNional, civilised human being attacks an-
other human being on meeting and without provooatiand yet you chose to do exactly that!
You are suffering from severe psychosis, at thé obavhich | suspect is some deeply embed-
ded trauma. By your own admission you have alredtd®ycked close friends, and | assure you
that this is nothing but the beginning. As youndibion progresses you can expect more of
these outbursts, and more violent ones. Untreaiadvill become, in less than six months, a
serious danger to yourself and to those close o yaside a year you can expect to be institu-
tionalised for your own protection, but by then treuima will be buried so deeply and so
effectively that it can never be treated and rerdovEhat, Mr. Murphy is my professional
opinion. Neither you nor your employer will receia bill for it. The door is behind you and

to your left. Good luck in finding a slimmer thprst.”
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Harry rose, turned towards the door. With hischan the ornate doorknob he paused

and looked back at the doctor. “Perhaps...... " he bega

Arrenberg turned to Harry, trying hard to appesntand unconcerned. He raised an
eyebrow. “Yes?”

“Maybe I've been a trifle hasty. do seem to be losing the ability to hold civilised

conversations with decent people. Perhaps, iblagpse, we could try again.”

“Of course, my dear sir. My entire function ishtelp you deal with these problems.
Now why don’t you sit back down by this pretentidneplace and I'll bring us both a glass of

a very fine single malt whisky which | keep here fizedicinal purposes.”

Harry sat while Doctor Arrenberg waddled over imdesk. Harry stared at the simu-
lated flames and completely missed the expresdioglief which passed over the doctor’s

plump features.

It had become very important to Harry to underdtdre world of dreams; particularly,
to understand how the dreamworld related to wakaadjty. He knew from his visits to his
mother and to Theo that there was a rough corresgrme, but that the details were very
inexact. When he had seen his mother writhinggin at the hands of her tormentors, he now
realised, the pain and her body’s reaction todk hat been ‘real’. Her inner anguish, how-
ever, had been very real. Theo was not reallydeaten by wild beasts, although the waking
world reality was not very far removed from thiswas once again a case of metaphor and

symbolism, and the correspondence between thetatessvas governed by this relationship.

Harry arranged a number of simple experimentd.a Walifax hobby store he bought a

number of sheets of coloured construction paperaasupply of crayons. He cut from the
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paper several large, simple geometric shapes & einee, a green square, a blue triangle. On
these he wrote the name of the shape in differ@oticed crayons. The coloured crayons on
coloured paper produced some interesting variatiode then attached these shapes to the
walls of his living room. Alongside the shapesined cutouts from the local paper; head-
lines, columns, bold type and small type; photolgsagnd line etchings; classified ads and full
page advertisements for Sear’s One Day Sale &lahfax Shopping Centre. Then he drew
the blinds of the bedroom windows, shutting outliight mid afternoon sun, and went to

sleep.

In the centre of his sphere of tranquillity Hapigtured his bedroom and stepped
through the doorway to stand at his own bedsidis. bBldy fully clothed, lay on his bed, look-
ing exactly as he had expected it to look. Same, siame colour, same general appearance.
Harry stared at his body for a while. Despitertosy considerable experience in lucid dream-
ing, this was the first time he had stood nextitodwn sleeping body, and it reminded him
forcibly of the still unanswered questions. Whaosvise looking at, and what was he looking
with? Harry decided once again to postpone thinkibaptit, and walked into the living

room.

The red circle was a yellow circle. The greenasgquwvas still a square but was now
pink. His cutouts had retained their shapes arebsbut had changed colours. Yet not all of
them. A bright purple oval was still a bright plepval. He moved to the newsprint, and
confirmed what he had found in previous dreamg,libll headlines could be read with some
difficulty, but small type flowed and jumped andadlged so much under his gaze that it was
impossible to read. The photographs were unclthimggeneral outline, but the details were
blurred and unstable. Even when he knew exadtigtwhe photo and caption were, it was

difficult to confirm this in the dream.

He turned again to his artwork, and saw that #lkw circle was now anrange

circle.
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So shapes and sizes retained their propertieg wbiburs were inconstant. While he
had confirmed his inability to read while in theedm state Harry felt strongly that this was
something he could learn to do. There was a tgcleninvolved here, if he could find it. Must

ask Margaret about this.

He focussed his thoughts on Liz and a doorway agpe He stepped through it and

stood by her side at her small wooden desk initlydaw office on Robie Street.

It was Liz, but not Liz. The differences were dnaad subtle but, they were there. To
Harry, the love of his life would always be beauitéind would always be thirty five years old,
but the real-world Liz would be turning forty fothis year. She had added a few pounds since
their wedding day, had a few small streaks of gndyer dark brown hair, and had small lines
at the corners of her eyes and mouth which makelpat completely obscure. The version
which Harry saw now had jet black hair with no &af grey, and was as svelte as she had
been on the day of her senior prom. Nose to noseisy revealed a skin as taut and blemish
free as that of a new born baby. Harry realibadl he was seeing a version of Liz which was
shaped in part by her own self image. Leaning &dae kissed her gently on the cheek. Liz
looked up in surprise and touched her cheek. &bleetl around the office in puzzlement, and

then dismissed the incident and returned to herpcden screen.

As Harry stepped back from the desk one of theyiwmng lawyers stepped into the
room. Harry recognised the man from their severeétings, and was amused to see that in
this case the differences were far from subtle.il®this young man was slim to the point of
skinny, his dreamscape version was muscled in awtégh would have given several cinema
screen heroes good cause for envy. Was thisdlgehve young lawyer saw himself, Harry
wondered, or the way he wished to be? This wasingeresting. Harry wondered how his
own dream-body appeared to others, but when hetsieheck this by means of a mirror in

the men’s room he found to his dismay that he waseflection.

Caught up in the spirit of his new experiment Mawncentrated on the face of his

Chairman, and found himself instantly inside thesglwalled office of the Bourque Pent-
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house. George was seated at his desk, and lookeld &as he did in life, but when he rose to
cross the room Harry was amused to see that thien@drawore the imposing uniform of an
Admiral of the Fleet from some long past age. lingkhrough the glass wall to the outer
offices he noticed that the two elderly executigerstaries seemed to have been replaced by
two younger and more attractive women. Closer éxaton of Ms. Mason’s replacement
revealed that it was, in fact, a younger and mettersion of the same woman, and Harry
realised that Molly Mason still saw herself as lgeseveral years younger than her true physi-
cal age.

He spent the better part of the morning examitinegself-images of friends and asso-
ciates. Mick Shaw saw himself as a cross betwekn Wayne and Clint Eastwood (in one of
his western roles). Louise Boutelier was esséntiaslightly younger version of her true self.
When he visited Don Harrod he found at first whaeared to be an empty bedroom, until he
noticed the translucent cylinder lying in the cerdf the double bed. Inside the cylinder, like
a fly encased in amber, lay his friend and colleagon had built this shell around himself
and was daily adding to its thickness. It wasaalkedifficult to see the man inside this prison
of his own making, and Harry calculated that if Diere to add just another inch to its thick-
ness it would no longer be possible to see hinfl.ate picked at the cylinder with his finger-
nail and found it to be as hard as granite. Hedeoed whether ‘Invictus’ would make any
impression on it. Harry realised that it couloMeey dangerous to Don if he were simply to
chop away at this self-constructed shell, and kimstinctively that he must ask advice before
making any such attempt. But he would not leagefiend here, cut off from interaction with
his colleagues, from his family, isolated from grking which had, only a few weeks ago,
been important to him.

His last visit was to his earthly nemesis, Simams&a Junior. He found his ex-boss at
his family home in Boston, having not been allowed of the house since Uncle George had
dragged him home in disgrace and explained in gretail why Junior was no longer in the
employ of Amalgamated Graphics. His father had sasentially that he had expected noth-
ing better of his wastrel son, while his mother baglained to George that some sort of seri-

ous mistake must have been made. After all, thuatson was not new to her: Simon’s peers
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had a long history of blaming the boy for thingattivent wrong in their organisations. All the
way back to Kindergarten, in fact, where he hachldeddd responsible for that awful fire, just

because one of his little school pals had plarttecdbbx of matches in Simon’s rompers.

Harry found Simon in his bedroom. To his totalbaement, Simon looked up as he
entered the room and seemed to recognise him. at\&ffe you doing in my bedroom, Mur-
phy?” Simon asked. “If you want to see me, makagpointment with my secretary. Can't
see you today anyway. Far too busy.” And Simarsde Junior went back to playing with
his electric train set, which was very appropriatea ten year old child, which was exactly
what Harry saw, sitting there on the fitted campfehe nursery in the Jensen’s Boston house-
hold. Making a note to ask Margaret how it wassfiae for the “boy” to see and recognise

him, Harry called for a doorway back to his own feean and woke up.

Harry approached his second visit to Doctor Arezglwith a positive mental outlook.
He acted on the assumption that (1) he was indesdatty ill, and (2) Doctor Arrenberg was
his best hope for some kind of cure. The quesifomhether his illness was a result of his
dream experiments, work stress, a bio-chemicalunation of the brain or some currently
unknown cause was, for the moment, immaterialvalt akin to an emergency room surgeon
wasting time by trying to determine whether hisgrats leg had been broken by a fall from a
high place, collision with a motor vehicle or sootker currently unknown cause. Just fix the
damned leg. When the receptionist opened the awmbushered him into the luxurious inner

office Harry therefore stepped forward with a wamile and a firm handshake.

“Good morning, Mr. Murphy” Arrenberg said cautibusRemembering the previous
encounter the doctor was anxious to say nothirainway controversial until he was certain
he was on secure ground. “May | offer you a simahdy?” Harry accepted with grace and
gratitude and the two men settled into the combdetahairs which flanked the ever-burning

log fire.
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“If you wouldn’t mind, Mr. Murphy, I'd like to exjore in a little more detail some-
thing you said to me at our last meeting. Thathis,fact that you are sometimes uncertain
whether you are awake or dreaming. | feel strotighy an important key lies in here some-

where and the more | know about this the soonetamestart looking for a cure.”

Arrenberg observed his patient carefully. Harag vinced at the word “cure” — pre-
sumably because the need to search for a curegpesed an acceptance of the fact that he
was ill, something that the patient had not yetceaied. But the moment passed and Harry

seemed to be ready to respond without antagon&umrfar, so good.

“I'm a little hesitant to do that, Doctor. Youesthis is all very real to me, but | know

that if anyone else told me such a story I'd thim&y were barking mad!”

“Oh, my dear sir,” Arrenberg said, assuming histbearing professional’ expression.
“l assure you that, firstly, everything you sayme is said in total confidence. Absolutely
everything. Not one word will leave this room. dAsecondly | promise you that nothing you
can say would top some of the stories | have hiegttlis fireside. Some of the stories, |
assure you, would make anything you have to telsmend tame in comparison. And in any
case, ‘Barking Mad’ is not a term | use professiignaPlease be assured that you may safely

say whatever it is that you feel | should know.”

“Very well,” Harry began, “In a Lucid Dream the filifence between dreaming and the
waking state is very hard to pinpoint. The defomtof waking reality is dependent on the

evidence of the senses, of course. Descarteknmm: ‘I think, therefore | am™ Arrenberg
nodded. Harry continued. “When | dream lucidgek more clearly, hear more distinctly,
even my senses of smell and touch are more viliterefore, to me, the dream state has
become more ‘real’ than the waking state, in whighvision is not so sharp, my hearing less
acute, etcetera. In short, waking reality is a jgaratively fuzzy kind of awareness. Do you

see what | mean?”
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“Hmmm, yes,” Arrenberg replied, nodding for empisa“Fuzzy. Yes, | see where
you are leading.”

In the next twenty minutes Doctor Arrenberg filleléven pages of his notebook.
Harry explained about the use of doorways to mdeithe Astral Plane, which he consid-
ered to be only the lower level of a series of ptawhich could be visited by shifting one’s
mental focus. The doorways, according to HarrysiSGuardian, were apparently not really
needed for this but, much like the crystal balfasfground mystics, they helped to focus the
flow of mental energy. He filled half a page witbtes on the various colours of psychic
energy which, according to Harry, were perceptdriehe lower astral levels. Mostly shades
of blue, from turquoise to violet. He heard how teasts which had devoured Harry’s friend
Theodore were actually self constructed metaphbishweflected earthly reality, and how
Harry had erred in destroying the spiritual compdred the metaphor without making a corre-
sponding attack on the physical level. If thetdoxhad started an aggressive program of
chemotherapy and radiation at the same time ayHad chopped the heads off the meta-
phoric beasts, he was told, then the cancer wdnidsd certainly have gone into remission
and the prognosis would have been so much better.

As the pages filled and the story grew the Doctarld hardly believe his good for-
tune. ‘Barking Mad’ fell far short of the mark!h& man was as nutty as the proverbial fruit-
cake. He was a raving loony! Not only was he gimoch small fortune in fees from his
(fortunately) well-heeled company, but there wedrkeast two or three papers in this. Arren-
berg could see himself at the podium, as the croWearned therapists from around the world

rose to their feet, their applause crashing overlike waves on some exotic Pacific beach.

He came back to earth. His patient was lookingratexpectantly. He had apparently
asked a question. The doctor scribbled on fomavierds. What he actually wrote was
“Don’t blow this Arrenberg!” What he said was ii’'terribly sorry, Mr. Murphy, | was just
completing my notes and | missed your commenhoulgl really have learned shorthand
many years ago. | do apologise. What was youstopre again?”



“I simply asked for your observations, Doctor” Hasaid, and his smile was tight

about the edges. “What do you think is wrong vaits?”

In his mind Norman James Arrenberg still stoothatpodium of the crowded hall
basking in the adulation of his peers. And thas Wia downfall. He responded to Harry as
though to a question from the crowd. “There isimople response to that question.” he be-
gan. “ The patient displays a web of overlappiymmgtoms culminating in psychosis of im-
mense depth and complexity. The patient has amtstt a fantastic quasi-reality in a
desperate attempt to rationalise his ongoing désetndelusion and self deception. While it
is impossible to speculate at this time as to tle¢ cause of the paranoia there is little doubt as
to the mechanism and therefore the ultimate pragnddoresee a series of monographs on
this patient over the next several years as | pateehis layers of delusion and expose the
unpleasant realities from which he is obviouslyifgd | should mention that the patient has
developed a strong sensitivity to any criticismh@f construct, seeing such criticism as a per-
sonal attack on his closely held, almost religibakef system. This would tend to explain the

recent episodes of violent physical confrontatidnol have.......... ”

Arrenberg was jerked from the podium to find hithbeing lifted by his lapels from
the deep cushions of his armchair. Only his goégsical bulk prevented his complete re-
moval from the chair, when Harry realised that@osis hernia was not only possible but
imminent. He dropped the therapist back into thercand brought his own face down to a

nose-to-nose contact.

Through gritted teeth he said one word -- “Quaekthen stormed out of the office.
Norman James was so relieved to have survivedrbeuater intact that he failed to notice
that a case of Pure Gold had just left his offiteuch a manner that he clearly did not intend
to return. To Harry’'s great chagrin the huge oaérgoroved too massive to allow itself to be
slammed.
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“But Harry, we're into October and the nights aheady starting to get colder. Do
you know at least how long you intend to be gole?you not have some slight idea of where
you will be heading?” Liz hovered nervously otarry as he tried in vain to find space for

yet another pair of woollen socks in the huge, stugfed backpack.

“I think I'll head west, Liz,” he said, not lookinup from his packing. “I'll follow the
coast road, at least to start. The young chapari®utward Bound” store told me that there is
a fairly extensive trail system already in placengl the old CN railway line — that is, along the

right of way where the lines used to be. If | fiawd that, I'll probably stick to the trail.”

“Oh, Harry, don't you think you're a bit too old be sleeping on the ground in a little

red nylon tent? Isn’t there some other way?”

“Liz, when | decided to do this, | felt as thoulgh put down some massive burden that
I'd been carrying for weeks. | have no idea whyt, Icknow that this is something | have to
do. And itisnt just a ‘little red nylon tent'The salesman said that this is the same tent they

used on the last Antarctic expedition.”

“Who exactly is ‘they’, Harry? Did ‘they’ all makit back? Were all their toes and
fingers still intact?”

“Don’t fret so, sweetheart. The tent is made fisome space-age insulating fabric that
just happens to look like nylon. And the groundthe made of the same stuff, but the one
eighth inch thickness is equivalent to six inchethat pink fibreglass stuff we have in the
walls. And I'm not sleeping on the ground. | hakes thermal mattress in the bag, specially
designed for cold weather and my sleeping bagppased to be guaranteed to twenty below

zero. | could be sleeping at the North Pole ands@arm as I'd be here at home in bed!”

“The bag may be guaranteed, but what about theinsate it?”
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“You’re making too much of this, my love. I'll bgone a few days — a week at most, |
think. I'll be down along the south shore somewehéut how far can | get on foot and carry-
ing this forty-five pound backpack? I'll never bre than an hour’s car ride away. And I've
spare batteries for the cellphone, so you canda&ihever you want, and I'll call every eve-
ning to let you know where 1 am and how | am. Hgihe it's not like I'm off to find the
source of the Nile.....”

“Somebody already found that.”
“Well, then, | don’t need to go there. | just deefew days of solitude to think things
through, and our old friend Subconscious Harrstele that I'll do the thinking a lot better

this way.”

“Couldn’t you find your solitude at the cottagkd promise to stay in Halifax until you
tellme I can...... "

“Give me a hug and wave me on my way, my lovd.céll you tonight as soon as |
find a place to set up the tent.”

“Oh, Harry!”

“Oh, Liz! Come on now. I’'m not off to war. Thehabitants of Hubbards are quite

friendly so I'm told. And there are no longer arannibals living in Chester.”

“Chester! You expect to walk all the way to Cleest

“Bye, Liz.”

“Bye, Harry. Do take care of yourself. Did yamember to pack your blood pressure

medicine?”
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“Yes. Bye, my love. I'll be back before you knatw

With little difficulty Harry shrugged into the pddd leather straps of his new rucksack,
marvelling at how light a forty-five pound load ddie when it was scientifically distributed
and properly carried. He gave Liz a final wave amding jauntily away, a strange sight in the
affluent east-end suburb. Half an hour later he marvelling at how forty-five pounds could
feel like a couple of tons, and how well paddedheastraps could rub like coarse-grit sand-

paper and cut like razor blades. He had coversitiean three kilometers.

At the Armdale rotary, a huge traffic circle amhe tmeeting point for several major
roads, he chose Herring Cove Road. He tuggedesttaps of his backpack in a vain effort
to ease the friction, and moved on. A kilometetHer along highway three Harry found a
small trail leading off the highway and he turneddllow it. The trail climbed a little way up
the hillside and then turned to run parallel tortbed, heading southwest towards Saint Mar-

garet’s Bay and the Aspotogan peninsula.

As the day wore on and the sun began to show eegdef sinking beyond the western
hills Harry felt a strange sense of peace begstdaal over him. He was reminded of a com-
ment made to him many years ago by a fellow studdisthad been a great fan of hiking as a
way to reduce stress and stimulate creative thouket out on the hiking trail, Harry” the
young man had said to him. “Put your legs in gaa your mind in neutral and you’ll be
amazed at the thoughts that find their way intoryskull.” And indeed, strange thoughts were

beginning to form in Harry’s mind.

It now struck him as completely self-evident tttee modern world had become too
complicated, and that the fundamental truths efwere being obscured by artificial priorities.
For thousands of years mankind had worked twenty fiours a day just to ensure that there
was enough to eat. If there had been any time\edt it would probably have been spent
trying to ensure that one’s family (including on@ssurvived the night without being eaten by

predators or murdered by one’s fellows. This sth@ffairs had endured for generation after

271



generation with essentially little change, welbitie start of the current century. It was a

very recent development in the story of human ewmiuhat mankind had enough to eat,
security from predators (four and two-legged) dodthe most part, an assurance that accident
or illness would not play a significant role in éehining the length and quality of one’s life-
span. All of these advantages could now be edmgéabouring in a safe environment for a

fraction of man’s waking day.

So what had man done about it? Was he now ermgdkim fruits of progress? For the
first time in the entire history of the human ré&gewas able to enjoy that most rare of Nature’s
gifts — leisure time. And was he, indeed, enjoytimg rare delicacy? Like Hell he was! He
was working all the hours that he possibly coufteroat two or more jobs, in conditions
which he often found abhorrent, to obtain goodshforself and his family that none of them
truly needed and few of them could find time toognjHe had invented new illnesses to re-
place those which science had conquered. Finale/fsom marauding predators, he now died

an early death from stress induced circulatoryrdisis or emotional instabilities.

Harry’s only pressing problems had now been wddttiown to two. The need to
relieve the pressure on his bladder without bemgssed for lewd conduct or public exhibi-
tionism, and the need to find a convenient plagatth his little tent where he could safely
pass the coming night. The first problem was gaakten care of by stepping off the trail into

a convenient gap in the shrubbery. The second néedsa little more thought.

The trail now ran along a high ridge. Directlydye him, about a hundred meters out
from the other side of the highway he could semallssand beach. A few trees and a small
patch of grass fronted the beach, and the whokessemed to be far enough away from the
highway to ensure that passing cars would notdiisteaction, and passing pedestrians were
unlikely to be a problem. Surprisingly there wacebuildings of any kind close to this little
beach. Although the property must certainly havewner somewhere Harry doubted that
this unknown person would have any serious objedbdis pitching a small tent for a few
hours of darkness.
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He walked on a little way until he saw a cleathdatding down to the road, and then
descended from the ridge, walked back a few hunairetgrs and crossed a short stretch of
rocky, overgrown headland to come at last to thallssiretch of sand he had seen from above.
It seemed perfect, and with no small amount oéfdle shrugged out of the abrasive straps

and dropped the heavy pack onto the sand.

While the sun was now below the horizon, and deskrwas quickly swallowing his
view of the ocean, it was still surprisingly warmdarry stretched out on the sand, his head
pillowed on the backpack, and looked at the stAréew wispy clouds passed over the moon,
but for the most part the heavens were unobscusiedrecognised Orion and the Big Dipper.
As the darkness deepened he was able to makeeolairgfer craters on the full moon. The
soreness was beginning to leave his muscles, thioaiginew that there would be a price to
pay tomorrow. He felt quite tired, but it was aliey kind of tired brought on by exercise.

He closed his eyes.

He opened his eyes when he heard the voicesmbbea was now high in a cloudless
sky, and he realised that he must have slept fdrike. A billion stars shone down on the tiny
beach, and the moon cast sharp-edged shadows earttie Harry listened carefully for evi-
dence of the voices which had awakened him butdhesly the lip-lap-lap of small waves
breaking on the pebbly shore. He propped himgebruone elbow and looked around. The
bright moon and sparkling stars gave plenty oftliglt he still did not see the youngsters
until they were already on the beach, only a fest éavay and strolling towards him. He
clambered to his feet.

“Don’t panic, Harry. We're friends. Friends ofdvjaret. She sent us to help you.

You have nothing to fear from us, Harry.”
Despite the circumstances Harry found himself ygadrust the strange trio. They

were very young, somewhere in their mid-teens,uesged. Two boys and a girl. He sat
back down in the sand and the three youngstemsigahim. They wore casual clothes — T-
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shirts and jeans — and smiled pleasantly. “My nabram,” the boy told him. “My friend
here is Cabell and the girl is my sister Juleen.”

“Those are strange names,” Harry replied. “Nov&l&cotian names. Are you from

this area?”

“No, Harry. They are very old names, and we &y wld people. We were already
old when your great-grandfather was young, but yvend Margaret is older yet. She was
already ancient when only the Mi’kmag roamed thedg®es, and the people of your birth-
country lived in caves and painted their bodiegblAnd you, too, are very old, but you do
not remember. We can help you to remember. Weezoh you. We can reveal your past
lives and restore to you the powers which you reaspended for the duration of this earth

life. Come with us, Harry.”

“But you seem... this must be a dream. How ikat 1 did not know | was dream-

ing?”

“Does it matter? After all of your experiencesuyshould know by now that the dif-
ference is of little importance. Are you lookiagthe glass othroughthe glass, Harry? It is
nothing more than a matter of focus. There israal* world and no ‘dream’ world, there is
only the one world, and the ability to focus youraaeness. Come with us and we will fly out
over this ocean and we will have great adventuwgsther. We will retrieve your great sword

and the four of us will go forth against the evitieh threatens our world. We will fight....”
“NO_”
“No, Harry? Why not? You have been searchingHertruth for almost a year now.

Ever since your spirit awoke within you, on a fatpby an old church and a snake infested

burial ground. We can show you the truth. We @a@n your eyes and your mind and...”
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“Then why do you mention my sword? | want nothmgre to do with that sword. |
want no more of fighting. Let’s go, then, the fadmus, but let's leave the sword where it
hangs.”

A silence fell over the group. The three youngpe exchanged glances, but none
spoke.

“As | thought,” Harry said. “You rode with me fight the Vikings, didn’t you! You
forged that sword for me, never dreaming that ghthone day be turned against you. You are
the motor cycle riders who tried to trap me in énepty parking lot, and later on the deserted
highway. You mean to drive me to anger and feethgremotions. Were you also at my
mother’s bedside? Did you feel the sting of my simbere?”

“Perhaps this may change your mind.” The girbstaand as she rose from the sand
she began to change. Her thin figure swelled amded. Her short, fair hair grew longer and
darker. She was Liz, as Harry had first known h&then she spoke it was in Liz’s voice.
“Come with us, Harry,” Liz said. “We can be youagain. We can be young forever. You

can love me as you used to love me.”

“My Liz would never say such a thing” Harry told thg@aption, smiling. “She knows
that | love her now as always, and will love hemagh, or more, when she is grey and with-
ered and her skin is like old leather. If you ththat | love her for her hair and her figure and
her youth, then you are a fool. However old yowiin@, you have learned little about men

and women, and you know nothing of love. Now clgfdiand let me sleep in peace.”

“Then you leave us no choice,” the first boy sdill.would be better for all of us
if you were to accompany us by choice, but accompanyou will.” Both boys and the ‘girl’
grew and changed. They became taller and broadénnuscles swelled on arms and thighs
until three huge armed warriors stood in front @iriy. The tallest of the three gave a deep
growl as he reached to grab Harry by the throat.
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Harry threw back his head and roared with laught@h, you foolish children!” he
said when his laughter subsided. “You claim teb®Ild, but | see that you do not have the
wisdom which should have come with your years. Wook to dress up like small boys on
Halloween and frighten old ladies in their hallwiayick or Treat, is that the name of your
game? Well it doesn’t work; not with me, at anteraYou may have terrorised my mother,
but you will not frighten me so that you can drimk fear as you did with her. Nor will you
annoy me so that you can feed on my anger. Yowaak and you are stupid. Go and play
elsewhere, and think yourselves lucky that | dturh you one by one over my knee and give
you a good spanking. Go now. You are wastingge#lsf good dreaming time. Go, before |
call for Margaret. | think that she would be muess tolerant of your childish theatrics.”

He had touched a nerve. The three figures wawemddaded away, leaving only the
moonlight and the lapping of the waves. Harrybbagk once more against the back-pack, and
when he next opened his eyes it was too a stursuingse over a blue ocean, and an appetite
for fried eggs and hot black coffee.

By mid-day Harry had covered an additional fodoikieters. He had thought that
packing twelve pairs of heavy woollen socks wassitbg a little over the top, but four of
those socks now supplemented the padding on tleel beather straps of his backpack, and the
amount of abrasion he incurred with every steplieeh greatly reduced. The pack was still
heavy, but was no longer becoming heavier withyek#ometer. After breakfast Harry had
been tempted to jettison some of the heavier capikimplements and possibly his spare pair of
boots. He was glad now that he had decided agdisst From an outer pocket of the back-
pack he had taken a couple of “energy bars” — aacion of grains, nuts, dried fruit and
unidentified bits and pieces, all held togethehbyey — and he was happily munching away
as he walked. The ocean was a distant blue digjveeen land and sky, and the day was
warm enough to be comfortable but not so warmtikateeded to shed any of his outer cloth-

ing. He still didn’t know where he was going, gt was going. All in all, Harry was feeling
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very content and was almost ready to burst int@sonat least whistle something, when the
dog bit him.

Fortunately the bite only caught his pants legging the flesh by a clear inch. Harry
decided that the bite was less of an attack opédrson than an attempt to gain his attention.
He looked down to see a scruffy-looking smallishaai which fit no breed definition that he
recalled ever seeing before. The dog was gazingjyaat Harry — or, more specifically at the

energy bar from which he had just taken a bite.

“Hungry, huh?” Harry asked the dog. The dog twed to stare at the confection,
obviously considering the question to be far tagpgt to actually require any kind of re-
sponse. Realising this, Harry dropped the remadiis mid-morning snack and the dog
swallowed it whole. It then demolished the remagriive bars which Harry fed to it without

any noticeable decline in its eagerness to have.mor

While Harry fed the dog from a can of pressed njwhich he had intended to have,
heated, for his evening meal) he petted the anihaé dog took no exception to this; in fact it
seemed to enjoy this display of affection. “Youa®starved for affection as you are for food,
aren’t you, boy?” Harry’s examination of the dagdrestablished that it was male, underfed,
and of very mixed parentage. It wore no collar had no kind of identification that Harry
could find. He doubted very much that some caowger had taken the trouble to have a
tattoo inscribed in the dog’s ear or a microchiplamted under the skin — either of which
could have been used by the nearest vet to establisership and address. “What are you,
exactly?” Harry asked the dog, who was too bugiatmoment licking out the empty can to
respond to his question. “You've the face of arftar Shepherd, but no Shepherd ever had a
tail like that! And you coat looks like there’smse Labrador Retriever in you, but you've not
the size for it. You're more the size of a Duckl&ig but no Toller had ears like yours. |
suppose you're just an old Heinz 57 variety typatMiothing wrong with that, I'm a deal
that way myself, with my Irish roots and my Engligbbringing, and me a Canadian for close

to four decades. Well, come on, Mutt! You mayadl tag along, since I'm obviously your



best bet for a food supply today. We’'ll see iahtt get you a bed at the animal shelter when

we get to Hubbards.”

The dog seemed to find this proposition much $oliking and trotted happily after
Harry as he wriggled back into his rucksack angste onto the trail.

More by good luck than due to careful navigatiariy had stumbled onto the Aspo-
togan Trail, which followed the old rail bed frotmetdays when Canadian National Railways
reigned as transport of choice for most peopleer@hwere, therefore, no significant gradients,
since even the slightest of inclines could causiess problems to a train which could be a
mile or more long. The slightest of inclines coaldo have caused serious problems to a 47
year old man carrying a 45 pound backpack, andyHeas therefore glad of the flat terrain.
He completed the long, gradual climb to top thgeiavhich represented the highest point of
the peninsula and was rewarded with his first sgfiilahone Bay. Except for the specific
tucks and turns of the bay’s perimeter, which wdwdgle been more significant from a bird’s-
eye view, Harry thought the great expanse of otedre much the same as Saint Margaret’s
Bay which now lay behind him. The Oak and Biraes between his vantage point and the
shore were in their most resplendent autumn col@mnd the reds and golds blended beauti-
fully with the various greens of the conifers. Hastopped to soak in the view, and Mutt

seemed to share his sense of wonder.

They camped that night in a small clearing togbeth of the trail, near enough to the
ocean to hear the sounds of breaking waves cdoiteem on the breeze. Harry called Liz
and brought her up to date on his progress, bubwvaedried to introduce Mutt by telephone
the little dog refused to co-operate. With Mutthiy feet Harry snuggled into his sleeping bag
— not yet needing the bag'’s ability to keep himmwat temperatures well below zero — and

fell asleep within twenty seconds.
Dreaming, and well aware that he was dreamingryHammtinued his hike over the

Aspotogan towards Mahone Bay. The aches and absasaused by his burden were gone

now, and the walking was easy. He strode ouwtanch of his destiny, and, when he glanced
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to his side, he found Mutt trotting along with hirdle knew very well that this dog was his
recently acquired companion of the Aspotogan,tbait not from the dog’s appearance: The
dog of the dream was possibly the most magnifispatimen of a German Shepherd that
Harry had ever seen. Mutt now stood over two liegi at the shoulder and clearly weighed a
hundred pounds or better. When Harry called tq lin@ dog trotted gladly to his new master
and jumped up to place his paws on Harry's chestiak his face with great enthusiasm.
Whatever other problems the little stray may h&ierry thought, he certainly had no trouble

with his self-image.

The two strolled at a leisurely pace along thé,twith Mutt stopping periodically to
sniff at an interesting aroma, or to place his ®s@nt-message on a tree or large rock. Look-
ing at the huge animal Harry thought “l can’t goaatling you ‘Mutt’ if we're to go dream-
wandering together. Looking like that you shouddKing’, or at least ‘Baron’. What do you
say, King?” The dog paid no attention. “OK,” IHasaid, taking the dog’s lack of interest as
a negative vote, “Mutt it is!” As though to signibgreement the large dog ran back to Harry,

circled him and then took off along the trail] taagging furiously the whole time.

A strange thing was happening to the dream, amdyldigd not at once appreciate the
significance. The scenery periodically blurred agidrmed, and he realised that he was cov-
ering large stretches of the trail in leaps andniosu A large boulder by the side of the trail
was left far behind in half a dozen strides. Aali$ stand of white birch approached at the
speed of an express train. While such things wenemon in a normal person’s dreams they
were rare for a lucid dreamer unless they weregoestused by specific intention. Harry con-
centrated on the trail and tried to bring theirgress back to a normal walking rate; but he

was unsuccessful.

In a short time they came to a large trestle laridger a wide river, and their progress
slowed and stopped. The bridge was built of obsoted timbers, many of them nothing
more than stripped and tarred tree trunks, botigdther at strategic points by threaded iron
bars. The boardwalk, however, seemed to be aitt factory trimmed, pressure treated

lumber, and pedestrians were protected by lardjagaiat each side, built of the same mate-
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rial. Far below them the river roared and tumldedr its bed, throwing clouds of spray into
the air. Without conscious effort, Harry found Biif crossing the bridge to its southern
anchor point. He felt like a prisoner trappedhi;m own body, but recalled that until a few
weeks ago all of his dreams had felt like this.th# end of the bridge he climbed over the
railing onto a steep, narrow path which led dowth®river, and was barely successful in
reaching the bottom while staying upright. Heedfdund another trail, wider than the one
above, which turned to pass under the bridge afafdhe course of the river. Without
conscious volition Harry followed the path. Mutitted down to the bank and began to drink.

They passed under a second bridge, this one armodasstruction of steel and con-
crete. Heavy traffic roared past overhead. Arkiter further along the trail petered out, but
Harry pressed on, clambering along rocks and pgghiough overgrown patches of wild rose
and blackberry, continuing to stay close to themivShortly they came to a small clearing
and, again acting as though controlled by a rermatesmitter, Harry pitched the small tent,
climbed inside, called for Mutt and zipped up tlw®dlap. This done, he slid into his sleeping

bag and fell asleep almost instantly.

He awoke to bright sunlight which turned the ifdeof the tent scarlet. For a moment
he wondered whether this was a continuation ofltkam, but noted that this tent Mutt took
up significantly less space. The little dog haghieed its normal size and shape. Harry won-
dered what had caused the strange dream, and Istsuspected that it carried a message of
some kind. He unzipped the doorflap and steppé&delieved to find that his tent had not
been magically transported during the night. Hamaged in his backpack for the necessities

of breakfast, an act which met with enthusiastigrapal from his companion.

Harry and his new ‘best friend’ rapidly becamdytinseparable. Sleeping or waking,
the dog trotted happily along, never out of sighearshot. They came down from the trail to
pass through Hubbards, where Harry replenishediggpmgmnd used the electrical outlet in a
small restaurant to re-charge his cellphone batterHe had used a guyrope from the tent’s
weatherflap as a makeshift leash for his new frievttb did not appear to have any objection

to being tethered to his master. At a hardwaneedtiarry replaced the rope with a respectable
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leather leash, and also fitted Mutt with a brigkd nylon collar, replete with engraved dog tags
carrying Harry’s phone numbers for the Halifax desice and seaside cottage. They walked
along the highway by a sign noting the way to N8eatia’s Shelter for Homeless Animals in
Distress, but by that stage there was no chantéhé@dittle dog would be needing any help
from the good folks at SHAID. Not then; not ev&eturning to the trail Harry slipped the
leash from Mutt’'s new collar and the little dogtteal off to explore yet another stretch of new

sights and sounds and, especially, new smells.

The two hikers settled into a daily routine whedemed to have been ticking along for
years. Rising shortly after dawn they would lethestent for the privacy of surrounding brush
to attend to various personal functions, and wdldeh meet back at the small propane stove,
or sometimes at a tiny campfire, for breakfast iimg of some combination of fried eggs,
bacon, sausage, toast with jam or marmalade, caffdeginger cookies. Sometimes all of
these. Harry had included a small bag of dog faredi a pack of dog biscuits amongst his
provisions, but as often as not Mutt shared whatemeerged from the cooking pots. Harry, in
return, tried one of Mutt’s dog treats but foundtthe preferred his own English Ginger
Snaps. After breakfast Harry would pack his beiogg, do his very best to leave no sign that
there had ever been a camp on this site, and atpdnto the trail. Their pace varied accord-
ing to the weather, the terrain and their respeatioods, but Harry had found that, fully
laden, he could comfortably manage a twelve tedifit kilometer hike with minimum aches,

pains or uncomfortable after-effects, and he saweason to push for greater daily distance.

Late in the afternoon of their seventh day thepe#o the bridge. They had passed
through the small coastal village of Chester Basimere Harry had once again replenished
their stocks of consumables, and had been badkeotndil for perhaps two kilometers.

Across a small road the trail curved to the soudistvand came immediately to a broad, turbu-
lent river. From his map Harry learned that theswhe Gold River, and that at this point it
was very close to where it joined the Atlantic Qtedhe bridge was, in life, exactly as he had
found it in his dream, and there was no longergumstion about the message of the dream.

Somebody wanted him to follow the directions he beaen given.
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Crossing over the broad span he came to the westigle of the bridge and climbed
the guardrail to the narrow path which led downwartnlike the dream, he was unable to
hold his footing on the steep descent and slid diverlast twenty feet of the path on his back.

Mutt immediately ran over and licked Harry's fagevisay of commiseration.

Dusting himself off, Harry followed the trail algrihe river's edge to the point at
which he knew he must leave the path and forcevhisthrough undergrowth to the small
clearing, where he knew he must camp that nighghtRn schedule, the clearing opened in
front of him. The light was fading rapidly by thime, and the two campers were comfortably
tucked up inside their tent by nine fifteen, whieath were sound asleep before nine twenty

five. Harry did not dream.

He was awakened to the scarlet light which sigdifs sunny morning, and to the
sound of a hard rain falling on the trees arourdt¢imt. Still fuzzy from sleep Harry could not
at first reconcile this apparent contradiction. h&ssat up he noticed that Mutt was no longer
in the tent, and wondered whether his friend hagildgel to continue his wanderings alone.
More probably he just gone out to answer someofadbture. The fact that the dog would
have needed to — and would have baleto -- unzip the doorflap did not surprise Harry at
all. Strange, he thought, how the sound of ragsihg into the brush sounded exactly like
bacon frying. Stranger yet was how it cosidellexactly like bacon frying. Probably, Harry
thought, becausewtasbacon frying! Now, if Mutt had found the supplieskindled the
campfire and got breakfast underway, that certairdyld surprise Harry. He lifted the flap
and looked out.

A small, shrivelled brown skinned man squattedrdve campfire, on which, sup-
ported by four small rocks, sat Harry's lightweiggflon coated aluminum frying pan. Next

to the small man sat Mutt, licking his lips in amation.

“Some guard dog you turned out to be!” Harry daithe dog. Hearing the voice, the
old man looked over to the tent. “Oh, he challehges, Harry, and he needed a heap of reas-
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surances before he let me take any liberties im gamp. | brought my own bacon, by the

way.”
“Oh, there’s plenty for three in my backpack,” Hasaid. “But before we get down to

the social pleasantries, would you mind just tglime who the hell you are!”

“Sure. | am Sky Reader. | am so called because as a small child | could foretell
the weather for weeks in advance. My English nantdias Sylliboy. And I've heard every
possible joke about that, so I'd be much obligaedefdon’t bother with any of it this morn-
ing.

“You're an Indian.”

“Sheesh, barely introduced and already we’re tinéoethnic stuff! You, | suppose

would be a square-headed Mick with some Canuck.”
“No offence intended,” Harry said. “l just meant...”

“Never mind. We don’t have time for it. Hurry apd do whatever it is you have to
do before breakfast and I'll make you a bacon saciuand a strong cup of tea. Brought my
own tea, too, as well as a fresh baked loaf. Wa'l@ to do, and I've already wasted five
days waiting for you to come to me, since I'm gastpoint where I'd gladly walk fifty miles
to meet you. Come on then, lots to do today.”

Harry emerged, stretched, scratched. “What exacd we about to do?”

“Your Spirit Guide sent me. She claims that yandawandered seriously from your

planned life-path, and I'm to see if | can help ymi back onto it.

“Margaret? You mean Margaret? | thought keemiggon the right path wdeer job!”
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“Your ‘Margaret’ is a very powerful, very busy gen. She serves the Spirit Council

which oversees much of what happens on this pd&adh.”

“You must be confusing her with someone else. Nidygaret is just a girl.”

“To you she appears as a girl, probably to makefgel at ease in her company. To
me she is a great and powerful leader, and whemduanmoned before her she appears as a
mighty warrior queen. She has lived on earth ntangs, and if | told you some of the names
she was known by you would find it hard to beliewe.her home land she was long ago
known as Boudi'’chea. She was a great warrior hadueen of her tribe. When she lived
amongst the Mi’kmaq she was a medicine man revayealr people throughout the northern

lands for her knowledge of healing, and for herdom.”

“You mean medicine ‘woman’.”

“When she chose rebirth amongst us she livednagra Several times she has chosen
to be male when circumstances required it, althdwegtpreference is to be female. During her

time with us, alas, the voices of women were netgk respected by our warriors.”

“Why would she send you to help me? I'm not Mi&q I’'m not even Native Cana-

dian.”

“Harry, | can assure you that the only reasonhne is that your skin is white. If you
had been of my blood and my tribe | would not hstepped across my threshold to help you.
Now get into the brush and do what you have toeforle the bacon gets cold. Like | said,
we’ve a lot to do and little time to do it in.” arty scratched again, walked around the tent
and moved off amongst the trees. Elias Sylliboy ®utt the mutt looked at each other and

shrugged.
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BEAUTIFUL DREAMER

Chapter 8:

“Tell me again, Sky Reader, about this ‘life-patim supposed to have wandered

away from.”

“Harry, | know now that you’re not a bigot. | kwdhat you measure a man by his
deeds and by his heart, and that you care littlevfaat labels he carries. But when you use my
Mi’kmaq name I'm never sure that you're not beingtja tad sarcastic. I'd be much obliged if
you'd call me Elias, or ‘Eli’ if you prefer, whicis what my friends call me. Yaidb want to

be my friend, don’t you, Harry?”

“El" suits me fine. And yes, you seem like acéat sort of chap and I'd like to be

your friend. But about this ‘life-path’ business?”

“If you haven't realised it yet, you will soon lgethat the purpose of earth-life is to
learn and to grow spiritually. Earth is a schogbu come here to learn specific lessons,

which have been constructed with your input and@pd. The way.......

“Whoa, there, Eli. I'm still coming to grips witlvhether | have an immortal soul or
not. Now you expect me to buy into this ‘schoalsimess? And are you saying that my life

was all planned out before | was even born? Wiaifo you offer me?”

“Proof? You want proof? None, Harry; | offer mowhatsoever.” Elias’s words flew
like bullets and his eyes turned angry. “I'm wellae that you’ve stumbled through your life
wearing blinkers, and you haven't a clue about vghraally going on! But it's not my job to
open your eyes or to make you see what's hangidgrwour nose. I'm told you're a compe-

tent Dream Walker — Lucid Dreamer, | think is yoeemm — but as | see it you go around
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every night seeing, yet denying that you have eg@syersing with folk yet refusing to accept
that you have ears and a mouth; walking.....

“Eli, I know | that have eyes, but they are clogedleep. My dreams are nothing

more than imaginings, taking place only within nmgih. 1 don’t really........

“Harry, it's like | said,we do not have time for thisfou're just going to have to ac-
cept the evidence of your senses — ygpiritual senses, and move on. This should have been
settled long ago. It's as though a small childudtiay to its mother ‘Prove to me that the
thing | see over there is a real thing’; or ‘Whestrbke the cat, how can | be sure that it is a
real cat?” Why can’t you can trust me? Take my wandif? Can you do that, do you think?

Or am |, too, just a figment of your imagination?”

“Are we to sit here and play word games all dagn® Is that how I'm going to be put

back on the right path?”

Elias seemed to shrink back inside himself. “Narry. | apologise. I'm atired old
man, and | got up very early to drag this wearysmaut body down along the banks of the
Gold River, and to be honest I didn’t really wamtbme. So please forgive me if I'm a little
grumpy. | shouldn’t have tried to get smart withuyand | shouldn’t have got snappy with
you. But to tell the truth it just burns me upttlyou refuse to accept something that's always
been a part of my daily life; something that | siler to be so obvious that it goes without
saying; something that every child in my cultureks as well as his name. Try to see it from
my point of view. Supposgouhad been asked to convinoethat a simple inoculation can
prevent certain serious diseases, and I'm sitterg kelling you that the very idea is preposter-
ous. Little animals too small to see, crawling@b@ my bloodstream? What nonsense!
Yougrew up knowing this to be a fact, but what cogdd do to convincene? What proof
could you offer? Look, I'm just getting all steachagain. This is no good. Under the cir-
cumstances | think that perhaps the best thing$do do is meet up in the dream world. At
least while we’re there | can point to the readited the place by way of demonstration. Will

you do that for me?”
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“Do you want to start right away?”

“Yes, if you're ready.”

Harry dragged his sleeping bag out of the tentsgmdad it on a bed of the pine nee-
dles which covered the small clearing. He rollespare shirt into a makeshift pillow and
made himself comfortable. He looked at Elias, Whd settled against the trunk of a large

spruce, and at Mutt who lay at his feet. Eliasdesti

Harry relaxed his body and focussed on his bregthHe moved rapidly into and
through his sphere of darkness and stood besideritis Elias came to his feet in some sur-

prise, and the huge German Shepherd loped ovearty Hvagging his tail in obvious delight.

“I am mostimpressed,” Elias said. “Especially for a whitamh Damn! | always
forget I'm not supposed to say that stuff any ma8arry if | caused offence. | was told that

you were good at crossing, but that was as weledsh can do it.”

Harry, too, had been taken by surprise. The nyathdtree was in his prime, some-
where in his early thirties. His eyes were brigimd twinkled with mirth. He wore only a
small loincloth and heavy muscles rippled as heedowHis jet black hair hung almost to his

waist.

“What?” Elias asked, seeing Harry’'s expressio@h,“yeah. The body! Welcome to
one of the many benefits of dreamlife! Back in yauaking reality you have to live with what
you have, more or less. Plastic Surgery can oalgadmuch. Time and Gravity always win in
the end. But here, my friend, you can be whatgearwant to be. Did you not notice your
scruffy little four-legged buddy there? Well whate he can do, you can do. Usually better.”

“I don’t even know what I look like, Eli! | trietboking in a mirror but | had no reflec-

tion. | know what myphysicalbody looks like, but.......



“Harry, | am so glad to hear you say that. ‘MyysicalBody’. That tells me that you
are closer than you care to admit to believing soahe part of you exists outside the physical.

If you can accept that, my work is half done.”

“Eli, you just can’t know how much I've wrestledtivthat! But | guess | gave up on
religion a long time ago. An invisible soul, floag up to heaven to sit on a throne and listen
to a bunch of angels playing on their harps! R@reand ever! Eternal boredom, I'd call it!
But honestly, what garbage it all is! | saw thrbugwhen | was twelve years old, and it
makes even less sense now than it did then!”

“You ever hear about throwing the baby out witl Bathwater? You're talking about
Christianity, of course, but if you'd been a chiidsed in my religion you’'d probably have
come to the same conclusion. Our stories difl@mfiyours; no wise men, no guiding star, no
manger. No Messiah! But you'd have gagged orstbey of how the sun and moon were
made, and our creation story is no less far fetthad ‘Adam and Eve’. But these were tales
for a less sophisticated time, Harry. All religioare pretty much the same. You wouldn’t

have fared much better under Buddhism, or Islam,yau'd have made a lousy Druid.”

“Well then, what's the point?”

“The point? Maybe just ‘Don’t confuse Spirituglivith Religion; they’re two very
different things!” Maybe | have no point at allm an old man and my mind tends to wander.

But we were talking about threality of this place. Do yogeeme now?”

“| see an image; but | know it's not you. | kndlwat in reality you're an old man,

sleeping against a tree, just as | know that thedbg with you is.....

“Nonsense! Utter nonsense! Where the hell dothik you are now, exactly?”

“I'm dreaming.”
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“Then who or what is that, lying over there on tghe sleeping bag?”

“That’s my sleeping body. I'm dreaming an imadeny sleeping body.”

“Then look atmybody. Walk over to it. Look closely above myhtgye. What do
you see?”

Harry looked. “You have a scar there. Faintokovery old. It runs right up into
your hairline.”

“I dohave such a scar. | gotit when | fell from adeoas a young man. But | didn’t

tell you about it, or show it to you. So how daiyjmnow it is there?”

“l see it.”

“What with? Your eyes are in your body, over thby the tent, and they are closed,
Harry.”

“I see it with....... with.....

“With your eyes, Harry. With your spirit eyes. eVéire standing here talking to each
other, looking at each other. You see me; yar hee. Do you want to touch or taste me?
Come closer and smell me!”

“Don’t be revolting!”

“Let me try it this way: What would it take torance you that you are alive, alert,
and fully functioning quite apart from the physitady which lies out there beside the tent.”

Elias drew from his belt a wicked, long bladed knithich gleamed under the bright sun. He

moved over to Harry's sleeping body.
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“What if | killed this body, Harry, and yet you minued to live? Would that convince

you?”

Elias put the edge of the blade to the throahefdleeper, and Harry reflexively leaped
forward. Elias raised his hand and Harry ran answlid wall of air which held him as though
he were bound by ropes. Elias sheathed his bladlstaod. A wave of his hand released

Harry’s bonds.

“Please know that | would never harm you; noehand not in the waking world. My
temper does not improve with age. But believe rary, if someone came into the clearing
while you slept and cut your head clear from yoad\y you would continue to exist exactly as
you are now. I'm at a loss as to what will condnou. Can we just leave that issue, for a

while, and move on to the Life-Path?”

“Eli, I don’t mean to be hard on you, it's justti see no point in agreeing with you

for a quiet life when in my heart | can’t acceptatljou say. But yes, let's move on then.”

“Do me a favour, just listen to me for a minuteswear to you that everything | say

will be the absolute truth. If you still need pfowe’ll come back to that later.”

“‘OK.”

“Your spirit came into existence many thousandgeairs ago and has been evolving
ever since. It has grown and developed by seweeahs, but by far the best and most effec-
tive of these is earthly incarnation. You havedthon earth several times. You have been a
great leader, a powerful warrior, a renowned teaahd a man of science. You have always
chosen to be male. You have learned much, but iméss&ed one very important lesson. Be-
fore you were born to your present life your Guandspirit met with the Great Council on
your behalf to determine the course of your timesarth. She had already discussed with you

the kind of life you wished to live, and meetinglwihe Council was, in your case, pretty
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much a formality. It was agreed that the mostwidéé you could live this time would be as
husband and father. You had no further need tyghe use of power or the leadership of
men. Yet despite all of your experience you hassed out on the most valuable of all life’s
lessons; you did not know how to love, or how tddved. So a life was devised for you
which would give you the chance to learn. Loveyfour parents, your children, your friends —
even your pets. Love for all of humanity -- thodgiv can succeed at that! But above all,
love for your wife, Liz. You had known Liz in prious lives, but not as a lover or a wife. It
was decided also that your career would be lessdhecessful in order that you may learn
something of humility — a quality which you do rpaissess in quantity, Harry! That was to be

the pattern of your life.”

“But ...... sorry, Eli, I know I said | would not inteupt, but where is the learning in

this, if I do no more than follow a script? Aslaacacter in a play, where is my free will?”

“Free will is everywhere! The outline of yourdifvas planned in order that you could
encounter situations you needed to face in ordgrdw; but how you deal with those situa-
tions is entirely up to you. You could have trelayeur friends badly — as indeed you have in
recent weeks. You have caused your friends muichlgily, Harry. You could have said
‘goodbye’ to Liz on the night you met, never to see again. Or you could have known her
as a lover for a short time and moved on to ott@men. You could have married her, and
then fought and feuded for sixty years. You cdwdsle abused your children, or neglected

them. You could by now be estranged from yourreriéimily.

“And if | had made such choices?”

“Then you would have needed to repeat the leskbrtil you got it right.”

“And | failed?”

“Do you love Liz?”
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“With all my heart, and without qualification.”

“And do you allow her to love you?”

“Allow it? Her love is the most precious thing in thelddo me.”

“Then how can you have failed, Harry?”

“But you say that | have left my path?”

“That is not to say that you have failed! But,ygsu have wandered from your path;
from your life-script. It was written that you widusucceed to the position of Chief of your
organisation. Many trials were planned for you¢heYou would have been required to bring
hardship to your friends for the sake of comparofifs. Your career and personal life would
have come into great conflict, and ultimately yooud have had to choose between your

career and your wife.”

“No contest.”

“Not now And that is the root of the problem. Somehow yave seen through to the
shallowness of many of your earthly pursuits. Yiow count your career as of little value.
How can you be placed in a learning situation bpdpéorced to choose, when one of the two

choices has become valueless to you?”

“But how did this happen, Eli? | don’t understahohyself! Less than a year ago |
would have killed for the CEO job. Right up to timae | got it, | thought it was the most
important thing in my world. What happened to menake me see it, now, as such a trivial
thing.”
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“We don’t know Harry. Honest to God, we just dokriow. And the question we
move to from there is, under the circumstancethi@se any point in your continued earthly

existence?”

“What do you mean? That | could..... | could die?”

“Physically, yes. Exactly that. Why plod througother thirty years of a life which
has lost it's meaning? Drifting from day to dakelia sea anemone, with no purpose except to
exist? What is the point of such a life? You vialte no hardships; you will not be tested,;
you will not learn or grow in what is left of yoearth-life. It would be the easiest thing to
arrange for your body to die, here and now. A suddnexpected heart attack. A passing
hiker would find your body a couple of days fromanoOr that same hiker could kill you in

your sleep, for the credit cards in your wallet #mel few possessions in your back-pack.”

“But Liz....... ”

“Would be heartbroken, yes. And facing that waokd for her, a valuable lesson in
itself. Just as your children would have to famsgrig you. Your friends, too. For all of them,
their life patterns would be disrupted, but muchldde salvaged. All of this could be ar-
ranged, but we come back to the central questWhat is the best option for Harry Murphy?”

“Are you asking me? Are you asking me what | Wwant

“In a way, yes. Your wants and needs are moreitapt than you can know. Where

do you want to go from here, Harry?”
‘I don’t know. You’ve shown me one possibilityhat other choices do | have?”
“You could forget everything. We could erase gueemory of every dream. Better

yet, we could leave sketchy memories of shalloweelgmces, so that you would think your

experiments in dreaming had come to nothing, anadavexperiment no more. We could re-
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script the remainder of your life. At least thaywou will grow old with the woman you
love; you will have the chance to support eacleothrough age and illness. There are still

some lessons to be learned by such a choice.”

“Then if you can do that.......

“But we cannot undo the events that have alreakigr place, and we cannot - weal
not - tamper with your essential soul. We will sbange what you have now become. You
would go back with a clean bill of health to youGA cured of your ‘mental illness’; but
would you still want the job? | think not, now.hd&n what would you do? You have an ex-
pression which I'm not sure | understand — a ‘locsenon’. That is what you would be, |
think. A loose cannon. Free to make choices. depknding on your choices, the paths of
many people close to you would hang in the balaM#euld you become a Christian Mission-
ary to some remote location? Doubtful, | suppodsuld you go back to University, study
medicine and find the cure for some dreadful disea®r make some important scientific
discovery? Or turn to a life of crime? All of 8eare possibilities, and all are unknowns.
Then, to fit in with the changes your life-script, we would need to change the scrifts o
many of the people close to you, affecting thedasswvhich they went to Earth to learn. We

could never be sure that it would be to their atkvg®, to make such changes.”

“Or?”

“Or you could start over. We could erase all mgnad this life and send you for
rebirth to live essentially as you lived befores @lways at re-birth your memories would be
washed clean, but your character would remain gxastyou stand before me now. ”

“And Liz?”

“If you wish to relive your life together, we mustit for Liz to complete her time and

ask her whether she wishes to live again as yofa. Wiihe wait would be small on this side of

the veil, and from what we know of the two of yoleél certain that......
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“Would we go back to the same time period? Obdm into the twenty first cen-
tury?”

“We can’'t move your time backwards but we couldeate the circumstances quite
precisely. You could both be born to the same parand live under similar circumstances as
before. The things that truly matter would besheme.”

“l don’t know, Eli. | need more time to think.”

“Take all the time you need, Harry. We can mdike dlay last for a hundred years if
you need so long. Let's walk a little, shall we?”

Elias turned and walked along a small path ineowlbods. Harry followed with Multt
at his heels, and found himself in a primeval food$uge sequoias, twenty feet thick at the

base and towering so high that their tops wereitoskoud.

“I was here before,” Harry said. “l received nwasd here. That was you, wasn't it?
You brought my sword to me.”

“No, not me. A good friend of mine. His namédRignning EIk, and he is my Spirit
Guardian. He thought that you might have somdarsieé against the Dream Riders who were
tormenting your mother.”

“It was indeed most useful. Thank your friendnfrone when you see him.”

“He hears your thanks. He has watched you cldbelse last few weeks.”

They walked on along the path, which wound araimechuge trees and through
marshy ground. Foot long, bright yellow slugs deshslowly along the side of the path.
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“I know this place.” Harry said. “This is theimdorest of the Pacific Rim. Liz and |

visited it when we were in British Columbia. Thageatures are called Banana slugs.”

“There are such places along the coast of Vanadsiand” Elias said “But this par-
ticular stretch does not exist any longer; excemtur dreamworld. In your real world men
have cut down these trees for lumber. But inwosd they it will live forever. Listen to the

silence.”

The two men walked and listened, while Mutt rabadk and forth in ecstasy, sur-
rounded by a canine paradise of new sights, scamdsmells. Harry thought he could hear
the sounds of the ocean, very faintly, in the fatashce. His mind raced as he tried to come to
grips with the facts which Elias had offered to hikWhat should he choose? If he ignored the
whole situation, would Elias and his ‘Council’ ctseofor him? Would he awaken in his ‘real’
world to some situation not of his choosing andfifam his liking? Or would he simply
awaken, returned from a complex dream to the woddh as he had left it? In the end, he

could not choose.

“Elias, | could walk in these woods for a hundyedrs, and still not come to any con-
clusion. | need more help. | need to understamdcame to terms with what has happened to
me. | accept now that what you have told me is.truaccept the reality of my immortal soul,
and | accept the transitory nature of life on eaBlt | still have a thousand questions, and |
still need time to let this new awareness sinkltis still all too new to me, and too strange. |

want to know more. | want......... | want to know.....I mtdo knoweverythind’

In a place which was not a place a thousand beungshad once been human met to
discuss the future of one small, undistinguished.niEheir discussion made no sounds which
could have been heard by human ears, if there éad uch ears present, and took place at the

speed of thought. On the fringes of this meetibgiag who was still human observed the
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proceedings. Sky Reader had made his report todinecil and had been granted permission
to remain. In this place of eternal peace andergnient, Elias was ill at ease and definitely
not happy. He had known Harry Murphy for only arshime as earth hours are measured,
but had come to like and admire the man. Harryahgdod heart and a strong spirit. By
rights, his present earth-life should have beenlpemate. One more lifetime on earth should
have given him the spiritual strength necessapraogress beyond the need for earthly incar-
nation. His present life had been intended tohtdam how to love and be loved, and in this
he had made excellent progress. Apart from a &atively minor trials related to earthly
employment, Harry had been considered home andlthad been intended that in his final
days Harry would be required to nurse his belovéd through a hard battle with cancer, a
fight which she would ultimately lose. A toughttdsut one taken by many loving couples at
the end of long lives spent together. Harry waseted to face his ordeal with courage and
compassion, and in so doing he would have developesiderable emotional strength and
spiritual power. All in all, a very profitable lifscript for the Murphys, and one which should

have produced a highly satisfactory outcome fohlmdtthem.

And now where were they?

Sky Reader had reported to the Council, throughGuardian Running Elk, that his
efforts had failed. He was unable to offer a sotutvhich Harry could accept, and reluctant

to force a solution onto the man.

The Council had accepted his report without contraed in doing so had taken to
themselves the responsibility for resolving theppean. Questions and comments filled the
ether. One question, if it had been expressedrinly terms and in a human language was
“Does anybody yet have an answer to how this sgnatame about? Why did this man’s

character suddenly take such a radical about-face?”

“His studies of dreams surely caused this,” cam@stantaneous response. “He
achieved a high degree of knowledge and compeiaraeincredibly short time. We could

not have known that he had such aptitude.”



“No,” another ‘voice’ cut in. “The dream studie®re incidental to the attitudinal
changes. The fact that they occurred at the saneei$ coincidental. We should be asking
ourselves, rather, what caused the deviation frarstripted life-path? The man did not
chooseto make such deviation, it was thrust upon hinis iéwly acquired ability to re-focus

awareness was the mechanism of the deviationheatause of it.”

A new ‘voice’. “l am his Spirit Guardian. Let nspeak to this.”

The new speaker had no image in this place, buypdrsonality was very clear to all
participants. The strength and love flowing frdm being was almost overpowering to Elias,
who remained on the boundary of the proceedingskr¢w that, in past meetings with
Harry’'s Guardian, she had appeared to him as a wamier fifties, handsome rather than
beautiful, knowledgeable and wise in the ways efttbman race. He doubted that Harry
would have recognised his Margaret from the desoripthough they were one and the same.

Her thoughts came clearly to Elias, as to all pgréints at the meeting.

“I have lately come to believe that the deviatmay be linked to an intervention which
I made when the man Murphy was very young. A mirafance occurred which resulted in
death by drowning of the young boy, and it was ssagy for me to correct this imbalance.
For reasons still unknown to me the boy died inggarpon immersion. He should have sur-
vived without difficulty for long enough to be res by his friends, who were nearby. But
his spirit drifted. | had to pursue and captura,hand then re-infuse his life-essence into the
body. While separated from his body Harry achiemedreness. This, too, was unexpected
and should not have happened. In order to prevéfg-path deviation at that point | sup-
pressed memory of the experience. It was far &oly @& his life for him to become aware of
his spiritual qualities. | now believe that thigppuession caused a severe inner conflict which
smouldered for almost forty earth years: Whakmewto be true, he believed consciously to
be impossible. This inner conflict finally explatimto Harry’s conscious awareness in his
late forties when he attained the ability to exaartirs subconscious mind by way of his

dreams. He very rapidly obtained a waking know&dbhis spiritual existence which was
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incompatible with his planned life-script. Theusition was then further complicated when he
insisted on suppressing his new knowledge by consaieasoning. What lk@ewto true just

could notbe true. And this conflict drove him mad.”

“Yes,” from many ‘voices’. “This could be. Butdoes not help us towards a solu-

tion.”

“No, it does not. But I think, perhaps, that council is missing the key ingredient

necessary to determining the best solution.”

“What ingredient?”

“The mind of Harry Murphy.”

“He is unready. He does not have the intelleedee to function at council, and will
not possess this for at least one more incarnatitow could he be brought to us to participate
except through your representation?”

“I will prepare him. He has told Sky Reader thathas many questions, and that if
answers are supplied he, himself, will make thesi@e regarding the remainder of his
planned earth-life.”

“What does he want to know?”

“He wants to know “everything”. And | intend teach him.”
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Harry awoke as from a dreamless sleep, and fdirdtdew seconds was dazed and
disoriented. As the world came into focus he sedlithat Elias Sylliboy was leaning over him

while Mutt licked furiously at his whisker-coveretieek.

“Come on back, Harry,” the old man said. “Wakenagpv!”

Harry sat up. “What happened?”

“Oh, not much” Elias told him. “You slept for awle, is all. Six hours, actually. |
expect you're pretty hungry by now. [I've somenste the pot over there, but I'll be leaving
you and your pal here to enjoy it alone, if it'sthke same to you. Now your dog has been
showing remarkable self restraint, but if you dagét up pretty soon | think he’ll reach the

end of his control and just tuck into that stewbglhimself.”

“You're leaving, Eli?”

“Yes, Harry. I've done what I can, though it wade enough | could manage for you.
Your future is in other hands now. Capable haadd,loving hands. I'm sure that it will all
turn out well. But | must be away now. I'm an ohéin, and there’s not much juice left in me.
I'd as soon be back to my bed now as spend anotplet on pine needles. But let me say this
to you. You are a man of great heart. A good madmit freely that I didn’t want to come
to help you, but as it turned out it has been a paivilege for me to share your path for a few
steps. We will meet again, Harry Murphy, but mothis world. Goodbye now.”

Harry sat up, intending to thank the old Mi'’kmay his help, or at least for his good
intentions, but the man had gone. “Goodbye, Skadee Harry called to the trees. “l will
remember you as | last saw you, with hair to yoarsivand the muscled body of a young

warrior. Goodbye my friend.”
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He did not sleep that night, but sat outside &m with Mutt curled at his feet, listen-
ing to the night sounds from the woods at his lzawk the eternal roaring of the Gold River on

its endless journey to the sea.

By sunrise of the following morning Harry and Mutére once again on the trail and
heading west. They had retraced their steps dlmganks of Gold River and climbed back
up to the trail. At Western Shore, a coastal géla few kilometers further west, they left the
trail to replenish their food supplies. At a lobardware store Harry picked up a new propane
cylinder to fuel the small camp stove which he iearin the backpack. The pack now seemed
a fraction of its original weight, and the abrasairthe shoulder straps had become no more
than a minor annoyance. The trail wound southtwessing through a series of small set-

tlements, and away from any sight or sound of ttesan.

As Harry walked on the days and nights fused tugyahto a seamless continuum in
which time had no meaning. He slept little, anelagined not at all. As often as not he made
camp simply by dropping the backpack onto a corer@match of ground and covering him-
self with the unzipped sleeping bag. By fortuihe, nights remained cool but not cold, and
little rain fell. His dog would station himself tweeen Harry and the passing trail, standing
guard until his master roused himself to resum@ theest. When Harry called Liz to give his
nightly report she asked him why he sounded so $ads surprised Harry, who was not at all
sad. When he thought about it, he was not espeaiaything. He walked through an emo-
tionless void, an empty vessel ready to acceptevieatemotion were to be poured into him.

On the morning of the thirteenth day of his joyriarry rose with the sun, strapped
on his backpack, threw a handful of energy baidutt, and walked to the trail. As far as he
could calculate he was half way between the pistjue town of Mahone Bay and the ancient
settlement of Lunenburg. He had visited the lateareral times, and liked the feel of the old
town, which was preserved pretty much unchanged fte time of its inception as a sailing

and shipbuilding centre some two hundred years &gith a little imagination Harry could
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walk the streets of Lunenburg and persuade hinisaifhe was a mariner of the last century,
about to take ship and embark on a voyage to unknmasts of the unexplored globe. He
strode out briskly, turned a sharp corner and almwatked into a young girl in a white dress

who stood, smiling, at the centre of the trail.

“Hello Harry. | am very pleased to meet with you.

“Hello, Margaret. Am | dreaming, then? | coulaMe sworn | was awake.”

“You are asleep and awake. Neither and both. digtenction was always a matter of
mental focus; do you loakt the window oithroughthe window? You learned how to focus
your awareness, to do either, and now you aretalde both. You can see the glass and you

can see through the glass.”

“Those odd children at the beach said much theegsaing. Abram and another boy,
and the girl Juleen. They told me that there wdg one world, and that what we saw in it
depended only on our mental focus.”

“So Juleen is back with her brothers now. Shemale when I last saw her. | hope
that she remembers well what | told her | will ddher when we next meet. But in this, at
least, they did not lie to you. | see that youehbested them again, and probably for good.
After your last meeting | doubt that they will coneeyou again. They seek weaker prey;
more pliable minds.”

“Elias said that you appear to him as an older aomWhy do you come to me always

as a child?”

“When we first met you were very young, and | tdikm your mind an image which

you found unthreatening. | have kept it, but wie change my image at any time.”

“Young? It was earlier this year when we firsttmBut then, | am told that you are

older than the hills, so | suppose that forty sagen....”
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“No, that’s not it. But let that pass for a whil&/ould you prefer me to appear as | do
to the Sky Reader and his Guide?”

As Harry watched Margaret transformed into a wommiaHarry’'s age, perhaps a few
years older. Her expression was kind, but Haroygft it might be a very bad idea to cause

that expression to turn to one of anger.

“No, Margaret. | find the situation confusing elgh. Leave me what little stability |

can find in it.”

The young girl was back. “As you wish, my sweetty. Come on, then. Come with
me. Put your pack by the side of the road. | pldice wards at this spot and nobody will
disturb your dreaming body. Your new friend withisd guard against the chance that my
wards should fail.”

“Harry did as instructed. He made himself condbl¢ at the side of the trail and
stepped out of his body to stand with Margaretrengath. To anyone passing, an elderly
tramp was taking a nap at the side of the traih\wis mongrel dog standing guard as he slept.

“Come with you where, Margaret? Where are we gioyou and 1?”

“Where you asked to go, Harry. I'm taking youstthool.”
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BEAUTIFUL DREAMER
Chapter 9:

“Take my hand, Harry.”

The land fell away rapidly, and Harry found hinfiselaring through the air, hand-in-
hand with his Guardian Spirit. Far below, the tiras of Nova Scotia shimmered with haze
and blurred with distance. Thin cloud graduallgalred the view, and, without a point of
reference by which to judge, the sense of movemeaged.

Very soon they began to descend, and Harry sawttii@e of a great city far below.

A warm, golden glow seemed to cover the entire ety as they came lower he could see that
each building contributed its own inner light. iRy over the rooftops Harry felt a strange
stirring within him, as though some memory of tineearthly place were trying to surface to
conscious awareness.

“I think I have been here before, Margaret.”

“Everyone passes twice through this place Hampne very much like it; once on the
way to rebirth and again on the return trip. khiway-station of sorts, but for you it will serve
as a school, at least for a time.

“Is this an earth place? An earth city?”

“It has an earthly counterpart, but if you visiiegiou would see only a few scattered

villages and a large monastery. An unimpressiaegland one which draws few tourists.”

“Where is it located on Earth?”

“See, we have arrived at our destination, and Iseyeur teacher to welcome you.”
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“Why did we not travel here directly? Why wasi@cessary to fly through the sky to

get here?”

“Too much traffic. See, your instructor awaits.”

They stood on the flat roof of a tall building whistood amongst many even taller
structures. Like all of the surroundings, this stoaction gave off a light of its own. Walking
towards them was a man of medium height and bdilessed in a one-piece loose fitting robe.

He greeted the new arrivals warmly.

“I know you, don’'t 1?” Harry asked. “You're ngcience teacher from my third year

at Grammar School!”

“Does this appearance suit you?” the man asked#tjiig concerned and a little agi-
tated. “We thought that the image of a respeaadter from your earthly schooldays would
be appropriate. If it does not suit you | woulddbeased to change it. | have little experience
of the assignment | have been asked to undertdlaild some other image be more appropri-

ate?”

The last question was directed to Margaret, whiteshat the man and reached out to
touch his shoulder. “Harry is much concerned \apipearances, Malek. He makes many
associations between appearance, ability and intertmost of which are wrong. Your

choice of image will suffice well.”

Margaret turned to Harry. “This man will instryaiu in the functioning of the after-
life. You may call him Malek, which is the name Wfich he was known during his last
earthly incarnation. While he instructs you inteaspect of the life of the spirit he will also

answer any questions which may occur to you.”

“But | thought thatou...... ”
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“Malek has much experience as a teacher of marearlier lives he was known by
other names, some of which would be well knowndo.yIf my presence is required at any
time | will come to you. | will be watching youedsons constantly, and much interested in

your progress.”

“Malek began to walk to a door at the edge ofrthed, and Harry followed. Turning to
say goodbye to Margaret he saw that she had aldsguiyrted. He followed Malek down a
flight of stairs into a small classroom. A sindlesk sat in the centre of the room, facing a
wall completely given over to blackboard.

“This is not at all what | expected of the aftier[i Harry said to his teacher.

“Oh, this is not the afterlife, Harry. You woubeé most uncomfortable in that place
while still attached to a living physical body. Wy visit there for short periods, but I will
shield you at those times to prevent damage oodifmrt to you.”

“Yes, but a classroom? A blackboard? A schosk@eNot even a computer? This

looks like a setting from the early nineteen huddré

“I am sorry if | have disappointed you, Harrycdnferred with many colleagues about
a setting in which you could feel at home, but nohas has ever been asked to do this before.
To instruct a living human! It is unheard of. Raps if you could give me some idea of a
setting in which you might feel more at ease.....?”

“I'm sorry, Malek. This is all new to me, too,dhdidn’t know what to expect. Per-

haps one thing only? Might | ask for a more conaliole chair?”

The teacher smiled with obvious relief and gestuosvards the desk. As Harry turned
he saw that it had already been replaced by thek idather recliner from Theo’s office.
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Shrugging his shoulders, he sat. Malek movedeadtackboard, and picked up a piece of
chalk.

“Your first lesson,” he said, writing on the boafwVill concern the structure and

composition of the astral plane.”

On the board Harry saw that he had written: LedsoPhysics.

Harry’'s First Lesson: Physics:

Malek turned from the board and Harry saw that he twolding a rectangular shaped
bar of some light coloured, shiny material. Hegeal the bar to Harry, who examined it

briefly. The bar was hard and heavy.

“That is a bar of iron. It is an exact replicatiof its earthly counterpart. It has the

same physical properties and structure. You &l that it is quite solid.”

Harry grinned. “Extremely solid, | should say.”

“Most men of earth would agree with you. But olicse you are wrong. The material

is quite insubstantial.”

Harry raised an eyebrow and looked at his teafdnesome sign that he was making a

joke, but his face was composed and unsmiling.

“Let us examine this material together. You mag this experience a little disorient-

ing, so please advise me at once if you are swdgdotany discomfort.”

The iron bar floated out of Harry’s hand and sagpended, a few feet in front of his
eyes. Harry felt an instant of dizziness andhadllights went out. He found himself staring at

the same bar, which hung exactly as it had monieeftee; but his perspective had shifted



substantially. Instead of being perhaps fifteemtiogeters long and five wide it now seemed
like some immense structure floating free in spaez@yassive station of some sort, around
which Harry and his instructor floated in orbiturfing his head, he found that he could see

neither his own body nor that of Malek, who spakéim now as a detached voice.

“I have made a few little changes to time and spa®rder that we may examine this

bar” he said. “Let us approach closer now.”

Harry floated towards the bar, which grew untdaimpletely covered his field of
vision, and continued to expand. As he came cliastire surface of the metal he saw that it
was far from smooth. In fact the surface was exélg irregular. Closer yet and he saw that,
far from a homogeneous substance, it was asserfibladdiscrete chunks, not even visibly

connected to one another.

“At this level we begin to see the individual maliles from which the metal is con-
structed. | wish you to note that the supposesihyid’ substance, when examined in this way,
consists of a number of discrete masses, each ondess spherical. In terms of the total
volume of space which it occupies, as you seentastly......

“Empty air!” Harry interjected.

“Not air. And not empty. But let us examine arfeghe molecular masses.”

Like a small spaceship approaching a large astétairy moved towards the nearer of
the floating spheres. “l thought molecules weke toloured beads connected together by

sticks and strings,” he said.

“Ah, yes, your science class representation,” ddaesponded, apparently amused by

Harry's observation. “Let us now enter the molecul
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They moved towards and then into the moleculeciwhow seemed as insubstantial as
a grey raincloud. Harry saw that, once againstiiestance comprised a number of vague,

dark grey shapes, floating, seemingly unconnet¢texigh — emptiness.

“Those darker spots which you see about you a&atbms,” Malek told him. “We

will now enter an atom of the element ‘iron’.
Once more Harry drifted towards the grey shageomt of him and passed inside. The
scenery here was more familiar. He was movingutinca large dark solar system, in which
orbital planets circled a huge, central sun. Batdun gave off no light. The space inside the
atom seemed to glow with a faint blue radiancee @tfiect was quite beautiful, and Harry was

lost in wonder. Malek, sensing this, remainednsifer a few moments.

“A wondrous construction, is it not? But you walbbserve again that in terms of the

total volume of space occupied by the atom, mosghatfspace is filled with.....”

“Nothing!” Harry said.

“Look again.”

Harry studied the scene in front of him. Far aythg dark nucleus of the atom seemed

somehow in motion; somehow alive. Above him a $plahet passed in rapid orbit.

“I have, of course, modified the time scale. Yoormal perceptions would be ineffec-

tive at observing the passage of the orbital edestr’
“Of course!” Harry realised. He was looking atlassic portrayal of the atom, pretty
much as his science teacher had long ago desgtibBdt he could still see no evidence of

‘matter’ of any form within the ‘solar system’ beéohis eyes.”

“There is nothing there, Malek, unless it is sdmrey which | cannot detect.”
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“You see nothing?”

“Only a blue light.”

“So there is nothing there; but it is a blue nogl

“Is it a gas, then?”

“Think, Harry. At this scale the atoms of any gasuld look much like the atoms of
iron, differing only in the composition of the naeadls and the number and placing of their

orbital electrons.”

“Then what is it?”

The lights came on and the bar of steel was gdihey were back in the classroom.

Harry sat in the recliner as his teacher wrotehendesk and went over the points of his lesson.

“What it is, this blue light, is the basis of Bfé in this universe. Let us see what we
have learned. The ‘solid’ bar of steel is madenoktly empty space, with a scattering of
molecules, bound together by energy. These masa@rke themselves mostly empty space,
with a scattering of atoms, bound together by gnefgach atom, in terms of the space it
occupies, is also mostly empty, the components togjether again by an unseen energy. So
the whole bar of steel is mostly emptiness. Butwaee seen that it is not ‘emptiness’. The
massive vacancies are all filled with a nothingnelseh is blue. And here we are at the heart

of the lesson.

“The blue glow is energy. Itis not light, althghuit acts much like light in some ways,
and it is able to interact with the visible speuotrult is not electromagnetic energy at all, not
as men understand the term. It is an energy whieh on earth have at present no way to

detect. Not by their senses and not by their eqgami. Oh, Kirlean Photography came close
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at the middle of the last century; and one daytootfar away, a man and a woman will de-
vise a way to detect and use it. Their names téhtstand amongst the giants of science. And
the world will change, that day, more than eveobef But for the moment the blue energy is

undetectable.”

“What is it.”

“It is the energy from which everything here isdea It fills the entire universe, physi-
cal and spiritual, and permeates everything withins the energy which, when coupled with

a suitable physical material, vivifies that matkaiad sparks life.

“| say that it cannot be detected on the physeadl; nevertheless it is well known.
Men have known of the existence of a vivifying eyefor many centuries. It is called by
many names; prana, chi, elemental essence, asttrholy spirit, Life Force, God's Love.
This energy is the source of your spiritual exister your spirit isnadeof it. It is the spiri-
tual equivalent of the atoms and molecules whiecifphysical objects, and it is no less 'real'.
For the sake of consistency and simplicity | sugtest we choose one name and stick to that
name. For myself, | prefer the use of ‘astral ggerand will use that title if you find it satis-

factory.”

“Fine by me,” Harry said. “You say that my spigtmade from this blue energy? This
‘astral energy’. How can that be? It is not spiidhas no substance. How can my body —

even a spirit body — be made of something whickdatbstance?”

“Ah,” said Malek, smiling broadly. “Did not Mr.i&stein demonstrate to you that
matter is merely a special form of energy? A ‘camghtion’, could | say? There is a very
famous equation which explains this relationstsut | see that you are an apt and eager

pupil. You are ready at once to move forward tangecond lesson! Very well, let us do so.”

Malek picked up the chalk and moved again to thexrd where he wrote:
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Lesson 2: Biology

Harry’s Second Lesson: Biology

“Physical Matter attracts Astral Matter to it. dibes this by a force very similar to
gravity. Because of this the Astral form follovetoutline of the physical body, overlapping
it by a small amount. This overlap is seen by pgg— human beings who are able to per-
ceive astral matter — as the ‘Aura’. The aurareaeal much about the human being which it

envelops by its colour, its consistency and byaterbther characteristics.

“At the death of the physical body the Astral badtains its shape for a period of time
which varies greatly from one individual to anoth&ome have named this body the ‘etheric
double’. But this shape is not the true Astralyotithe individual. Over time, the surplus
astral material dissipates, leaving the basic sirac This, as we shall see, is essentially a
slightly asymmetrical ovoid. An egg, if you likédowever, many people, especially at the
level on which we now find ourselves, choose totteg’ this by attracting to it astral matter to
form the shape of their choice. This is frequetitly shape of the physical body they have
recently left, but with any imperfections and infities corrected.

“Thus I have taken this particular shape in otddrelp you learn in a familiar non-

threatening environment. My true astral form woaygbear like this.”

As Harry watched, Malek’s body began to turn thacent, and then transparent.
Inside the body he could see the outline of a lasgming egg. Finally the body had com-
pletely disappeared, leaving the egg floating atftbnt of the classroom. Malek’s voice
continued, although in his present state Harryadsek no mouth nor any organ approximat-

ing one. In fact he could see no organs at all.
“Once ‘stripped’ to my basics, | am at libertyresattract astral matter, and shape it

into any other form | desire. Thus | might wisheqgpear in the guise of someone personally

familiar to you. This is often a useful mechani®mestablishing trust.”
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The ‘air’ around the egg became misty. The nhigtkkened and swirled; colours and

shapes formed, and Harry’s mother stood at the fsbthe class.

“No!” before the image could speak Harry leapenhfithe chair and shouted at the

shape in front of him. “You will not take on thegppearance in front of me.”

Malek stood before him in his original guise. “Mdiyncere apologies, Mr. Murphy. It
was not my intention to upset or offend you. lgole@gain my ignorance in this, and my lack

of experience. Please forgive me.”

Harry resettled himself. “l over-reacted, Mr. Mial Please continue.”

“Thank you. We will move on, then. In order toderstand the ‘biology’ of the astral
body, | must first ensure that you have a knowleafggosed, self sustaining energy vortices.

| will illustrate this.”

The blackboard dissolved, to be replaced by akkdacd-white image which flickered
and jerked. It looked like an image from a verg mlovie — and it was! Harry recognised a

scene from the “Wizard of Oz".

“This,” said Malek, “Is a Tornado.”

Harry felt himself drawn into the screen to becqrag of the movie. Malek’s voice
came to him once more from a disembodied sourdkardund him debris spun and twisted
madly. He expected at any moment to see a youhgigh a small dog whirl up from the

ground to join him.

“What you are experiencing is a duplication ofa@tual storm,” Malek said. “The
actual event on which our simulation is based folake in the southern USA some years

ago.
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“| already figured out that we were in Kansas. riffesaid.

“Kansas?” Malek was obviously puzzled by the refee. “Oh, no, Mr. Murphy., |
assure you that we are not in Kansas. Our aataatibn — | should say, the earthly counter-

part of our present location, is somewhere in Tibehderstand.”

Ah, Harry thought. I'll just tuck that little bif data away in case | should need it
some day. He decided to press for more informati@ibet you say, Mr. Malek. Strange
that | saw few mountains on the way here.”

Malek roared with laughter. “Mountains! Oh, Niturphy! You have such a splendid

sense of humour!”

As Harry tried to make sense of the odd respoaedeund himself drawn downwards
towards the mouth of the great funnel, which wakisig up anything in its path. An out-
building of a nearby farm disappeared into the maitthe tornado and was instantly torn into
a thousand pieces of shredded timber. Seemimghgpressed, Malek continued his disserta-

tion:

“So long as the vortex receives energy, the stwilhtontinue. If it can obtain suffi-
cient energy it will grow. These storms, as yoolyably know, are spawned over warm
oceans, but rapidly lose their vitality when thegkma a landfall. If the tornado were a sentient
being, and able to seek out energy sources, itdMoetome self sustaining and could theoreti-

cally exist for all time. Fortunately for mankirithey cannot.”

The scenery changed, and Harry was looking dovenhaige whirlpool in the middle
of a vast expanse of open ocean.

“The maelstrom is another type of vortex,” Malektsice came from everywhere.

“The principle is much the same. And this is yebther vortex.”
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They were back in the classroom, Harry in his aotable chair while Malek stood

before him at the blackboard. In his hand he adldt seemed to be a shiny spinning top.

“This particular vortex is one which | have justwnconstructed. It is built from that
same astral energy which we have seen elsewhieagelcaused the vortex to spin, and have
made certain modifications to the mouth of the flrso that it is able to draw energy from its
surroundings. If | were now to release the vontea the room it would exist here forever. It
is self sustaining as long as it can find energgraav into itself, and the energy which it re-

quires is infinite and everywhere.”

Harry watched the spinning top float up from Madekand and hover in front of his
eyes. It seemed to glow from within, and Harryldowow see colours beginning to form

until, with a sharp ‘pop’ the vortex vanished.

“You must know that it is against our laws to ¢eesuch vortices and allow them to
become sentient,” Malek said. “You may begin noerstand why this should be when |
explain to you that the self sustaining vortexhs basis for the spirit body. Let me show you

my bones!”

Chuckling, Malek’s form wavered and vanished, ieguthe glowing ‘egg’ which
Harry had seen previously. His voice continueddme from some source which Harry could

not pin-point.

“You now see the outer form of my astral body, thig is mostly random astral matter

which has been attracted to the essential structusél take away this extraneous material.”

In the centre of the egg Harry saw an outline ihégitake shape. As the outer layers
dispersed the outline became, as Malek had indicateassembly of vortices. A slim central
column floated approximately where Malek’s spinaulgchave been in a human being. At the

top and bottom of the column were two funnel-shagmtstructions, joined to the column by
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the mouths of the funnels. Along the length of¢bkimn were five more pairs of vortices,

once again connected at their pointed ends todhenmn itself.
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“You are looking at my bare bones, Harry. My b®aead my bodily organs. Each of
these paired vortices fills a particular functiomych like the organs of your physical body.
Focus your attention on the lower organs until egin to see a predominant colour.”

Harry did as instructed and the lower paired ‘agjdaook on a rusty brown tinge.

“They seem to be vaguely orange,” he said.

“Yes. Each of the pairs operates at a frequertugiwcauses a sympathetic vibration

in the visual spectrum. The lower organs can sonestbe seen as orange. The higher ones

are seen at the blue-violet end of the spectrum.
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Harry gaped. Was he truly looking at a human,ssttipped to its basic components?

He could find nothing to say.

“I must tell you that this is less newsworthy tlgati seem to think, Harry! Men have
been aware of this construction for many yearhpalgh the knowledge is less widely spread
through the western world. Men call these org&@tsakras’, which is an old term for a spin-

ning wheel; you will notice that from certain vagéspoints that is exactly how they appear.”

Malek turned to face Harry, who saw that from theswvpoint the astral organs did

indeed resemble rapidly spinning wheels.

Without further discussion the egg reformed rapidk astral matter was pulled to the
structure from its surroundings, and within a fesatibeats Malek stood once more at the

front of the classroom.

“This, then, is the basic construction of theadtody.”

“So this is what my immortal soul looks like!”

“No. Pay attention, please! Your soul — whichtihe way, isnotimmortal, not eter-
nal — comprises several bodies, including the ks¥fau may learn of the other bodies in

time. | think that we should now move along to tiext lesson.”

“But | have more questions: How do these chakvek®& How do kseewith them?

How are we able to communicate.”

“You are a strange man, Harry Murphy. You havediforty seven years on earth
without knowing or caring how your physical eyesrikavhy should the machinery of astral

sight suddenly be of interest to you?”



“But I do know how my eyes work. It’s like a camera, witkeas and an aperture and

“The basics, yes. The velpasicbasics. But how do the photoreceptors of theaeti
convert electromagnetic signals into nerve impsésid how does the brain then process the
mad jumble of signals into a form which it may rgose? Or perhaps you could explain to
me how visual purple is secreted to enhance nigian? Tell me...... ”

“Ok, | get your point.”

“Shall we move on to discuss the workings of the?eOr perhaps you could explain to
me the mysteries of taste and smell.”

“No, Malek, let’s not. Let’s go on to the nexsson.”

“Harry, on earth much is known of the functionioigthe chakras. Look it up if you

return home. Speak with those knowledgeable in ...... ”

“What do you meanf | return home?”

“I was advised that you have not yet determinedtveourse of action you intend to
take. Am | wrong in this?”

“No. Let's move on. What comes next?”

“Ah, you know now of the astral body; how it isnstructed; how it feeds. You must

learn now how it grows. We could call this les&te meaning of life’.”

Malek went once again to the board and wrote:ut&tion and Spiritual Growth.’
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Harry's Third Lesson: Education and Spiritual Gribw

“This is an immature astral body,” Malek said.sHould probably rotate the diagram,

since it is the spirit body of an animal.”

Harry had been looking at a diagram on the blaakibavhich seemed to be nothing
more than a slim vertical tube with a funnel atblottom and a number of bumps along its
length. As he watched, the chalk drawing rotakedigh ninety degrees and became a hori-
zontal tube, the funnel protruding from the extrerght. Malek sketched the outline of some

animal around the tube.

“What is that supposed to be?” Harry asked.

“Let’'s say it is a horse,” Malek replied, and gieetch changed slightly to correspond
more to a known animal. “You will note that thevier chakra, now placed by the animal’'s
tail, is the only developed organ. The othersrarenore than stubby growths at the place
where the chakras will eventually form. The ortlyisture less developed than this would be

that of a plant.”

“Plants have souls?”

“That question demeans your intellect, Harry. nBalike all living organisms, are
infused with astral energy. In plants and lowanmets, the energy is not structured, and dissi-
pates on the death of the host creature. In highienals the energy is tightly structured in
interconnected vortices, as we have seen. lftthetare is sufficiently well developed it can
remain intact on the death of the physical body, the being may then reincarnate and begin
to develop. In the case of this horse, there g itle chance that the spirit has the necessary

cohesion, and it will not survive the death of bogly.

“Here is another animal,” Malek said, and the khiales changed to represent some

smaller animal. “This one is female. She matedifim, and protects her young until they are
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capable of taking care of themselves. She fosee@ations with others of her kind and will
fight to defend the common good. You will notettbaveral of the chakras are quite promi-

nent when compared to the previous example.”

Harry studied the diagram. The vortex at thedhthe animal was quite large and well

defined. The other chakras, though less well @effiand smaller, were still easily seen.

“The spirit of this female animal has a chancesafviving physical death. Now this
one...... " Once again the chalk outline re-modellsdliton the board. “.....is a dog; a family
pet; well loved and cared for, and in return lovargl devoted to his master. You will see that
the chakras are strong here; large and well deedlofhe spiritvill remain intact; the indi-
viduality of this animal will survive. This spintill reincarnate once more in animal form,

perhaps twice, and should then be strong enoughitoate a human body. Now what this

Harry was stunned by what he had just heard. tWaiinute, Malek! Just let me

digest this. You are telling me that human beibggeloped from animals?”

“Harry, your Mr. Darwin already proved that marfyyour years ago.”

“But you are saying that the humspirit also evolved in this way!”

“Of course. Where did you think that human smaime from? Did you think that it
sprung instantly from nothingness in one inspiragsbof creativity? Are you about to preach

the ‘Adam and Eve’ story to me? Would you tell aigiour ‘Garden of Eden’?”

“No. No. | suppose that it's logical, when | stiopthink about it. It just came as a bit
of a shock. You mean thatI.... that my spirit..atthwas once an animal?”

“Yes. Shall we move along, then? Very well. ustnow consider what is needed in

order that an astral body may grow and developw,Ndviously a source of energy is a re-
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qguirement, but not a key one. As we have seemfenite supply of suitable energy is every-

where available. But something else is needed.

“The strength of the spirit is determined by thevpoof the Chakras to use astral en-
ergy. The illustration which | first gave you shedvan immature spirit, with barely developed
chakras, which could do nothing with energy exadstorb it, and even this it could not do
particularly well. The later version, the familgtpshowed some well developed chakras. It
was able to understand basic emotions, to commignigate effectively, to develop lasting
relationships and, most importantly, to give antkree love. Incidentally, that was a diagram

of your canine friend, the one who somehow followed here.”

“Mutt? Mutt is here?”

“Yes. We’'re not sure how he got here, but his baitt you was so strong that he was
able to ‘follow the scent’ and find you. He is hgicared for, and has been made to under-
stand that his presence would detract from youtistu You will be reunited with him soon

enough.

“So we come to the question: ‘how can the chakess be developed?’ And the an-
swer? Much as you would strengthen and develop ploysical body during your earth life
by exercise and a good diet. We will discuss thet” in a later lesson. By using the chakras
you strengthen them. By testing them to theirtnyou cause them to grow stronger. What is
it that your athletes say of their training? ‘Narpano gain’ | think is the expression. Soitis
with the spirit. If you wish to develop the in&dl, use it! Tackle problems which you may
think beyond you.Stretchyourself!l And your emotions, too. Learn to exggrgour love; to
control your hate; to express your grief; tolstieelings of jealousy and lust. And how can
this best be done? Many ways have been triedhbutnly one which has worked consis-

tently well is.........

“Earth life.”

321



“Well done, Harry! Yes, indeed, earth life! Phoaliincarnation is a hard teacher. Itis
so frighteningly harsh that there are many here lade never dared to experience it. But as

a route to growth of the spirit, nothing else egemes close.

“On earth, people think of the afterlife as perfeD you still call it ‘Heaven’ in your
culture, oris it ‘Nirvana’. | forget these thingsich | once knew so well.”

“Christians speak of Heaven.”

“Yes, ‘Heaven’, then. Well, Heaven is not perfegtquite a wide margin. There is
still contention and disagreement; there are aotsdend ailments. But on the whole it can
still be considered a very tranquil and peacefatpl Now consider this: to develop physical
muscles you need an appropriate environment. A playsical occupation, for example, or a
well equipped gymnasium. Similarly, to strengtlseiritual ability you also need an appropri-
ate environment, and Heaven does not provide dherefore some other environment is
needed. In order to learn how to control hatred, must experience hatred. Similarly for
greed, lust, jealousy; the whole spectrum. Eamlvides such an environment — how do you
say this? In Spades!”

Malek laughed at his own humour and Harry joinedit him. “Ah, Mr. Murphy,”
Malek said, grinning widely “What an entertainirgsggnment this is turning out to be! | am
sure that my colleagues will now compete againch egher if there should ever be another
such requirement.”

“And so you are sent to Earth, and placed in arotiatl situation in which you come
face to face with the emotions which you wish tperience. How well you fare in this, of
course, depends completely on you.”

“Who determines whether | have been succesful t’no

“Ah, have patience. We will come to that.”
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“Is God my judge then, or Saint Peter?”

“| see that patience is not your ‘strong suit’. ,@m’t this use of language such good

fun. | had forgotten about ‘fun’.

“Tell me this at least, is the judge hard on thabe fail?”

“Hard? Oh, gracious yes. You will never again@amter such a harsh, critical person
as the one who judges your degree of success. ilHagick apart minor faults which you
never even noticed that you had; and he will gittke Icredit for deeds which you considered
to have demonstrated your great virtues. Thingstigought important will turn out to be
trivial, and minor acts of kindness will prove te our salvation! Oh, what a shock you are

in for, yes indeed.”

“Then | will be sent to Hell!”

Faced with Harry's downcast expression Malek onoeerbroke into laughter, but rap-
idly recovered in the face of such obvious distré€3h, be of cheer, Mr. Murphy! | assure
you that there is no ‘Hell’. The concept existéyan earth, and only in the religion of Chris-

tianity! | give you my solemn promise that you bt be ‘sent to Hell'!”

“No, ‘but’ me no more. We must now address thestjoa of how you are able to
meet the situations needed for your personal growdter all, there would be little point in
having you drift through life like a sea anemon®tiyh warm waters, encountering no chal-

lenges.”

“My friend Elias said exactly the same thing to e.
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“Ah, yes. The Sky Reader is a man of great stteagtl wisdom. But this is not a
problem. It cannot happen. We can be very swaeyibu will encounter the situations you

require during your earth life. Because we wiite $cripts!”

Harry's Fourth Lesson: Art and Literature

“First, you must know this. Earth is a schoohaTis its only function and its only
purpose. Everything in life is either a lessormdesteverythindg And a test is merely a

special type of lesson; one in which you learn mouch you do not know!

“Under the circumstances it would be foolish tave the learning experience to
chance. It would be like a school with no classesteachers, no examinations. How much
would you have learned if your earthly schools badn run along such lines? Very little, |
think. But your earth life is well organised befgrou are even born. Depending on the les-
sons which you wish to study you may be born iheefamily of a powerful King, a wealthy
industrialist or a poor carpenter. There is naifiaphazard or random about this choice, for it

determines much of what follows.

“The single most important aspect of this forntrafning is that you must continually
push yourself. Yowmustface adversity. For this reason, many choose tiodon into poverty
and hardship and then ascend to fame and richteelyyown strivings. There is much to be
learned from such a life, and people find it veajigying. Most men would choose such a
life over one in which power and riches are bestbae them due to no effort or achievement
of their own. But at the base of all this is thetfthat no burden will be set unless the student
should agree to it. No challenge must be facdifethat the student has not requested be

placed there.”
“Pause a while, Malek. | have questions!” Harayl hesitated to interrupt the flow of

words as his tutor warmed to the subject. “Whathan should take on a life of hardship and

then find it to be more than he can bear? Ordeday that a man is facing the end of his life,
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suffering from an iliness that can never be cuaedi is looking forward only to more months

of painand...........

“You are going to ask me, Harry, why it shoulddoasidered wrong for such a man to

end his life prematurely by his own hand.”

“Yes.”

“You were thinking of your friend Theodore?”

“Yes, in part. But | was thinking more of anotharfriend of my youth, who killed
himself on his twenty-first birthday at the homehad parents.”

“Why do you say that such an act would be consdiénrong’? Who do you think

would consider it so?”

“You, Malek, would you not?”

“No, I would not. Irealise that some earthlyigans teach this, but it is not my per-
sonal view. | would consider it not to be wrongnsoch as weak and foolish! Less so, of
course, in the case of Theodore, who was in angteslese to the end of his life and would
cause few problems by leaving a little prematurdyt for the young man, this is a different
case. That person undertook earthly life in otddace certain challenges necessary to his
development. That he was unable to face themrtelsh about the man’s character. 1Itis
much akin to dropping out of school, Harry. Hel\wahve in the middle of his grade, his
education incomplete. He will be unable to progresd, in the end, he will be sent back to
face again that same set of circumstances fromhalfecfled. Time and time again, if need be.
Yet there is another side: The tangled mess e§livhich he leaves behind by his premature
exit will need much work to straighten. Many stsigrill need to be rewritten, and some will
have been damaged past the point of restoratiaur ffiend’s parents, for example, had not

built such a challenge into their scripts yet nowstrface this situation. Be sure that these
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effects will sit hard on the shoulders of the sigcivhen he faces the seat of judgement, and it
is unlikely that he will be shown lenience. On Wiaole, it is not a course of action which |
would recommend, nor one, | think, that your frisn8pirit Guide will soon forgive. Perhaps,
on reflection, ‘wrong’ might not be too strong ante Have | spoken to your concern? Shall

we return to the lesson? Yes? Very well.

“At this time of planning you will also be allowedsay in théengthof your life. On
earth a long, healthy life is much prized, and éhati0 achieve a very old age are often held
in high esteem. But remember, you would be plagitis from your ‘heaven’, from a place
of great contentment and freedom from hardshipu Would be asked, essentially, ‘how long
do you wish to stay in that place of pain and suif? Of accident and illness? Of disap-
pointment and regret? How long do you wish to eadwld and heat, to be blown about by
winter winds and burned by summer sun? To be reebin wars and plagues and famines,
and live in almost constant conflict with your telt man? Some would say that a person

requesting a long life under these circumstancagji®at fool!

“Yet it stands to reason that, if the course tshsed enough, more can be learned in a
long life than in a short one; in the end, the mgjof people settle for something close to the

average span of years, and for a moderate degtegdship and suffering.”

“ | have another question,” Harry interrupted onuere. Malek showed not the slight-
est sign of irritation and waited patiently for Idato continue. “Tell me why some should
choose to live only a few days, or weeks? Why khthey choose a life of sickness, pain and
early death?”

“The short lives of children are often lived mdoe the sake of the parents than for the
child. Watching a child suffer and eventually digperhaps the hardest test set for men and
women on earth, and not many would face this vgliin Yet for those who are able to bear it,
the potential for growth of the spirit is very higlAnd, of course, some are required to live
such a life due to Karmic obligation.”
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“To what?”

“Karma. We will discuss this in your lesson ostlee and the Law. But if | may
continue, we will now observe the process, youland/e will listen in on part of a planning
session for a man who is shortly to return to eaHe will neither see nor hear us, so you may

feel free to ask any questions which occur to you.”

“Malek, | don’t much like eavesdropping, spyinigwould feel happier if we were

doing this with the consent of the man who’s Igéeing planned here.”

“This attitude does you much credit, but your came have been addressed. The man
in question does not mind that you should obsdreetocess.”

“I guess I'll have to take your word for that. tlsego, then.”

Harry followed Malek through the classroom’s reatl. Moving through solid ob-
jects no longer posed a problem to Harry, butritineled him that he was still dreaming. He
found himself in a similar room to the one he heftl | Seated across from each other at a

small table were a middle aged woman and a pluovigljlooking man in his early twenties.

“But you have already lived twice as a warriorijllgie,” the woman was saying.
“You have proved your courage and your valour mamgs, but you have ignored other
aspects of your personality. And you would havediagain as a watrrior in your recent life if
| had not prodded you towards a career in scieoadn then, you insisted that you would
begin your scientific studies only after your retfirom fighting with Napoleon! You place far
too much emphasis on this outdoor activity; thisng and hunting, and carving up your fel-

low men in battle. It is time to change your focdou come to love war too much!”

“Oh, my dear Angelica, you know that is not truetbke no pleasure from the pain |
must inflict on my fellow man, but from the .......... 7



“Yes, | know. Planning the campaign! Outwittithe enemy! Winning, always win-

ning!”

“Oh, but you have had me loose, too. In my léstyjou took away my left arm! And

at eighteen years of age!”

“Phillipe, it was the only way to stop you fighgfh And you succeeded well enough.
But let us not dwell on the past. You know too mo€war and killing, and far too little
about love. You have never married. Never raisiaraly. And you have enjoyed far too
much success. You must learn how to handle défeat.

“I accept your better judgement as | have alwayepted it. You are truly my Guid-
ing Spirit, Angelica, and | would be a fool notaocept the course which you chart for me.
Tell me again then about my planned life as a fgatwanager, then; tell me how I will grow

weak and pale for lack of sunlight.”

“The career is secondary. You will earn yourylailead in such a way, but the focus

of your life will be family and friendship. You call Lillianne, your aunt in your last life?”

“Aunt Lillith, yes, of course! My mother’s sistet loved aunt Lillith very much when

| was a boy. Throughout my life she was very deane.”

“Yes, and she felt much love for you. She willéahe part of your wife in the next
incarnation. She will bear you two children. Yioave the potential to learn much about love
in this life, and your spiritual progress will bémgreatly.”

“Very well, then. Let’s go over the script agaihell me about my factory.”

“You will manage a Printing Factory in Canada, god will succeed to high office.

But you will find problems there, and conflict withe family values we wish you to study.
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Let us start, then. You will be born shortly aflee end of the second world war in the north

of England. Your parents, the Murphys, will be die@income, and your father......

Harry stood, open mouthed. “That's me. You foaleel Malek. That isylife they

are planning. Is this a recording or something?ai® those two acting the scene for us?”

“You could call this a recording. And the ......

“Where is Margaret? Shouldn’t she have been wi¢hto do this ‘script writing’?”

“Thatis the being known to you as Margaret. At the tirhths discussion she had
not yet taken on the form in which she now app&ay®u. That was done when you were
very young.”

“They spoke of other lives, previous lives. | veasoldier? A warrior? Malek, | sim-
ply cannot absorb this. There is just too muckt’'d move on to my next lesson, and | will try
to make sense of what | have seen later.”

“A sensible course of action. We will move onrtherou have asked me before about
the process of judging a life -- how it is deteradrwhether you have succeeded or failed. |
told you that the judge in such cases is extrersieigt and almost impossible to please. | have
arranged for you to see him in action.”

“l am going to see a case being tried?”

“No. You are going to be judged.”

Harry's Fifth Lesson: Law and Justice:

They stood on the sidewalk of a broad street sdmesvclose to the heart of the city.

There was no vehicular traffic on the wide strbat,many people walked swiftly here and
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there around them. The building was magnificditen here, where immense skyscrapers
were commonplace, the Judicial Building dwarfedsisroundings. A flight of polished stone
steps led upwards to massive doors, flanked byedacelumns which rose so high that their
tops were barely visible. Half way up the fliglitsteps a large sculpture on a huge plinth
represented a set of scales. Harry thought thegdium sized ocean-going liner could fit on
one side of the balance, while one of the spactleau- complete with blast rockets -- might

fit comfortably into the other.

“I see that here, too, the balance is the symirguistice,” Harry commented. “Here
the balance represents Karma,” Malek replied. “€o@ur time approaches, and here is your

defence counsel, ready to plead for mercy on yehalf!”

As the two men climbed the steps Harry saw Matgaagting for them by an open
door at the top of the flight. He was concerneat #he had chosen to arrive in her ‘Girl-in-
White’ guise, as he did not know what weight thiswd carry with the dread judge who he

was shortly to face.

“I will wish you good luck, and leave you to ygudgement, Harry. We will meet

again shortly.”

“Yes, if I'm not consigned to Purgatory!” Harryidaylumly. Malek left, laughing

again.

Deep in his personal thoughts Harry said littl&targaret as they moved into the hall.
Although crowded with people, who seemed to beingshbout in all possible directions, the

silence in the huge building was tangible. Haoyrfd himself talking in whispers.
“Margaret, | don’t want to hurt your feelings asult you, but do you think that your

present appearance is the best choice for the wertkave in front of us today? What will this

judge think if I am represented by a young girl?”
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“I know this judge well, Harry. Believe me, thssthe best of all possible images to

present to him.”

“Well, I guess I'm going to have to trust you. Mllasays he is a cruel and heartless
judge, the one who will hear my case today.”

“Not at all, Harry. He is the kindest of men. Iglaprobably meant to say that he
would judge you harshly, and condemn every liiérfg without mercy; that he would over-
look the kindest of deeds, but condemn even théleshact of oversight or thoughtlessness.”

“Is that true, then?”

“Oh, yes. All of that and much more.”

From high above them Harry heard his name cadled,turned to Margaret, his face a
mask of fear. “Where do we go? What should | do?”

“Have courage, Harry. See that little door overé? Go through it. Inside you will

find a chair. Sitinit. Then wait.”

“Are you not coming with me?”

“I shall enter by another door and see you inside.

Knees knocking as he walked, Harry approacheagrtiedl door, opened it, and stepped
through. Inside, the room was dim, but he cousd gee the outline of a large chair. He sat in
the chair, and waited. After a while his eyes atfjd to the dim light and he could see that he
was in a medium sized court chamber. There wenectwairs; the one in which he sat and a
second, smaller chair by the side of a small dodng right. As he watched, Margaret entered
the room and sat in the smaller chair.
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“Are you ready to begin, Harry?” she asked him.

“Margaret,” Harry hissed, “The judge is not yetdié

“He is here, Harry. He entered when you did, bads sitting in your chair!”

Harry leaped to his feet and looked around, bertethvas nobody else in the room.

Margaret was laughing.

“Please forgive us, Harry. Malek was playing kejon you, and he asked me to go
along with it. Malek has not shown a sense ofifuaver two thousand years! You have
really had an amazing effect on him in your shionethere.”

“What joke? Is the judge coming late? Is therbé no trial today?”

“There is but one person fit to judge your liferja No-one else is competent or

qualified to make such a judgement. The judgeis’

Harry sat, stunned. After long seconds he managgdsp out “Me?”

“Of course you! Your life was planned fgour benefit. Your life was lived foyour
benefit. Who is to say whether you received tleatdfit but yourself? But | warned you that
the judge will show you no mercy, and | did not li&re you ready to begin?”

“Yes. | think so. No. I'mnot.....Yes.”

“Then we will begin at the beginning.”

In the centre of the room a baby was crying. ylaaw his mother, a young woman,

come to the baby and pick it up. She rocked tlile eimd sang softly to it. Harry realised that

he was one with the scene. He was part of theesaed at the same time a distant observer.
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As he sat in the high chair he also lay in his radtharms. He could feel his mother’s love
for the new infant; her hopes for the child. Hewrthat she would give her life without ques-
tion or hesitation if it should ever be neededawesthis little baby. The scene flowed, and
sped up. Images flashed past like landscapes ghangbsough the windows of an express
train, but Harry identified with every flickeringiage. He felt his mother’s anguish when he
was an hour late for their evening meal. He knbevcared little for the wasted food although
that was how she berated him. And for every tearshed, then and later, he felt the sting of

the lash on his own back. He was a cruel and urifaejudge. He forgave himself nothing.

After seconds or hours of this he met Liz, antvaih her the dizzying heights and
terrible lows to which a woman in love is alwaybjgated. He felt each tear she shed, each
time she was stung by some thoughtless act on ldarayt. But now, with each tear, Harry

brought the whip down on himself. Without mercy.

He saw his generous gifts to charity in their tigkt — money he could easily afford,
given, in part to prove his goodness to himself anothers. He saw a coin thrown carelessly
to a panhandler on the Spring Garden Road. Héhelgnawing of hunger in the young boy’s
stomach as he sat down to his own meal. Agairagac the lash fell.

But there were highs to cancel out some of thesloi#e saw his love for Liz shining
through the tarnish of his life. He loved heryuiot for any personal gain, not for any reason
of social need; he loved her because it was ftg a@nd natural thing to do. And by her re-

turned love he knew himself to be the most fortarcdtmen.

For hours or seconds or perhaps days the scemesaral passed and changed and
Harry felt all of it. He felt the pain he had cadgo loved ones, to innocent bystanders, to
people he never knew that he had harmed. Andlh#nélove, the gratitude, the warmth of
feeling for acts of kindness. At the end he knkat e had made no great sacrifices for oth-
ers, had been less than generous in showing take@munderstanding where it was needed.
He saw his career successes to be as valuelds®was Df the dice in some game of chance.

His promotions, his high salary, his expensive pss®ns — worthless now, in this place, and
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never really worth what he had thought at the tifibe only lasting thing of value from his
working life was the fact that he had used his pomel; not for personal gain or self interest.
He had been fair in his decisions and had treatedrhployees well. In the end he saw that he
had not succeeded, but neither had he failed irgegst way. A mediocre result. A mediocre

life. He gave himself a passing grade; barely.

But the show was not quite over. He saw himsalkimg along a disused railway
track, a large backpack sitting uncomfortably amngtioulders. On a collision course came a
small, scruffy, hungry animal which had lost itsywaBought as a Christmas puppy for a child
who had no true interest in such a pet, this anhadllived on the end of a rope for most of its
short life. Fed occasionally; petted on Christiday and rarely thereafter. On a recent sum-
mer morning the little dog had caught his ropearadin a jagged splinter of the shabby dog-
house in which he spent his days and, except &veny worst of the winter, his nights. In
trying to pull himself free, he had broken the anll Knowing nothing other than a life in
captivity, he had decided to see what life was tikehe other side of the fence. By the time
he met up with Harry the dog had eaten nothindpied days. His owner, noting the dog had
escaped, did nothing. The dog had approachedrehiihd been driven away by thrown
rocks. He had barely escaped traffic on the cbhgjaway, but quickly learned how to evade
the clumsy cars. He approached Harry, his tingnatth cramping with hunger and fear. The
big two-footed creature was eating. It had fodthe dog expected at best a kick, which he
was now almost too weak to evade. He hoped thetddidbe no more thrown stones, one of
which had hurt him badly.

But two-foot had fed him! And had not harmed hishd fed him again! And rubbed
his head, and stroked his belly! Within minutes little dog was ready to lay down his life
for his new friend. He did not know what he cogide to two-foot in exchange for all of the
wonderful gifts he had been given, but whateveras he wanted in return, Mutt would give

it readily. Willingly. Eagerly.

The movie ended. The curtain fell and the liglase up.
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“Well, Harry,” Margaret said. “Are you ready ¢ive your verdict?”

But Harry sat with his head lowered, his body Weatwith sobs. He had already
rendered the verdict, and it was every bit as hassMargaret and Malek had promised it

would be.

“Are you ready to resume your lessons, Harry,”|ékasked. “There is still much to

learn of law.”

They were back in the classroom. Neither MargaoetMalek had asked Harry to

discuss his experience at the judgement seat, @amégb unready to volunteer any information.

“Yes,” he said. “Let’s move on. What am | toreabout today?”

“Karma. Do you know this term?”

“Yes, | have read something of this. It is ‘fai®it not, or ‘destiny’?”

“It has such connotations, but what | want to dgscwith you is more in the context of
Karma as ‘balance’. A simple explanation woulddimd begets good; bad begets bad’. If
you live a life of goodness and concern for oth#msn good acts and thoughts will be at-
tracted to you and happiness will follow. If yowve a life of evil, then the evil you do will
rebound to you, possibly, manyfold, and you willls#happy. This is a considerable oversim-

plification, but would put you on the right track.
“Now, the whole thing seems too simplistic to hest It is much like the mother

telling the small child “Eat your greens and youl gwiow strong and healthy.” Another over-

simplification, of course — but with an importargrkel of truth.

335



“That same mother may say to the same child “B&lgand good things will happen
to you.” This is patently untrue, and | am sura tyou can cite many examples of good peo-
ple who have been beaten down by bad. But onginéusil level, things are a little different.
Here, it is not an altruism. Itis not a moralerullt is not the law as given to us by some great
and powerful figure. Itis a law of nature! dtthe way things work here. Let me explain
this.

“You have seen that everything in the universediats root astral energy. But this
energy is not all the same. There are gradeseaeds| of this energy, much as ‘light’ is actu-
ally a whole spectrum of electromagnetic frequesic®@n the astral level, these grades of
energy are associated with emotions -- actualby #ne emotions, but that is deeper than |
care to go at this point in your studies. The Igwearser grades are associated with basic
animalistic emotions. They are attracted to theelochakras, and resonate with the colours
red and orange. Higher grades of energy are agsdaowvith the upper chakras and the blue

end of the spectrum, and are identified with emtiof caring and concern.

“Therefore a man who indulges his animal passiohs, lives by violence and greed,
will attract to his astral body the coarser matad will form his body from this energy. If he
should die while in such condition his astral bedl be able to detect only the coarser ener-
gies, and he will find here only hate, lust, viaderand evil. When he comes to this place he
will see only red and orange, the colours of flathis this predominance of evil and the col-
ours of flame which have given rise to the legehHell; yet these are not characteristics of
the place, only limitations in an evil person’slapito see and feel. Let us now consider
another man, one who has lived selflessly, hasdaanech for others, has loved and been
loved by those around him. This man would, duhiggearthly life, have built an astral body
of the finer grades of matter, and on arrivingha &fterlife he would experience the emotions
of love and caring, while seeing a world of blukhis has given us the concept of a heaven of
blue skies and loving beings, although here adarcharacteristics are not those of the place,
but are due to the inability of a good man to sak éMost men, of course, fall mid way be-

tween these examples.
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“So you see, the mother’s injunction ‘Live a gdidd, and goodness will accrue to

you' is not so very far from the mark.”

Harry thought about this for a while. “If thisss, Malek, then why would good men
be born into a life where violence is commonplaceé good deeds are often seen as weakness.
Why would we be thrown into a place of such euiktstemptation, and then be told ‘be

good’?”

“Ah, Harry, | see that you must review your noiesn earlier classes. Think, now.
Let us say that, in the physical world, you werenthe son of a king. Everything was
brought to you for the asking. When you wishettawel, you would be carried to your desti-
nation. If someone threatened you, armed guardsdateap to your defence. In such circum-

stances would you, do you think, develop a poweviell muscled body?”

“No, of course not.”

“But then, let us suppose that you were born timeds a slave, and must every day
carry great loads for long distances. When yowevgaren food, other slaves would fight to
take it from you. What then?”

“I would build hard muscle and | would learn tgtt.”

“Of course. Therefore, if | wished to send yotoian environment where you would
learn to overcome base desires and aspire to gesdméhought and deed, where would |

send you.”

“Yes, | see it now; please forgive my foolishne3® a place where | could face these

desires and overcome them, of course. To earth,aliof its evil.”

“Yes, indeed, Harry. Yes indeed.”



Graduation

Harry was back in the classroom, for the momemeal He thought back to the
lessons which Malek had taught over the last feygddle seemed to have been in this place
for weeks now, but realised that his sense of tirag not reliable. In his early studies of
dreams he had come to know that a dream could 8ekst for years yet be over in seconds.
He suspected that something like this was takiagepht the moment, and that he would return
to his body just minutes after leaving it. Othesgyisomeone would by now have certainly
called the police, and Harry could expect to awakesome hospital bed to a tear-stained Liz
sobbing by the bedside. He hoped that would nohéease.

As he thought back over his lessons Malek appdarfdnt of him and Marga-

ret came to stand by his side. Malek was smiliagmy.

“Harry, | have told you how | came to this assigmmat the request of your
Spirit Guide, and how | came to it unwillingly.sthould have taken the advice | so often give
students: ‘Approach life at all levels with an opaind and a willingness to revise what you
thought you knew.” | have enjoyed the assignmeny much, and | have enjoyed spending

time with you. | am certain that our paths wilbss again somehow.

“I know that you must now go with your Margaretlamake a difficult deci-
sion. | hope that | have been instrumental inihglyou arrive at that decision, and that it will
not be too difficult for you.

“I would like to leave you with a few words in samary of what | have taught
you. Call this a ‘synopsis’. Possibly you couddldt ‘Cliff’'s notes on the Astral World’. Or

even ‘Malek’s Notes'.

“You are a being of light and energy, temporarigdtto a physical body. Your spirit
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has evolved over many centuries from a more sifigpfa, and continues to evolve. In terms
of your overall spiritual growth, you have baregon. To use a physical analogy, you are a

small child who has just taken his first steps.

“Nothing of what you have learned should be takemiply that earthy activities are
unimportant. Every part of your earthly life idwable, and designed to expose you to the
lessons you are there to learn. There are spéessons in childhood, and other lessons you
are meant to learn in old age. Your childhood,kivay life, marriage, parenting, middle years
and old age -- every stage is an important learakpgerience designed for your benefit, and
must be taken seriously. Every aspect of youryalar life has a spiritual component. Spiri-
tuality is not something to be confined to a paifac place or a special day, but is in every-
thing you say and doEverything. Of special importance is the way in which yoweract

with those around you.

“Some of the most important life-lessons are bestred by facing adversity. The ma-
jor problems you will face in life have been desidrwith your input, and the way you face
these determines your spiritual growth. A lifehafdship faced with courage and honour will
profit a person far more than a life of riches ao@ver which is selfishly used. If you decide
that you have not learned from your recent life yoay need to repeat the lessons in your
next. Only you can determine this. There willfmeother judge of your progress; no other

will praise or condemn your earthly actions.

“Graduation from earthly life is not the end, mgralmove to the next level of instruc-

tion. There are several more levels above this.
“Live your life to the full. Love much and hatétle. Face the challenges of your daily
life to the best of your ability; bearing up wetlder adversity is one of the best possible ways

to strengthen and develop your spirit.

“Goodbye, Harry. Until we meet again!”
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And Malek was gone. Harry turned to Margaret, \wktd out her hand to him.
“Come, Harry. Time to go from here. We will calteyour little dog on the way, for he pines
to be with you again. We will go to a place whgoe may think, and | will help you if you

ask it of me. But in the end it must be your decis Only you can make it.”
“Oh, I've already made my decision Margaret. Iswareally so hard at all. Let's go

then, let’s find Mutt and go to some nice restfialge which you have ready for us, and | will

tell you what | intend to do with the rest of miel’

340



BEAUTIFUL DREAMER

Chapter 10:

Harry threw a snowball at Mutt, who leaped to ioépt it and sprang back in amaze-
ment as the projectile disintegrated on contatte Auge dog was having a splendid time
romping and rolling in the snow, digging with ha&sdge snout for imagined treasures hidden
beneath the white carpet. Harry brushed snow frentop of a large boulder and sat.
Squinting into the rising sun he gazed out oversgrmingly endless white-tipped peaks of the
mountains called by locals the “Roof of the WorldAs far as his eyes could see there were no
signs whatever of human habitation. He knew tbatesvhere among these mountains there
was a large Buddhist monastery, but no sign of suobnstruction was visible from the peak
on which he now sat. Mutt trotted over to him, lardeep in snow, and placed his muzzle in

Harry's lap.

“She’ll be back soon,” Harry told the dog. “Thiethink it will probably be time for us
to go back to the real world. Or the other reatldio Or to refocus our conscious awareness
onto the physical plane. How does it go? ‘Thered heaven; there is no hell; there is only
the one world and mental focus.” Damn it, Mutistbusiness is still beyond me. You're
lucky that the whole thing seems to come natutallyou. At least you don’t seem to spend

much time worrying about it.”

By his expression Mutt agreed that, yes, he wdsad lucky, and no, he didn’t worry

overmuch about the construction and purpose ofitiheerse.

“The Great Council has agreed,” Margaret had/adriat the peak and walked over to
the boulder where Harry now sat. “They say thatryman is a good one, and they have
agreed to let me arrange it for you. They madeuple of suggestions, though, which | have

accepted on your behalf; | am sure that you will them reasonable.”
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“Is that like ‘an offer | can’t refuse’? Or ‘| pmise this isn’t going to hurt very

much’?”

“Oh, Harry. Malek was right. You bring to thitape a sense of fun which has been
much missing. There is contentment here in latgntity, and happiness, too; but we don’t
often get to fall over laughing. Malek is regalinig colleagues with the tale of your education
and people are coming from far distances to findwhat all this mirth is about. In a way |

shall be sorry to see you return to Earth.”

“I never understood what Malek was laughing af tred time. But about those little

additions to the small print?”

“The Council says that your knowledge of how tvél between planes must be re-
moved, along with most of what you have recentiyned at Malek’s hands. Your spirit will
not be touched. You will be as you now stand kefoe. Only the knowledge will be taken

from you, and even that will be returned when yome here at the end of your days.”

Harry stood up from the boulder, his eyes ang@h, come on Margaret. What was

the point in my learning all of that if I'm now forget it?”

“You needed the information in order to make aislen. You have made that deci-
sion, and it is a good one. But to live on Eartthwhe knowledge you now have would cause
great conflicts. The deviation from your pathhe first place was because of something you
knew to be true and at the same time you knew falbe. This time | will make certain that
no such conflict exists. And, to be blunt aboutvié can’t allow you to stumble around inter-

fering with other people’s spirit lives........

“Interfering? | only.....”

“Tell me you weren’t thinking of hacking away ab®Harrod’s self-built shell.”
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“Well...”

“Or that you could resist doing battle with wilddsts which dared to attack any of

your friends, much as you destroyed Theo’s antatpm his desert cave.”

“‘But.....”

“And if one night, in a dream, you found some vilghtmarish creature in the process

of attacking Liz, tell me that you would not at eneach for ‘Invictus

“l would take up my sword, or use my hands anthtdeneeded, but | would not rest
until I had torn such a beast into pieces too seah for Malek to examine.”

“Yes. Much of the warrior still lives on in yohiarry, as our friend Juleen and her
brothers found to their cost. Yet yknowthat Liz must face her own beasts, those of the
spirit and those of the flesh. It is what shend=arth todo. You are there to help her, to
stand at her side, not to fight her battles. Suyel see this, Harry.”

“| see it. Will | retain nothing, then? Will lad even remember you? Will you be with

me no more?”

Margaret stepped forward and took Harry’s handsers. She gazed into his wide
open eyes. “My sweet child, | will never leaveauyd will be with you always, throughout

your long life and in the life to come. | will newagain let you come to harm.”

And then Harry stood on the summit with only hagydor company, but Margaret’s

voice came to him one more time over the high peékise encircling mountains.
“Wherever you go | will see you. Whatever youlduall be with you. When you call

me | will come to you and when you need me | wdltbere. Your new life will be full of

wonder. Live it to the full; grow and prosper. @sbye, Harry. Until we meet again.”
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Harry turned to survey the summit. Two figuresavapproaching from the eastern
edge, backlit by the sun which still sat low on bimgizon. As they came closer he saw that

they were a man and a woman, both in the full viggyouth and smiling broadly.

“‘“Mom? Can that be you? And.......... Theo! But thisvisnderful. | suppose that if

you are here, then you ... you are..... you have ...”

“Oh, yes, my boy, I'm dead at last. And what apexience that was! Thanks to you,
apparently, | went through twice what | planned¢athrough only once. It gained me an
extra bunch of brownie points, so I'm told. Or shing like that. Not sure what’s going on,
actually. | was supposed to be on my way somewlben this chap asked if I'd like to say a
word or two to Harry Murphy before | leave. Damrieldcan understand all this babble up
here. Anyway, thanks for what you tried to doyiya Or what you did, or thought you
did.... Well, let’s just say thanks for the thougth,? | say, I've been talking to your Mum.
She’s on her way to the same place as | am, apparafthat an interesting lady she is! She’s

been telling me what a rotten little kid you were.”

Harry threw his arms around his mother and thedwinled about in a mad dance until
the snow flew up around them. Mutt ran in largeles around the dancing pair, barking and
wagging his tail in his own contribution to the nméaintop madness. Theo parked himself on

the boulder which Harry had recently vacated andyea the show.

The three sat in the snow and talked for housseoonds or days or forever, until the
sky became dark and a billion points of starligihed the scene into a silhouette in shades of
blue and black — and Harry knew then that it waetio go home. Slowly, very slowly, the
shadows deepened and the figures blurred into lmhask and on the top of an unknown
mountain in the presence of three beings who |dweddeeply, Harry Murphy closed his eyes

and went to sleep.
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He awoke in bright sunshine to find that he hagtsby the side of the trail, his tent
unpitched and his backpack serving only as a pilléiis watch told him that it was morning
on the thirteenth day of his trip. He felt dazed disoriented. He knew that he was on a
hiking trip along some old railway right-of-wayt@ he had undertaken to do some private
thinking and to put his life in order. He had bdemmentally ill. Harry didn’t feel ill now; he
felt wonderful. Fitin mind, body and spirit. Hi®g came over to where he sat and put his

head on Harry’s knee.

“Ever hungry, eh Mutt? Come on, boy, I'll dig adme of your favourite food......
Hello, | though we had more energy bars left! Ve devil did that last pack go? You
haven’t learned how to open my backpack have yd(guldn’t put it past you, you sneaky

little beast!”
Harry turned the little dog onto its back and redblyigorously at the small pink belly.
The dog writhed and wriggled, his madly waggingisérring up dust devils on the dry trail-

side.

Well, Harry thought, if | came on this expedititanget well, | think | can report myself

fully cured. So | guess it’s time to go home. Ypitoblem is, where the hell are we?”
He established from his map that he was aboutitemeters from the town of Ma-
hone Bay, and a further two kilometers from intetis® number ten on the freeway. He dug

his cellphone out of the side pocket of his back@a called Liz.”

“Hello, my love. Just called to say ‘Good Morni=ad let you know that I'm coming

home.”

“Oh, Harry, | am so pleased. Are you all righgring?”
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“All right? 1 feel twenty years younger and twepoints smarter. To tell the truth I'm
a bit fuzzy about what I'm doing out here, but éiseto remember that fuzzy thinking was at
the root of my trouble. | was ill, Liz. You knaty George knew it; Louise and Scotty knew
it. The whole damn world knew it except me. Buat hot ill now, Liz. | declare myself
cured. Now, I think that I'd like to save bootleat and a week of blisters, so if you would
meet me at exit ten on highway 103, I'd be veryeftd. I'll be there by two this afternoon,
say. Don’t hurry! I'll wait if I'm there beforequ. Would that be allright? Liz? Are you

crying, Liz? Don't cry, my sweetheart, everythisgyoing to be fine now. | swear it.”

Harry and Mutt reached exit ten shortly after ofedock, an hour earlier than pre-

dicted. Liz had been waiting there for almosttthminutes.

“Hello, Liz. It's me, Roll....... "

“Hi, Rollie. How are you on this magnificent autorday?”

“Wow! [ just called to see how things are goingt bgather they're going very well.

Either that or the cooking sherry just took a pangd

“I'm fine, Rollie. I really am. | presume that ahyou really want to know is whether

my husband is still a raving looney or back inldned of the sane. If you call this land ‘sane

“We don't use the term ‘raving looney’ all that niuie psychiatric circles, Liz; but
you're close to the point. Maurice heard all abidatry’s episode at the Printing Plant. He
says its all over the industry that Harry got iatbst fight with Thorpe and George sacked him
on the spot, but Maurice says the truth is thatr@eo......
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“The truth is that George was just brilliant abthg whole thing. Well he was, Rollie.
He put Harry back to ‘Production Manager’ and dent off on indefinite sick leave. Quite
honestly | wish Harry had never left the Productidanager’s job in the first place. Anyway,
he’s been off for five weeks now. He’s been awaydiking trip along the South Shore and

just got back a few days ago. He’s fit as a fl8aund in mind and body.”

“He’s back at Burton’s then?”

“No. Harry says he has no interest in a managebntHe says he’s going up to see
George next week to find out if there’s a janitgrssition going. He winked when he said it,
but I'm not sure he was kidding. He has somethindpis sleeve, but he’s playing it close to
the chest. He’s promised not to do anything wittialking it over with me first, so I'm not

too concerned.”

“But he’s not showing any signs of, well, let's sapusual behaviour’'?”

“Oh, Harry’'s wholélife is unusual behaviour! He came back from his Igkip with
this scruffy little dog that goes everywhere witmmow. Cost us a fortune at the vet the
other day. | draw the line at having the muttat'®wwhat he calls it, ‘Mutt’ — | draw the line
at letting it into the upstairs bedrooms, but Hdreats the thing like some long lost child.
And then he saw an obituary notice in the papdrgbahim a bit upset, and when | asked who
it was he said it was ‘just an old Indian weathertmade goes every morning to sit with Don
Harrod. The poor man is still in some sort of corfarry says he’s working from this side,
as he is sure that somebody is chopping away fhenother side. | asked what that was sup-
posed to mean and he looked puzzled and said h& dicactly know. Let’s see; what else?
Oh, he’s talking about taking a holiday in Tibétask why, Harry says ‘why not?’. And then
there are all these little pieces of paper arotedbuse with sums on them; calculations of
some sort. Look like dollars and cents. | askivwhay’re about and he just winks at me.”

“And you're not worried about all this, Liz?”



“No, it's just Harry. But he is so bright, Rollisp alive. He leaps out of bed in the
morning ready for anything. And into it at nighitkvthe same attitude, if you know what |

mean.”

“Wonderful, Liz. That's wonderful. But I'd still&ep an eye on him, you know. Don't

hesitate to call me if you have any reason for eom¢

“Rollie, it’s just so good to have my Harry badke whistles around the house. He
grabs me and dances around the garden with mbguaatise he’s so happy. We had a small
snowfall yesterday and | found him rolling aroundhe yard with his yappy little dog, laugh-
ing fit to beat the band! But he’s back, Rollide’s back to me! His black moods are gone.
That awful ‘driven’ expression has gone from hisgyHe’s home from wherever he’s been,

and that’s all | prayed for, to have him back hdme.

“And his dreaming experiments?”

“He hasn’t mentioned the subject, and I'm damnddl itoring it up. That ‘Dream-
book’ seems to have disappeared along with hiy diad notepads, and if | find them before
Harry does I'll burn the damn things.”

“Bye, Liz. I'm glad things are back to....normal.”

“Thanks for calling, Rollie. Bye now.”

Molly Mason threw the little switch on her deskatctivate the cameras and recognised
Mr. Murphy in the elevator. He seemed to be cagya huge bunch of flowers. She pressed

the button to allow the machinery to lift Harryttee Penthouse floor.
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“To brighten your world on this cold December mogy' Harry said, passing the bou-
guet to Ms. Mason and favouring her with a smilachhit up the office. While the Senior
Executive Secretary stammered out her thanks adédsmething about water and a suitable
vase, George Thorpe stepped out of his office andisHarry’s hand with great vigour and

obvious pleasure.

“I hope you realise, Harry, that I'll have no maverk out of her this morning, and
precious little for the rest of the day! 1 thirtlsibeen a while since anyone brought flowers to
Molly Mason. Harry | andelightedto see you looking so well! Even lost a few pagind
haven’t you. Well, | presume, | sincerdlgpe that you're here to tell me you’ve a clean bill
of health and you're ready to come back aboamgbt some nonsense from that chap Arren-
berg out in Halifax, but when | called Liz she tohe that it was all rubbish. Said you’d gone
off on a little hiking holiday. That's where thetex pounds got burned off, | suppose. Damn

it Harry, you just looloutstanding’

Harry was bowled over by Thorpe’s enthusiastic wele. It was possibly the longest
speech he had ever heard from the chairman tharwmasiness related. The two men made
themselves comfortable and George buzzed for freffke, which Molly Mason delivered

with an enormous smile. He turned again to Harry.

“Phil has been having a bit of a hard time outéharyour chair” George began. “I
don’t think he truly realised that you fellows dretfront lines live in a constant state of con-
trolled panic. Oh, he says your people are the b@suldn’t have done the job if it wasn’t for
the help he gets from them. Nothing is too mucasi Phil says. And that Louise Boutellier,
well you'll be lucky if I don’t try to steal her &m you in a year or two when Molly retires.
Still, I think Phil will be relieved to hear thaby're back in harness. Maybe | should give him

aringright .......

“It's not going to happen, George. I'm sorry, liid just not going to happen.”
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“Excuse me? Are you saying you're not ready to edmack yet? If you need more
time, Harry, there will be absolutely no probledust tell....”

“It's not that, George. It's just that the jobnie longer right for me. | can’t explain
what's happened to me in recent months, but Iknetv that | would be a walking disaster if |

were to go back to my old position.”

“Well, Harry, you would know best, of course. &gkt Phil will have an easier time of
it with you as his number one. Not that your mas tlone a bad job as Director of Produc-
tion, far from it, but to have you back in that chaould let Phil ..... ”

“Sorry, George. Not that chair either.”

“Well, Harry, perhaps we’d better come to the poiName the job and it's yours. Ex-
cept mine, of course!” The Chairman grinned, bstdxpression showed growing concern

with the way the conversation was moving.

“George,nobodycould replace you. | mean this sincerely, youtheevery best possi-
ble person to serve as President and Chairmansofdimpany, and it has been for me a privi-
lege to have worked under you. | must also satyghite apart from business considerations,
what you have done for me on a personal level hamp in your debt for life. If there is ever
anything that | can do to repay you, you have bask. Unfortunately, the one exception is

that | can’t return to AGI. Not in any capacity.”

“Might | ask why, Harry? Is it to do with the compy, or is it a personal issue? Is it
in any way something that | could fix?”

“The problem is in me, George. Ifitis a problefim not sure. | just don’t see the

job as worthwhile any more. | can’t explain iteds than a year ago | thought it was the most
important thing in the world. But not now. Whaitused this change in my thinking? I've no
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idea. Butthe way | look at it, with such an aidié | would not inflict myself on AGI. After

all that the company has done for me, it desereégibfrom me now.”

“I don’t understand this, Harry. But | can do rtber than accept it. And of course,
there will be a generous settlement from the companyour retirement. But what are you
going to do? Will you stay in the printing busia@sYou’ll not be joining our competition, |

hope!”

“Well, in a way | will, George. Please don’t loeakme like that! I'm going to buy a
Print Shop. I've been going over my finances atidrk | could re-mortgage my properties
and put a good down payment on a small local pl#celooking for something around eight

to ten employees, with an annual gross of somewdrexend....... ”

“Harry, please don’t make any financial arrangersavithout talking to me first. You
should have no need to re-mortgage anything if wilico-sign for you, and of course we

will. I may even be able to talk the board inteafincing....... ”

“George, I'm not sure how to explain, and I'd hadecause offence to you in any way,

but this has to be done my way.”

“What would you do with this little plant, Harry¢would you move in as Owner-

Manager, or would you.........

“l intend to run the presses. | intend to drive tielivery truck. I'll stay after hours
and sweep out the pressroom. I'll mix the inks wie run colour. I'll go out to lunch at
Tim Horton’s Doughnut Shop with the paper salesmidhstand behind the counter and smile
at the customers. I'm toying with the idea of awén letting the staff know that | own the
place; let them think I’'m just the odd-job manutBhen | don’t think | could start off my new
life by basing it on a lie. | want to get baclkwbere | started in the printing business, George;

right at the front end. Ink under my fingernaitglgpaper dust in my hair.”
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George sat quietly. Harry stood and held out hisdh but George waved it away.

“Sit down, Harry. Please. |think | understandywiou don’t want help from anyone.
| seem to remember that when | was young...... Wetlls Inot get onto that theme. But |
think that AGlcando something for you..... no, just hear me outink we can do some-
thing for you and at the same time benefit ourselMdow you can’t object to that! You just

finished saying that you owe a debt to the company.

“George, you are up to something! But yes, 18kéin to it.”

George stepped out of his office and spoke on Mdiygon’s phone for a few minutes.

He came back into the office and sat down.

“When AGI bought Burton’s, we brought Theo onto Bmard at once. | had a soft
spot in my heart for Theo — one of the few softpkain a hard heart, my people will tell you.
But he was never much of a businessman. Anywago Hot the idea that he was supposed to
‘acquire’ for the company, and he bought this pmigiplant in a place called Tantallon, some-
where outside Halifax. About twenty-five emplogekthink. A larger sized jobbing printer.
No specialty; a bit of everything. Well, it judiin’t fit. | think a couple of employees have
moved over to Burton’s over the years, but by amdd the place has been running as it al-
ways did, independently. It contributes a smatiwal profit to AGI, but quite frankly we’'d do
better by selling the plant and buying Canada $svBonds with the proceeds! The only
reason we didn’t close it was Theo Burton. Nowdbs@one, and the plant is still there.
We've tossed ideas around, but nobody has cometamwplan that we can all agree on.

Harry, if you want it, the plant is yours.”

“George, a twenty-five person shop is bigger thayttaing | had in mind. And much
more than | can afford.”

“Who mentioned a price? Now, don’t jump out of teir. |1 wasn’t going tagiveit

to you. | have a Board of Directors to answerémember. We wilsellit to you at the aver-
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age of three estimates, minus the separation atlogvAGI owes you whether you want it or
not. We’ll accept any down payment which you dareffer and finance the remainder at

current bank rates. Everybody wins. Here comegith from finance with the folder. Take
it home. Read about it. Visit the plant. Themdspressure, so take your time. When you

come to your senses, call me and I'll have thesterpapers drawn up.”

Harry stood, grinning broadly. “Thanks, GeorgeowHcould | say ‘no’ to a sweet deal
like that? But, you know, you're standing thekelSanta Claus, and I'm the kid with the big

present; so why do | feel like you just put onerowee me?”

Harry left the office smiling, and the small groofomen waiting to enter wondered
what the previous meeting was all about. Theyraagly seen their Chairman looking so

pleased with himself, and yet the man who hadlgisseemed to be equally happy.

“So you see, Liz, if we accept George’s offer wermest of the down payment ac-
counted for, and if we re-mortgage the Halifax @y the bank will certainly put up the rest.
I've gone over the profit and loss statementstierlast three years, and I'm certain that | can
triple the profits over the first year. It may mea&-mortgaging the cottage, depending on how
much of the equipment needs replacing. Some afshdf is even older than Burton’s. But
the system is good and the craftsmen seem compateheven under present management the
company shows a small profit. But | swear to yoat if you're not completely happy to go
along with this, I'll send the package back to @eoand go back to looking for something on

a smaller scale, something more affordable.”
“What, Harry Murphy? And take that gleam out oliyeye? If that's what it takes to

put the sparkle back into you, I'd mortgage thedeuhe cottage, the kids, and I'd throw in
that scruffy dog of yours. But there’s no needtrifa
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“Liz, | can't start off my new life with a gift frm AGI. Somehow during the last few
weeks I've come to understand that rewards givenador no effort on my part are worthless.
I must earn this; | mushakeit work. | must....”

Liz stood up from her chair and threw both armghmair. “So once again, your hon-
our,” she said, speaking to an imaginary Judgedirgsover an imaginary court, “I put it to
you that this husband of mine never listens torardthing anyone tells him. | call as witness
his ex-secretary, as well as half of his employess will all testify that this Harry Mur-

“What's this all about, Liz?”

“Harry, | told you. | knew it hadn't registered stold you again. Now for the third
time, there is a letter in the rack by the hallrdipom your mother’'s London solicitors. It says
that the home at Skegness drew funds largely framriterest accrued to your father’s in-
vestments. Only during the last two years hasédinnecessary to touch the capital. After all
duties and taxes and sundry grabs for money —dinala fat solicitor’s bill — they have en-
closed a banker’s draught for the remaining seviénge thousand dollars. You will need to

countersign it before | can put it into the bank.”

Harry grabbed Liz by the shoulders and grinned dikeaniac. “I'm sorry Liz. I've
just been so tied up in my own thoughts theseféagidays....... ”

“When were you ever not, Harry Murphy?”

“But that's wonderful! God bless you Mum, and ytoo, Dad, wherever you both are.

That will completely take care of the down paymanid the cost of new equipment......

“Will also be easily taken care of,” Liz broke‘iBy the second envelope on the hall
table, in which you will find that Theo had leftya quarter of a million dollars in his
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“No way!”

..... which, however, he changed during the miracslbut unfortunately short period

of remission of his cancer......

“Theo changed his will? 1 think for some reasonwas mad at me.”

...... to increase his bequest to a half million. Theainder of his large estate is di-
vided amongst a dozen assorted charities, mokeaf tocal.”

Harry was open mouthed, and silent. Liz enjoyedpbace for several seconds and
then hugged her husband.

“Of course | agree, you nitwit! Tomorrow morningwycall George and tell him to go
ahead with the deed transfer. Spend any or gibof money on your new printing plant, and

may it always make you as happy as you seem tothe amnoment.”

“Not my money, Liz. Not my plant. There is nay’. There should never have been,
not since the day we first stood together on tlegs@t Peggy’'s Cove. Ny, only ‘ours’.

Always ‘ours’.

Eddie Burke sat opposite his boss in the foremsmiall office just of the main press-
room and scowled. “But he ain’t actuafigidthat there would be layoffs. He ain’t actually
saidthat he’d be downsizin’ the plant.”

Tommy MacDonald looked at his nephew as though & wome idiot child who

could just not figure out that two and twtwaysmade four. What was it his sister called her
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kid? ‘Developmentally challenged’. “What is ittwiyou, Eddie? How many times do | have
to tell you? | haven’t even met this guy yet. Aknow is what | got from my friend in Bur-
ton’s pressroom. This Murphy was some bigshot etkez under Theo Burton, but he fell

foul of the new management after AGI took overglant, and they must've squeezed him
out. You know with executives, it's not like youme, who'd just get given our cards and
showed the door, these guys, when they get thetlaxg get a big cash package to make it
sweeter. So, as | heard it, this Murphy getshiggpackage, and maybe adds a bit from the
bank to it, and makes AGI an offer on TantallonsBreand Bingo! We’ve got ourselves a new

owner.”

“Yeah, | know that Tommy, but the question is, wisdte goin’ to do with us? Betty,
up at the office, she says he just wants to réor the money, now that he don’t have his big
executive salary no more. But my Winifred, shesdag's likely to just come on down here
and try to tell us how to run the place. Imagingu don’t think that’s likely, do you
Tommy?”

“Oh, no way, Eddie. | mean what could a guy likattknow about running a print
shop? | mean, just because he’s been in the nydiastlike thirty years, and just because he’s
only been running the biggest printing house in &8e¢otia for the last twenty, | mean what
would a guy like that know about running a fine rodprinting shop like Tantallon Press?”

“Yeah, that's right. So we’ve no reason to getatpsh Tommy!”

“That was sarcasm, you assole! | guess the fiisgthe’ll do is get rid of the dross.
You know, the guys who just hang around here amd deally do nothing. You know any-

body like that?”

“Gee, Tommy, | don’'t know. You mean maybe like @igaEvans in the bindery?”
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“Charlie runs the big cutters. That don’t mearsh®isy as hell all day, but if you get
rid of Charlie how do the presses get their shegt$o size? Put you on that big guillotine

and you'd be short two thumbs before lunchtime!”

“Well I don’t know then Tommy. Geez, you're theeps foreman, I'd think you would

know that better than me.”

“Tell you what, Eddie, you just go sweep off thadang dock and I'll rack my brains
and see if | can think of anybody, in case the pewmer should find his way down here and

ask me who we should let go.”

“Huh? Oh, yeah. I'll go sweep off the loading 80K, sure Tommy.”

“Well I know one man for sure that should be lookmthe want ads,” he added to
himself after the odd-job man had left to find bisom, “And it ain’t Tommy MacDonald and
it ain't Eddie Burke. This new man might or migtdt need a sweeper for the pressroom
floor, but he sure as hell don’t need no high @iGeneral Manager to run the place for him.
I’'m glad I'm sittin’ down here and not up in the Gdwffice. If | was Terry Jackson | reckon

I'd be shakin’ in my boots right about now.”

Harry pulled the Cadillac into the forecourt and/sarow of reserved parking spaces
up against the large brick wall at the back oftihr@lery. All of the slots were filled. He
coasted on past a white painted sign which saidr{iT&ackson, General Manager” and was
surprised to see a small red Austin Mini parkethenslot. He motored on to the general
parking area and found a spot for the Caddy. Waglkiack towards the main entrance Harry
took a second to enjoy the bright sunshine, althdbg day was cold and small piles of snow
dotted the parking area. A solitary workman waseging the loading dock, and the unmis-

takeable sound of presses operating at speed cametfe high windows.

Instead of using the main entrance Harry climbedstiort flight of steps to the loading

dock and waved to the man with the broom. Eddik8&watched the stranger climb up onto



the dock and leaned on his broom as the man wahkexdto him.

“Good Morning,” Harry said.

Eddie stared for a couple of seconds, taking sbd¢kis man, and decided that basic
civilities were probably in order. “Mornin’,” heagl. The other man stood on the dock for a
while just looking around. He seemed like a dechap, and Eddie thought it only fair to
warn him that he was on dangerous ground.

“Hey Mister, you'd better not be here hangin’ ardwhen the new man arrives. New
man, he’s goin’ to be lookin’ for folks jes hangm@und with nothin’ to do, and they're
probably goin’ to be hangin’ around on the dolat®what Tommy says.”

Harry had sized up the man in the first few secorfilgell it's a good thing you’ve got
that broom there, or the new man might think yoome of these fellows with nothing to do””

he said.

Eddie absorbed this. “Yeah, that's what Tommy sdlay on with the broom,
Eddie, he says. You know Tommy, do you?”

“Would that be Thomas MacDonald, the pressroomnfiame?”

“Tommy, yeah. That's him.”

“Well | see you're busy so | won't hold you up. tB& get on with the sweeping before

the new man comes.”
Eddie smiled at the stranger, who obviously meantrio harm, and started once more

to sweep the endless dust from the loading dockryHstepped down and walked along
through the executive parking lot to the main emntea
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The lobby had seen better days but was spaciouslead. Harry followed a sign to
‘enquiries’ and was directed to Mr. Jackson’s @&fidHe entered a decent sized office with
large windows looking out over the parking lot tdistant view of the ocean. A middle aged
man was in the process of packing his personahigeigs into cardboard boxes. The man

greeted Harry with a sincere smile and a warm haadds

“Nice to meet you, Mr. Murphy. | recognise yourfraghe description | got from my

friend in Burton’s.”

“Nice to meet you, too, Mr. Jackson. Who wouldt the, your Burton’s friend?”

“Oh, no harm in telling, especially since he spesikighly of you. Scotty Shaw and |

have been curling together for close to ten yeavs. 5cotty says to treat you well, 'cause

you're one of the ‘good guys’.

“Well Mr. Jackson, if you're a friend of Mick Shatvat makes you instantly a friend

of mine. But could | ask you why you seem to béhmmiddle of packing?”

“Look Mr. Murphy...... ”

“Would you do me a favour and call me ‘Harry’? Abrdilike to call you ‘Terry’ if

it's not taking liberties.”

“Terry is fine. Look, Harry, I’'m not going to malkhis difficult for you. | don’t know
what part you want to play at Tantallon Press fousure you're not going to be sweeping the
loading dock.”

“No, | just met your dock sweeper and he seem®tdding a fine job!”

“You met Eddie? No matter. | figure yonightstill need a dock sweeper but you sure

don’t need a general manager. Scotty says youdegbly the best production manager in
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Canada, and he knows what he’s talking about. Nden't want to cross you, a man with
your contacts, especially since I'll probably bikitay to some of them while I'm looking for a
new job. So I'll make it easy. If you don’t minit] prefer that you accept my resignation
rather than you had to ‘let me go’. Is that OKwybu, Harry?”

“Hell no, Terry. | could probably find a competdinor sweeper without too much
trouble, but please don’t make me go looking foeaw General Manager! From what I've

read and what I've heard, you'd be a hard manptace.”

“Let me get this straight, Harry. You mean I'm steg?”

“If you would, please. | have no intention of rumgnthe plant on a day-to-day basis.
That will continue to be your job. Perhaps | caiphyou make up your mind. I've been
going over the salary figures, and | think youra isit on the low side. Would you consider a

five percent raise an incentive to stay on?”

Terry Jackson sat, stunned. “I don’t believe whmathearing. You're not just joshing
me around? No. | see that you're not! Well,bd damned. OK, Mr. Murphy! Harry! You
have a deal. Boy, do you ever have a deal. | calsty wife, she’s not slept a wink this last

week. Oh, I'm sorry. If | may, Harry, could Ilta..?

“Sure, Terry, you call your wife and tell her togtworrying. I'll tell you what, I'm
going for a little wander around the plant. You ¢ell your secretary to spread the word, so
nobody is going to have a fit when | show up onrthef. Then you can start unpacking,
since | won'’t be taking your office either. I'lelback in about an hour, and I'd be obliged if
you'd get your first line managers and shop foremogether for me. I'd like by the end of the
week to have a first draft of a five year equipm@ah. From what I've read there are some
pieces well overdue for replacement and otherssthatild probably be replaced or upgraded
over the next five years. I'd like your peoplehtave a lot of input into this. I've about
$200,000 in hand for the first year, and | thing& thank will spring for whatever else we need.

Oh, and | want to talk to you about a profit shgracheme | have in mind. And spread the
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word, Terry: No layoffs. Not now, not later. llewneed to downsize — and I think it will be
more the opposite — we’ll do it by attrition. Galkthat? Oh, one last thing. Is that your Mini
in the parking lot.”

“Yes, it is.”

“Any chance you’d consider selling it to me?”

“Sure, we can talk about it. Our Plant Engineéurkels them as a hobby. Not just
Minis, all sorts. | bought that mainly to help hout financially. You know it's no good in

the winter here. | was just about to put it on kkantil the spring.”

“Yes, | know that. It's a personal thing.”

“I'm sure we can work something out, Harry. Geéat's a plateful you've laid on me
all at once. Yes, | think I've got it all. The mwvill be very relieved to hear your news. Oh,

and Harry; welcome aboard.”

Nobody ever knew where that strange Mr. Murphy ikaety to pop up next. When
Charlie Evans sprained his wrist, and ended up avithcklog of paper skids way out into the
pressroom, it was Harry Murphy who arrived at thélgtine to help Charlie catch up on his
cutting. The two of them worked side by side &k@aoon and went off together to a nearby
tavern after work. Laughing all the way, by most@unts. Ritchie Collins almost fainted
dead away when the new owner walked in on him wielevas rebuilding a Volkswagen
carburetor on company time. Harry merely askditithie could possibly spare the time to
look at some modifications he wanted made to ttle Mini-Cooper he’d just bought from

Terry.
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Eddie Burke knew that the whole plant was in anjtke, but it was all done in good
fun so he didn’t take it badly. They were pullimg leg that the new odd-job man was really
the new owner! But Eddie was too smart for thae had asked his friend, Harry, what he did
at the plant and Harry had said ‘Oh, all sortsad @bs around the place, pretty much like
you, Eddie.” So Eddie had figured that Harry did sweeping up around the offices upstairs,
and if he had a bit of spare time he’d bring hsdon down and lend Eddie a hand at sweeping
the dock. A good friend, Harry was. He was alwaaly to lend a ten or a twenty when
money ran short, the week before payday. And kemgot nasty if you were a bit late in
paying back.

Harry did not triple the net profits in the figgtar; but he did double them. And the
reason that he didn’t quadruple them was to bedomithe exceptionally generous bonuses
given to all twenty five employees, and the no gsserous employee benefits which he set in
place during his first year at the helm.

The Tantallon janitor had duly repainted the vealthe back of the bindery, and a large
parking space was now reserved for ‘H. Murphy: idesgt’. This had been done under the
instruction of the General Manager, Mr. Jacksam;esiwhen the janitor had asked Mr. Mur-
phy what title to paint on the wall Harry had anssee'General Dogsbody’. Regardless of the
title, the space was empty as often as not, antittleered Mini-Cooper was as likely to be

found in the general parking area behind the lgadirck.

The President’s dog also became well known teralployees, and it was a rare thing
to see the Boss striding down the corridors withbatlittle mixed breed trotting along behind
him. Only when Harry visited production areas Wast left in the little room which Harry
had set up next to the sales office. Some jokdrtaced a sign over the door to the little

office saying ‘Presidential Suite’ and Harry ldfthere.
Tantallon Press thrived. During his third yeapaser-dogsbody of the plant Harry

was embarrassed by an article in the local paped tiThe Secret Santa of Tantallon Press”

which told of wonderful Christmas gifts from an wakvn source which had been delivered by
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a red-suited stranger to the children of the Péamhployees. Everyone at the Plant knew the
secret source of these gifts, but figured thatafrid didn’t want people to know of his gener-
osity, then the least they could do in return wasgkhis secret. Harry resisted the temptation
to expand the plant, choosing to keep it to theesaize and staffing levels as when he ob-
tained it. He did, however, ensure that the pkapt up to date with equipment developments
and improvements to operating efficiency and safétythe third year of operation he turned

down an offer to purchase at four times what hegead for the plant.

And the years went by.

Visitors from Burton’s Press were frequent. Georperpe made a point of calling at
Tantallon whenever he visited his Halifax plantl &harry would normally stand lunch for
George at the local Doughnut Shop or, on spec@sions, at MacDonalds. On one such trip
Harry had the pleasure of treating both Georgehésdewly hired Senior Executive Secre-
tary. On the retirement of Molly Mason George hage to his word, offered the position to
Louise Boutelier, who had accepted without hegitatiScotty Shaw was also a frequent
visitor to Tantallon Press, and could usually henfibin the company of Ritchie Collins and

Harry, heads deep in the innards of some pieceaaflcitrant machinery.

And the years went by.

The cottage on St. Margaret's Bay suffered litilehe way of upgrades and improve-
ments, but Harry did have a good sized Garage/Wogkbuilt on the highway side of the
property. He could usually be found there at wadkdinkering with his little Mini-car, most
often in the company of Ritchie Collins and an assent of other employees from the plant.
Liz was used to the clank of metal on metal, theasional roar of a finely tuned engine and
the odd muted curse. She listened to these soowdsis she fixed her hair at the bedroom
dresser. The streaks of grey were becoming veigeable, and Liz was still undecided about
whether to colour them, or to admit to the worldttehe was now a Grandmother. Moving to
the closet she sifted through the dresses, segréhirone to fit the mood of the day. On the

floor of the closet, next to Harry’s Clarinet, s@v an old shoe box.
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“I found something this afternoon, Harry” Liz daafter the supper dishes had been

cleared away. “l wasn't sure what | should do withwhy don’t you take a look?”

She passed the shoe box to Harry, who lifteditharld peered inside. Liz held her
breath. She had debated for a long time thatrafter whether she had the right to consign the
shoebox directly to the garbage bin, and in thedswided that only Harry could make that

decision. He delved into the box and came up aimall, dog eared blue covered book.
“Oh, this is that Dreambook | bought -- when \ilzet, ninety eight, I think. Oh look,
this is the diary | kept of my dreams that yeandAll my little ‘memory jogger’ notes are in

here too.”

Harry placed the two books back in the box amotigsscattered notepaper. He

closed the lid and dropped the box by the sida€hair. Liz bent and picked it up.

“What should | do with it, Harry?” she asked.

“Oh,” Harry said absently, picking up his newspapBut it in the trash, will you, Liz?
Or leave it there and I'll burn it with the gardeaste tomorrow.”

“You don’t want to keep it then, Harry?”

“Keep it? Heavens no. It never came to anythidgst another silly Harry Murphy
idea; you must get fed up with them. | seem toemimer thinking that | could get in touch
with my subconscious mind, and figure out the dsavéthe universe. Poppycock, of course.
| think | wrote down a few of my dreams but it wast rubbish. Don’t you remember? You

can have a little read through my diary if you Jikeit you'll be bored to tears by it.”

“You don’t have any interest in dreams any moenttHarry?”
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“Oh | rarely dream these days, my love. Why deédto dream when I've got the

perfect life while I'm fully awake? How on Eartlbuld | improve on this?”

And Harry dropped the paper, grabbed his wife gne round and round on the car-
pet, his little dog yapping furiously at his heels.

And the years went by.
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Beautiful Dreamer

Epilogue:

Twenty Thirty-four: St. Margaret’s Bay, Nova SaptCanada.

She walked down to the ocean, through the aventald®ussian Olives, in blossom
now, filling the air with their pungent fragranc8&he stopped by the thick rose hedge then
moved on through the archway to the sea. The wasrbusy today; whitecaps filled the bay
and a salt spray moistened her cheek as she stoth@ ghingle, staring out across the water to
the misty outline of Peggy’s Cove on the oppodiigrs. A small stone slab, overgrown with
creepers, sat just above the high tide mark. 8k# ky the stone and pulled away the creep-

ers.

“Ms. Murphy?” The tall, slim man walked towardsrhthrough the seaside garden, his

face wrinkled in concern.

“Heavens, Doctor, | haven’'t been a ‘Murphy’ foloag time. It's Mrs. Blake, actually,

but I'd be happier if you would call me ‘Joanne’.

“Joanne then. I'm Doctor Carpenter. Peter.” Ibtiked at the stone. “Family pet?”

“Yes. Asilly little dog that Dad picked up orhiing trip once. The bane of my
Mom'’s life, it was. Lived to be almost fifteen ysaold.”

The woman straightened from her task and shooldaktor's hand.

“We met briefly at Mom’s funeral last year, Doctor
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“Peter, please. Forgive me, Joanne. I'm a bdtéred this morning to tell the truth.”

“Is it about Dad? Is that why you came out talfme?”

“Oh, no. There’s no change. | was just wondeifrygu’'d heard from your brother?”

“Jimmy? Yes, | got a message this morning. App#y there’s been some sort of
bomb scare at the airport. No flights are likelyoe leaving for at least twenty four hours.
There’s a flight this afternoon from Manchestert lbet doesn’t know if he can get there in

time.”

“You’'d be doing him a favour, Joanne, if you couéich him and let him know not to
go to any heroic lengths to get here. I'm afraidrypad doesn’t have that much time left. It's

down to a few hours now. Perhaps only minutes.”

“I have a cousin in England who can reach my otn his mobile phone. | can't

call Jimmy directly, something to do with the difat systems. I'll call from the house.”

“I'm afraid you’ve had a hard time of it, thesstidew years.”

“Not really, Doctor.... Peter. It was hard on ulsnghile Mum was fighting her cancer,
especially with us being so far away. It left Dadlo all the hard work. He never com-
plained, you know. He used to say it was his @ian and his privilege to look after Mum.

It was a blessing, actually, when she passed aWtagight have been better if she’'d been less
of a fighter. Easier on everybody. When she diecknew that Dad wouldn’t be far behind.

We couldn’t really imagine Harry without his Liz.”

“It's surprisingly common, actually, for one speus follow another when it happens
like that. Is he a religious man, your fathertfong faith can be very helpful in times like
this.”



“He never talked much about it. He certainly waschurch-goer, and | don’t think he

had much time for Christianity. | guess he wad aftan atheist, to tell the truth.”

“Ah, well. It's not important that your fatherahld believe in God, since there’s no

doubt that God believes in your father.”

“You're a religious man yourself then, Peter? {I$wprises me, | mean you being a
man of science.”

“In all my studies and all my work, I've found n@omystery than scientific fact. And
some of the things I've seen go a long way to cativig me that there'somethingollowing
the death of the body. I'm certain, in my hedrattyour father is about to step through a door,
no more than that. And I'm fairly certain that yddom will be waiting at the other side of
that door. It's a belief that brings me comforadtme like this, when the patient has moved

past the point where any skills of mine can help.”

“Well that's very sweet, Peter. | wish | couldibee in something like that.”

The VON nurse stepped through the French dodisetgarden and walked hurriedly
down to the shore, where the two people came & tmmeet her. “It's not what you think!”
she said quickly as Joanne approached. “He’s gd&inyou, but he’s sitting up in bed look-
ing out of the window! He is perfectly lucid, doct He just said ‘Ask my Jojo to come in,

will you?’ and gave me a big smile.”

The three stepped briskly into the sitting roomeveha very professional looking hos-
pital bed had been set up facing the picture winddwech looked out across Liz’'s garden to
the bay. Harry was, indeed, propped up on theyed) looking like he’d just recovered from a
mild case of the flu.
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“I remembered he told his daughter, his face alive with exoient. “She made me
forget it all, but of course I'd forgotten that ifdrgotten it! But Margaret let me remember,

and then fixed it so | could come back for a whilet only for a few minutes.”

“Dad, you're rambling. You're not making any sen&¥ho is Margaret? What has

she let you remember?”

“Everything! Margaret is my Fairy Godmother. Alyghas been. But hush now, dar-
ling, | don’t have long. Listen; your Grand-daugihMichelle, her next baby is going to be a
girl. She will be called Lillianne — and the Skg&ler has agreed to be her Guardian Spirit!

Isn’t that wonderful, Jo?”

At a glance from the Doctor, Joanne said “Yes, Diaat’'s wonderful news.”

“I knew you’d think so! Now what else? Oh, ydsie seen your Mom. She’s wait-
ing for me now. She refused to cross through &etsdeen waiting for me in Tibet. Stub-
born woman; always was! She’s been studying wighedd She says he makes her laugh!
taught him that, you know. He took her on a tmvd into a volcano! Imagine that! All he
did for me was take me to the ‘Wizard of Oz’! Ayaol wouldn’t believe it! Mutt is a police
dog in British Columbia! An honest to God Germdme@herd. But then, he always thought
hewad”

Harry laughed and, laughing, started to choke.m@a himself he reached for his

daughter’s hand and looked into her tear filledseye

“Listen my darling, there’s no time left now. Isti they had let me remember in time
to tell you, but now it's too late. Just know thiShe harder life seems to be, the more you
will profit from it. It's all about learning andrgwing. Nothing you will ever have to face will
be beyond you. Remember, all of your trials weretpere at your request. And — this is
important — when you face the judgement seat yart thave to worry, because the judge is
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you | won't be afraid when | go into that room, tloiis time. Not like last time. Goodbye

my love. Your Mom and | will always watch over yoG.oming, Liz. Coming, Margaret.”
Harry closed his eyes and, smiling, died. And lisigni opened them again and stepped

through his doorway.
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