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arbor dreambook

messages from the deep

by aidan and khaya



foreword

in preparing this dream book, a great deal has been covered, both 1n the sense of covered up and covered in dialogue. the most
unique moments have been those when a dream was not given and, in its place, something stranger emerged. the antagonisms
in the dreamwork, after all, are the dream.

if, as we like to 1imagine, a dream has a meaning, or a message, or, closer to freud’s initial insight, it 1s the site of
wish-fulfillment, taking on that an interruption to this meaning-message-wish might antagonize the intended recetver,
hetghtening the tension between the conscious and the unconscious. and yet, the opposite occurs. dream, it seems, does not
communicate directly, but indirectly, and the form of the interpretation artses from the fact that if a dream can give a
message 1t 1s owing to the fact that the dream itselt cannot communicate this directly. the dream, 1n other words, is also
mystified as to its own meaning;

to consider the opposite, that a dream speaks directly, would be to relinquish the paradox that gtves weight to the
unconscious: we must in some way be mystified by our own lives in order to take on any meaning they may possess. a dream
that says something directly cannot expect its message to be recetved, because the very medium of the message will have
become integrated into the meaning and communicated, the subsequent breaking of boundaries being the dream, in 1ts jumps
in time and space. the breakdown of the dream testifies to the fact that its centre cannot hold and, as such, the process of its
interpretation s one of appealing to this brokenness, to this immanent hiddenness, what we call the unconscious, and trying,
not to recover the dream, but recover a possible rapport with the dream during its collapse.

this collapse, which is the dreamwork, 1s also the thoughtwork. freud’s interest 1s not ultitmately with the latent content, while
the material content of the dream 1s crucial to the deception which allows the cohabitation of the multi-levelled psyche.
without this division, a message cannot be communitcated. the division itself, however, 1s how the thinker thinks, and it 1s this
divided thinking that 1s drawn out in analysts, in talking. an analysis, as such, relates to the internal negativity already within
things. it 1s the division 1tself which freud studies. this, too, 1s what 1s meant by the unconscious.

in approaching the visualization of these dreams, my partner khaya and I approached it in two ways: the first was to preserve
the mystery-meaning of the dream by intensifying and concentrating the heightened language of the dreamwork, which we
consider to be Jung’s approach, while Freud’s, more minimal, more concerned with the internal negativity of the division, we
defined in black ink drawings. the tension between these two, perhaps, points to some deeper understanding of the devastation



of the dream in analysts, its reconstitution in fantasy, and the possible approach to the kernel of the dream, such as we
might say is defined in the concept of the wish, or desire.

we wish that you will enjoy. special thanks to helena for supplying a much-needed dreamwork on the tly and the occasional
translation when my proud, overworked mind didn’t have the ttme to do it myself. thanks to antonio was supplying the first
dream, one which was intimate and revealing. finally, thanks to p. for inspiring the project, even while his resistance to sharing
dreams remains the tension out of which this project finally emerged.

and, now, time to go through the arbor.

aidan
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Erster Traum

— soclety was debating whether it 1s appropriate to remove all t
pyramids trom the top ot obelisks. this debate was taking

place during winter. 1 was not taking part in the debate. 1 was
ascending an alp-like mountain pulling a sled with several little
people wearing hats with generic taces. the weather on the

mountain was signiticantly worse that at the base where the
debates were happening.

.






/weiter Traum

AO CHOBUAEHHA C DOAEE-MEHEE YETKUM CIOKETOM U
[IPUBBTHBIMH, 3HAKOMBIMU I10 PEAABHOU KU3HU OOPA3AMHU,
[TEPEA TAA3AMU ITIPOAETAET H300UAVE AOCTPAKTHBIX BUACHUH,
HACTPANUBAA HA IPAAYIIIIN COH. B 9TOT pa3 3T KapTUHKA U
TEKCTYPHI OBIAH HE OCODO KPACOYIHBIE, HO UX MATKOCTD U
CAEPKAHHOCTD OCTABASIAO OINVITIEHUE AFOOBH U AOOPOTHI B
AYIIIE. DTOT OCAAOK HEMHOI'O HATIOMHHAA TO YYBCTBO,
KOTOPOE PEOEHKOM f OIIYIIAA, IPOCHIITASCH B POAUTEABCKOM
KPOBATH — 5l )KEAAA BCETO CAMOTO AYYITIETO AASl POAHBIX, TOTOB
OBIA TOAHOCTBIO PA3AAPUATH Ce0s M, IIPOCTO TaK. (JAHAKO,
3TO 9YBCTBO OBIAO OYATO B TYMAHE: HE YETKOE U HEMHOTO
TOCKAHUBOE.

Ha yAurie 1mo-oceHHeEMy IACMYPHO U CBIPO, HE BUAHO HHUYEIO
32 YETBIPE-IIATh METPOB OT MEHfA, ACHb. /1 TOAHNMAIOCH
HETOPOIIAUBO ITO KPUBBIM A€PEBAHHBIM CTYIIEHbKAM HA TAKOU
K€ KPUBOU U ACPEBAHHBIN ITBEAECTAA. /1 3HAFO KyAQ A UAY: HAA
TBEAECTAAOM BHUCHUT TIeTAA. CAOBHO CTAPITIAIT OPAT, U3 AFOOBH
OTAAIOIIAN CBOIO AFOOUMYIO UTPYIIIKY MAAAIIIEMY, A
AOOPOBOABHO BCTABAAIO TOAOBY B KOABITO: fl Y2KE€ ITOUTPAA,
IIO9TOMY 3TO KAXKETCA HIPABUABHBIM ITOCTYIIKOM. CMEPTh pasaapuT
MeHA. Kpome Toro, HermpeoAoAnMas U CTPEMAITEECA HETOHATHO
K Y€MYy TOCKA HBIAA BCE TPOMYE U TPOMYE ITOCAE A0CTPAKTHOTO
BCTYIIACHUSA, I CENYAC OHA TAHYAA U KIAAAQ MEHA U3
CTOPOHBI B CTOPOHY. 1aKafg TOCKA BEIHYKAAET HA CAMBIE
TAVITBI€, HEAOTHYHBIE, AAKE AHTH-PATTMOHAABHBIE, HO HEMHOTO
AOOpBIE ACUCTBHUSA. BBI30B HEOBITHIO KA32ACA IMEHHO TAKIIM.

I1 Bce paBHO B MOEM TOpPAE KOM, U OH YK€ HEYAOOHO
BPE3A€TCA B TAOTKY 32KATBHIH BEPEBKOM. 34TO PYKH HE
cBsI3aHbl. JIIe9aseHHbBIe, HO IIOHUMAIOIIIIE MEHS
POAUTEAN YUTAIOT IIPUTOBOP IEPEA ITHEAECTAAOM, KAK
OYATO MEHS KTO-TO CYAHUA — OpeA. B aTo Bpems 1
OTYASHHO IIBITAFOCH IIOATOTOBUTH CEOA K HEOBITHIO:
ITBITAFOCH TTPEABKYCHUTD 9TO OIMMYITICHUE, TOHATH €TO.
Kakoro 310 — He CTATh YEM-TO U HE OCTATHCA IIPEKHUM;
HIYEro HE IOMHUTDH, HUYETO HE OIIYITATh U AQKE HE
ITBITATHCSA OTIYITATH; HEe OBITh OOABITIE HUKOTAQ, KAK 9TO
OBIAO KOTAA-TO AO POKACHHA — TAK OATHOKO, 9YTO AQKE
caM ceOe HE COCTABUIID KOMIAHUIO; TIEPEKUTEH
ATTOKAAMIICHC, BEAb HE TOABKO MEHSA HE CTAHET, HO U
BCETO MUpPA TOXKeE. VIAM Ke 9TO — BAUTHCA B
OECCO3HATEABHYIO OOIITHOCTH AVIIL, BEPHYTHCA K bory man
cyOcTaHTINU (KAK XOTHUTE), CKHHYTH C CEO
MAaTEPHUAABHOCTD; BEPHYTHCA K IIEHTPY OTPOMHOTIO
TAOOYCa M3 MEPETEKAFOIIUX KATIEAD, TIAOTHO C/KATBIX
MEKAY COOOM. Bce 3T HEOPUTHHAABHBIE MBICAH,
IIEPEUNTAHHBIE U3 PA3HBIX KHUT, MOsI (DAHTA3UA U BEPA,
KaK AABITMHUCTCKHN KPIOK, AOBKO HCIIOAB3VIOT AQAOHI
VAEPKATHCA OT MAACHUS.

Peup 3akO0HYEHA, BCE TOTOBO, ¥ OTEIT HEOXOTHO M YCTAAO
IIOAXOAUT K PBIYATY, YTO PACIIOAOKEH B IIAPE METPOB
CAE€BA OT MEHs, HO 1 HA HA CEKYHAY HE OCTAHABAUBAIO



CBOTO TIOIIBITKY TPEABKYCHUTHh HEOBITHE, I HE MOTY IPUHTH K
BBIBOAY — 9TO HAYMHAET CBOAUTH C yMa. HecMoTpsa HA 9TO,
ATOOOBB K MHPY B MBICAB O TOM, 9TO fl PA3AAPIO CEOs, TPEFOT
MeHA. OH TAHET 32 PBIYAT — IPOBAAUBAECTCA ITOA. Bce BOKPYT B
MAWTCSA MHE OYATO U3-TIOA BOABI: BUAHBI BOAHUCTBIE CHAYITHI U
KPACKHU (B OCHOBHOM CHHE-CEPHIEC U 3€AE€HBIE), HO HET YETKOCTHU
AKe 32 METP OT MeHSA. Sl He oIyIaro Hu OOAH, HU YAYIIICHUA,
HU ALKE AACHUA. /1 TOABKO 9yBCTBYIO, KaK U3 MEHS BBEPX
IIOTUXOHBKY BBITEKAET BO3AYX B MOM HOCKH ACACHEROT. Ho 4
BEAD BCE €Ille He CMOT IIPUMEPUTD HA CEOA CMEPTh HU HA
MTHOBEHHE: KAKABII PA3 9TO KHIYIETO» PACTBOPAETCA TTOA MOUM
B30OPOM U BHYTPH MOETO B30pa. Bpems Teyer Bce MEAAEHHEE, 24
MOSA TTAHUKA ¥ OTYASHHE PACTYT BCE OBICTPEE. DTHU OIIYITICHUSA
OVATO B TyMaHE: OHH HE BPE3AFOTCA B AVIITY CBOEH PE3KOCTBIO U
’KECTOKOCTBIO, 4 CKOPEE HEKHO TAAAAT ee. KoM B ropae
BBIPACTAET, IPUYUHSAA TOPBKOBATYIO OOAB, U TEIIEPDh HE AACT
BO3AYXY BBITE€YD. MoO€ OTYAAHIE BBIPACTAET AO TOTO, IYTO MHE
XOYETCA TUXOHBKO 3AITAAKATH, HO KAK TOABKO 3TOT MOMEHT
HACTAET, 1 BRIOPACHIBAIO BCE T€ MAEH, C IIOMOIIBIO KOTOPHIX f
IIBITAACS TIOHATH CMEPTh, A B HUX HE BEPIO, AA H B CMEPTH ViKE
HE XO4YeTCAd BepUTh. KoM 1cyes, HO A HE yMep.

71 MPOCHIITArOCh B IPASHOM, TECHOU U IIOYEPHEBIIIEN OT CAKU
koMHAaTe. (VJHA MHE COBEPIIIEHHO HE 3HAKOMA. 4] IIPOXOXKY B
TAKYIO 7K€ BAHHVIO, IIOAXOKY K PAKOBHUHE, I U3 MOEIO PTA
BBIAMBACTCH YEPHAA KUAKOCTh BMECTE C MHOTOHOXKAMU
IIAYKAMH, A HE YYBCTBYIO HU KAIIAW OTBPAILIEHUA. /1 CMOTPIO B
3EPKAAO: 1 HEMHOTO PAa304YaPOBAH, HO MHE TEIIAO OT TOTO, YTO
OCTAACH.

L.



Before a dream with a more or less precise plot and habitual
images that we know from real life, the abundance of abstract
visions flashes betfore the eyes, tuning you to the forthcoming
dream. That day these pictures and textures were not
particularly colorful, but their softness and temperance left

a feeling of love and kindness in the soul. This sediment
reminded me a little of the feeling I felt as a child when I
woke up 1n my parents' bed — I wanted the best for the

close ones; I was ready to gift myselt away completely to
them, just like that, simply for no reason. However, the
feeling was as it in a fog: not clear and a bit sad.

It 1s cloudy and damp autumn outside. Day. One cannot see
anything in four-five meters distance. I slowly walk up some
curved wooden steps up the similar curved wooden pedestal.

[ know where I am headed: there 1s a noose above the pedestal.

Like an elder brother that gives his favorite toy to the younger
brother out of love, I voluntarily put my head in the ring: I’ve
already played enough, so it seems like the right thing to do.
Death will gift me away. Besides, an unovercomable anguish,
longing for something incomprehensible, has been growing
louder and louder since the abstract introduction, and now
she’s dragoing and throwing me from side to side. That kind
of anguish forces one to do the stupidest, illogical, even anti-
rational, but kind actions. The challenge to nothingness
seemed like such an action.

And still, I have a lump in my throat; it already bites into my
windpipe, tightened by the rope uncomfortably. My hands
aren’t tied, though. Sad but understanding parents of mine

read the verdict in front of a pedestal; as if 1 had been
judged by someone — nonsense. Meanwhile, I am
desperately trying to prepare myselt for non-existence, t
rying to anticipate the feeling of it, to understand 1t. What
1s 1t like not to become something and not to remain the
same; not to remember, not to feel or even to try to feel
anything; not to be forever, as it was before birth - so
lonely that not even myselt will keep me company; to go
through the apocalypse, because not only will I be gone,
but the whole world as well. Or 1t is to integrate into the
unconscious unity ot souls, return to God or substance
(as you wish), throw oft the materiality, blend in the center
of a huge globe consisting of the tlowing droplets, tightly
compressed among themselves. All of these non-original
book ideas are cleverly used by my fantasy and faith as a
mountaineering hook to keep me from falling.

The verdict 1s read; everything s ready. My father reluctantly
and wearily comes towards the lever, which is a few meters
to my left. I am not stopping for a second my attempt to
anticipate nothingness, but I cannot come to a concluston —
it 1s starting to drtve me crazy. Despite that, the love and the
idea that I'm gifting myselt away are keeping me warm. He’s
pulling the lever — the floor of the pedestal collapses. Now
everything seems to me like from under the water: there are
wavy stlhouettes and paints (mostly blue-grey and green),
but no clarity even within a meter of me. I feel no pain, no
strangulation, not even a fall. T only feel the air coming out
of me upwards and my toes freezing, But I have not yet
been able to fit into death for a single moment: every time



that «nothingy» dissolves under my glance and instde my glance.

Time ts moving slower and slower, and my panic and despair

are growing faster and faster. These feelings are hazy: they don’t

cut the soul with harshness and cruelty; they rather gently stroke

it. The lump expands in my throat, causing bitter pain, and now 1t’s
keeping the atr from flowing out. My despair grows to the point when
[ want to quietly cry, but as soon as that moment comes, I drop all the
ideas with which I've been trying to understand death, I don’t believe

in them anymore, and I don’t want to believe in death either. The lump
disappears, but I'm not dead.

I wake up 1n a dirty, cramped, blackened by soot room. I'm not familiar
with it at all. I go into a similar bathroom, I approach the sink, and black
liquid spills out of my mouth along with millipedes and spiders. I don’t

feel a drop of disgust. I look in the mirror, I'm a little disappointed, but
I’m warm that I stayed.

G.
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Dritter Traum

Les dalles de pierres sont froides sous mes pieds nus. Je
marche le long de ce trotto1r sur le boulevard désert. Les
lampadaires sont allumeés et le ciel est curieusement tinté de
la lueur dorée qut s'en échappe. Mon attention se focalise
sur la jonction entre le sol et les facades des battments

que je rencontre. Ma tete légerement inclinée, sur un axe
fixe, regarde evoluer la ligne formée par cet angle droit.
Ininterrompue, la ligne file a la vitesse de mes pas, quand
soudain une ouverture vient perturber sa régularite.
['ouverture ressemble a un soupirail que 'on aurait modifié
pour permettre l'arrivage de marchandises vers un sous-sol
servant de reserve. Une trappe amovible empiétait sur les
paves pour latsser apparaitre une descente d'escaliers
amovibles en bois. Une faible lumiere en éclaire la descente

et e me laisse guider, m'engouffrant dans cet espace souterrain.

Le bots de I'escalier se transforme en marches taillées a méme
le rocher sur lequel repose Is fondations de I'édifice. Je sens
que l'atr devient humide et que de la vapeur remonte de la
profondeur du tunnel. ['apercois finalement le bout de la
cavité qui semble évoluer vers une vaste ptece faitblement
eclairée de bleu. Le sol est maintenant plat et je marche sur
des mosaiques d'un outremer monochrome. Une fine
pellicule d'eau s'étend sur le sol et lave mes pieds poudrés de
la poussiere du sentter de pierre. J'avance dans la brume qui
s'épatssit pas a pas. Je m'arrete. L'endroit semble clot. J'en

tmagine une configuration circulaire. Ma position se situe en son

centre. Tout autour de mot se trouvent des clotsons
carrelées de blanc. J'entends de I'eau couler, le bruit semble
provenir d une douche laissée ouverte. Je me dirige vers sa
source mats le son semble changer de direction,
inattetgnable. Dans une lassitude tranquille, je quitte la piece
de brume et me dirige lentement vers la sortie. L'humidité
de mes pteds transforme la poussiere du retour en une boue
orise que | essule maintenant sur les pavés fraichement
lavés par la rosée, pendant que le soletl montre les premiers
signes de sa présence. | essayerai en vain de retrouver cette
breche dans la ligne du sol, mais l'endroit semblait ne

jamais avoir existé. Tout ceci n'était donc que I'llusion

d'un reve.

V.



The stone slabs are cold under my bare feet. I walk
along this sidewalk on a deserted boulevard. The
streetlights are lit and the sky 1s curiously tinged with
the golden glow that emanates from them. My attention
1s focused on the junction between the ground and the t
acades of the buildings I encounter. My head 1s slightly
tilted, on a fixed axis, watching the line formed by this
right angle evolve. Uninterrupted, the line runs at the
speed of my steps, when suddenly an opening disrupts
its regularity. The opening resembles a cellar window that
has been moditied to allow the arrival of goods to a
basement used as a storeroom. A removable trap door
encroached on the paving stones to reveal a removable
wooden statrcase. A dim light illuminated the descent and
I let myselt be gutded, rushing into this underground
space. T'he wood of the statrcase 1s transformed into
steps carved out of the rock on which the foundations of
the building rest. I feel the air becoming humid and steam
rises from the depth ot the tunnel. I can see the end of
the cavity, which seems to be moving towards a large
room dimly lit 1n blue. The tloor 1s now flat and I walk
on mosaics of monochrome ultramarine. A thin film of
water spreads over the tloor and washes my feet, dusty from
the stone path. I advance in the mist that thickens step by
step. I stop. The place seems closed. I imagine a circular
configuration. My posttion 1s in the centre. All around me
are white tiled walls. I hear water running, the sound seems
to come from a shower left on. I move towards its source
but the sound seems to change direction, unreachable. In

calm fatigue, I leave the misty room and slowly make my way
out. The dampness of my feet turns the dust of the return
journey into a grey mud which I now wipe off on the dew-
washed cobbles, while the sun shows the first signs of its
presence. I will try in vain to find that gap in the ground line,
but the place seems to have never existed. So all this was only
the illusion of a dream.

V.






Vierter Traum

This 1s the dream where you are not you
and I am not me,

but we are running through my old school
and trying to get to the bushes.

Behind the bushes, we break all the rules,

oet caught 1n a crowd on the way back,
and I have to tell my Honours advisor that
I didn't show up because it's parents night

and I had a chalkboard to paint.

She makes me finish the worksheet 1n French,

while the others cry, twenty year olds in the prison-like yard
of Jeanne Sauve public school (this 1s another dream),

and they do not stop until the worksheet becomes a painting
and we work together to tind the animals

hidden 1in the underbrush.

Hy.






Funftter Traum

Ich bin 1im Goethe-Institut Montreal, wo 1ch friher ein paar
Stunden die Woche an der Rezeption gearbeitet habe, aber jetzt
bin tch zurtick. Ich bin durch eine Klappe an der Seite des
Gebaudes hereingekommen. Die Klappe hat etnen Innenraum,
der ausstieht wie Ausginge aus Raumstationen ins Weltall.

[ch weil3, dass ich zu spit zur Arbeit gekommen bin. Ich schaue
mich um. Die anderen l.euten 1m Foyer, manche sind Kollegen
am Institut, scheinen auft etwas zu warten, aber niemand
kommentiert meine spite Ankunft, denn die I.eute haben mich
oar nicht bemerkt. Ich stehe im Foyer und bin nicht sicher, ob
ich zur Rezeption, meinem ublichen Arbeitsort, gehen soll, oder
nicht. Ich hore von den anderen, dass wir auf ein paar lLeute
warten. Nach etner Wetle gehe ich nach vorne zur Rezeption,
um nun endlich meine Arbett anzutangen. Dann sehe 1ch, dass
schon jemand an der Rezeption 1st, die Person muss also seit
metner Ankunft an der Rezeption gewesen sein. Ich denke
erleichtert, dass mein Zuspatkommen also gar nicht schiimm
war.

Danach betinde ich mich wieder aut der Stral3e, an der Klappe,
die ins Institut fihrt. Erst jetzt tallt mir aut, dass die Stral5e an
dieser Sette so aussieht wie eine Stralie in Quebec City, sehr eng
mit vielen I.aden aut der linken Seite. Ich weil3, dass auch andere
[eute diese Klappe benutzen, obwohl ste eigentlich den
Haupteingang vorne benutzen sollten.

H.

I'm at the Goethe-Institut Montreal, where I used to work as a
receptionist a few hours a week, and now I'm back. I came in through a

hatch on the side of the building. Its interior looks like that of a hatch

leading from a space station into outer space.

[ know I'm late for work. I look around. 'The other people in the foyer,
some of them my colleagues at the Institute, seem to be waiting tor
something, but no one comments on my late arrival, because people
haven't noticed me at all. I stand in the foyer, not sure whether I should
oo to the reception, where I usually work, or not. I hear from the others
that we are waiting for some people. After a while, I go to the tront
desk to finally start my work. Then I see that there 1s already someone
at the reception. That person must have been there since I arrived.

I think with relief that my being late wasn't bad at all.

Then, T tind myselt back outside on the street, at the hatch that leads
into the institute. Only now do I notice that the street on this side looks
like a street in Quebec City, very narrow with many shops on the left.

I know that other people also use this hatch to get into the institute,
although they should actually use the main entrance 1n tront.

IH.






Sechster Traum

— I once dreamed, she shared the room beside me
And woke up to music, playing as she prays

Spoke to her mother, their voices loud and buried

Like travellers on the roadside keeping themselves sate.

We tound each other's stories etched on the table, a picture of ourselves
when we belonged to,

all ot those well intentioned stares into each other's eyes

Moments | had thought were only mine

Pour trom my soul to yours.

IFind me waiting for love
That only comes 1n rain and conversation,
With all of those honest taces I have dreamed of

(S
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Siebter Traum

I had this dream when I was around seven. I am staring off into some nondescript barren desert in the South
West, there 1s no sign of plant or antmal life in sight, only a set of pink hued mountains in the background.

An apparition of sorts appears far in the distance. The figure of an older man, with burnt skin in traditional
Nattve American dress, who emanates safety and warmth even tfrom the long stretch ot distance between us.

I could feel the effect of his smile and the clarity of his mind tlowing around me. He seemed to want me to
come towards him, although made no outward gestures confirming this. It felt like the desert we were in
functioned on the plane of pure instinct and magnetism. I turned away from the man and looked behind me,

to the spectacle of my childhood home springing out ot the desert tloor, standing stark and awkwardly in the
middle of the vastness of the plains,removed from its civilizational context, the hot desert sun beating down

on the window panels which revealed slivers of my dining room table cushioned between strips of yellow brick.
All ot a sudden an airborne pack of rambunctious and eerily joytul cowboys descended out of the sky,
galloping down the clouds and on to the earth like the Wild Hunt of Odin. They galloped in and out of the
windows on horseback, looting, ransaking, stirring energy-glass shattering in their wake as shards and shards

of crystals clouded my viston leaving me disortiented for what felt like a moment 1n time. My body was rooted
in the earth, I couldn’t move a muscle, I was only meant to observe not intertere, I was powerless only meant

to bear witness to this act of high spirited violation of what at the time represented the center of my life and
yet the source of fear. I attempted to move my body back towards the old man, but when I turned my head
towards him, my body was still stuck in its place. He lay tlat on the ground, under a current of water whose
source was materializing out of nowhere. I knew from miles away that he was dead. I remember feeling this
deep well of emptiness, looking out towards the plains as the unsettling scene behind me became muted,
incomprehensible, muttled, and folded into space and ttme. A mere distraction, fixation on the past, what once
was, a briet indulgence in the destruction of sentiment lost my chance for redemption, maybe truth or knowing,
which soared with his soul up towards the motherlands. I stood there staring at him for what felt like an eternity,
trying to find the source of the water, feeling the sting of death beating down from the bright, blue motionless sky.

M.
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beautitul people have beautitul dreams

Living 1s not just a matter of breathing or having functional bodily organs. To be dualistic for a moment, there 1s the life of
the body, neatly defined by the biologist, but there 1s also the life of the soul. Ot course, the former 1s undoubtably cardinal
for the existence of the latter - metaphysics aside. However, since the soul, and everything relating to it, 1s inherently mystical
and ‘subterranean’, we only notice it when it elects to resurface in extreme situations; either positive or negattve, albeit the
distinction 1s not always clear. In other words, while it 1s relattvely easy to monitor our corporeal life, the one of the soul 1s
altogether opaquer and more arcane. Last year, probably like a number of other people, I felt that life of the soul, or rather
its wellbeing, slipping away. In the beginning I felt sad, unmotivated, and generally downcast without any particular reason.
I'd telt like that before, as I am sure everyone has, but as ttme went on, I started to get the impression that this time was
different. In trying to understand why I felt the way I did in order to deal with the problem, I discovered something that

was radically different about this experience. At some point I stopped dreaming. Dreaming not in the sense of a Morphean
subconscious expertence, but in the sense of yearning and excited anticipation. I'd felt down in the past but I was always
dreaming and looking forward to all the possibilities of the future. This debilitated me. In my worst moment, it took away
the only thing that kept me going; my drive and my fuel. My hope. Naturally I realised that this pandemic 1s going to end at
some point but just anticipating a temporally unspecified future event, no matter how certain, did not give me the mottvation
needed to be happy and inspired. I shall not get into the fine details of what led me to this sttuation as that would probably
take too long and more importantly, because the process of figuring it out is not yet complete. The important point, howevet,
1s that I did start dreaming again. Going back to a semblance of what the world used to be like, this September, after a nearly
18-month long ‘purgatory’, I started yearning for what the future might bring again. All the endless possibilities, that for so
long used to seem so finite and remote, suddenly started appearing on the horizon again. ILast year I might have been
breathing but I was most definitely not tully altve and what 1s seemingly a part of the unreal and the imagination — dreaming
—was the key to bringing me back to a very liveable and enjoyable reality:

Mx.
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day dreams

— for me 1t’s quite hard to have dreams. once you try to imagine a tuture in which you would like to see
yourselt all you see 1s your dreams being crushed by the scartest of nightmares: reality. I would

love to dream like MILKK. hope tor a future that one will one day come true...but 1t’s hard to be

optimistic and not wonder how things are going to become one day even grimmer, especially when

you know what climate change 1s going to cause and 1s already causing and how little 1s being done to

work against it. but, when I recall 1n what kind ot world MILK lived, 1s it not petty and weak for me

to be scared of what the future might bring? do I even have the right to be depressed when I myself

belong to those who are lucky and privileged enough to profit and live a life 1n luxury unimaginable

for many others. then there 1s also the self-fultilling prophecy. it we give up on our dreams or give up on even
having dreams haven’t we doomed ourselves by not even trying? aren’t we also then the problem or even the
very cause of our own nightmares? I think so.

so as hard as 1t 1s we can’t atford to stop dreaming in such cructal times.

now to my dream. my plan ts to one day be a restorative ocean farmer and work side by side with people, in
something like a commune, who want an alternattve to the hyper individualistic way that capitalism otfers and
even demands. I would love to be 1n the ocean working to feed myselt and those who I love and cherish and
knowing that by my actions I help not only the ones that I love but also help to restore the oceans and work
against climate change. I have a dream that one day I will, by caring for those who I love, will not be harming
but instead helping everyone else, even the ones who hate me and that the ones we cherish will not only follow
but improve our way of live and not make the same selfish mistakes.

Gl.
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Achter Traum

| looked down on the grass and saw my black brogues
facing towards me, being worn by someone else.






Neunter Traum

I was 1n her arms with my head laying on her chest so that I looked up past her jaw and her mouth to her eyes and she back
down. My whole sight was the landscape of her body, which held me and in which I had hidden myself.

I must have been in one of those wooden fire-lookout cabins with a small bed and the large windows which let in a soft warm

light (This I did not see but felt).

[ don’t know if it was the same girl or another but she was naked. She lay in what looked like a hotel room, spare with blinded
windows and a bed which spanned the tloor. An open laptop also lay on the bed but its screen was dark. I didn’t know what
to do with myself. She had her eyes closed, pleasing herself. She cried out in pleasure as it there were people standing outside
the room, listening.

Up in the wooded mountains I was driving to a party. I had a cartul ot kids with me whom I couldn’t see but I could hear
chatting behind me. I don’t remember much of a party only that it was populated by obscure characters—passing names and
faces of my school-days—with whom I now, strangely, telt completely comfortable.

It telt that we were all, well, skinnier, just lighter on our feet somehow. I could see them run across the room to each other in
the excitement of meeting. I remember now this one kid Freddy with his skater shoes (the wiry little skater that he was)
climbing over a chain-link fence.

There was a view of my empty street. The road made a wide but subtle arc. It was a view framed by oaks whose moving
softness took the place of the hard contour where the houses met the sky. As a car passed over it the road would stghhh.

An.
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/.ehnter Traum

—during which he 1s ottering a lecture on Czestaw Milosz; and 1, a
tellow translator, am sitting 1n. You know it too, he says to his students,
their dimpled, upturned taces like orchids after rain. It needs something,
he 1s saying, the taint odour ot music in the rhythm ot his sentences
calling to mind—LEven now, he 1s saying—a structure of propriety, ot
dignity—tor the cabinetry ot verse—ot a house or vault worthy ot
those who would have their lives 1n it.

K.






Elfter Traum

— t'm back at school. there’s a lively game of basketball being played. 'm
trying to help the game along, leaping to stop passes, though I am part
of no particular team. a triend of mine holds my hands in this
endeavour, tightly, his face red with emotion and understanding. I tind
myselt back at home. there are two Slavs who have come over for a
drink. I treat them well, and they tell me they are only visiting, my

family 1s to arrive any minute, and when they do, the Slavs leave quickly.

[ see my brother trom the back, walking into the garden, and I stand by
my sister at the threshold from where the kitchen leads outside.

one of my other sisters comes trom downstaitrs, underdressed, and

rushes back upstairs to change. I look around at what I know now to be

a wedding party, and though the many people I see I think are strangers,
I know they are my tamily.

A.






/wolfter Traum

FEEHOZOEFDOBEIZAA—TTHY. EBIECTHY. B 1% LT TENA GELTAADWEWE T ED
EC > TR, ZEZNE L THABOIES E-THRIE 1S BIICZFDADBENfEEEE>TOEDIFER
NBAESIZ/N—ICWNVTEZITA. FDOEZADbLICEY., GTWTEREZFOAMEATEWWFEGASNGEWEDAE
1) TG 5. RAICEIDDEDITHEY G T-HDHE MENICmEL THTET, BLEWLWR D TEX.
[cEH Y 1R E RS EZiRRTET<N%,
ELAXZELHE D GRLTEARGDITERTEWNTE H&. INSDFFEIC DN TITIFHIF I CEK o TGP
BLEBEENGEZDEERENTELSTEIT, —D DA T BRNS. —2DHGPh CEIA CRE ClFd, CHHDA
v H—&E L TOREER LTINS, ROMFICDODWTWKERN S TNTCT BEGL
DA —DEIRIL T A ICBEy> TR b 9 5. C1TlT 5139 D75 WIEPRIC, BEN T <TEZWIEPRICEN
5. CHBENTGZWEWTEWD, TOFME AL ICELS
FAEIZEDEBRICEHH LTINS, GEHAALGIREL CENTETLEDFIDZERBITNS, RICETEHL
TN, EEABMICHEEZERIE BT ABRICEL, & (5. IEO—8RIcZ>T.BaEL=BFICIoNTS

EHZNIEBANEDETANENS, ZDEEEREZZ DHDOH S, KThlDim> CH o = RTD =3
N4, o155, T LTETH DB 2 TCEZIY FITIES,

&b ENFRID D DT HM K

ADMRND, 12&E CRA CRITFEOCAH.TNDEBET
ZDBRICWD ImWUEICK T ZDANTEBEHIRNS, T ZICT
2D CAHDITERIELS TR CERA CHA T, Co. -4
CRGEWTEFDD DR, EoDEWNFIRICEE 750N,
}_L LO)’.)-Z;ETLODTLO

HWI 2 E—R&EB T ED IRZEEA CH. EHIH T D
MLV ETEVWEDZ, TcKEATKE AL COFRDED
PO TIREOCELEO2DHLB DD S, BEWCESEY DTS,



The currency 1s images, its memories, its thoughts. They
almost print out into a thin see through sheet once you think
them out. We’re at a bar and some ot us think, and the sheet
itself becomes a cover of the line. We recommend it to our
triends. We use it as an explanation of why we should drink
more, we use it as an explanation of how we should see the
world. Its different from the written word. I don’t know if i1ts
more personal, but it just expresses the thought directly onto
the thin sheet. The thin sheet also acts as a sticker. I think, 1t
hink that 1 printed a thin sheet onto a bottle of wine.

These thin sheets also, they allow things to move more freely.
People are ok with things. A man printing the sheet onto a plate,
and leaving 1t 1n the park. For some reason it allows the plate to
find its was back to the actual owner. Its... it supports what it 1s.

What else 1s there.

I see people, they reappear. I was drinking at one place betore
twelve and 1 came home. Or 1 took the train and came to another
statton. On my way home 1 see these people again. And its not
like they’re just standing there, they are partying again or they are
drinking again. But 1 also know that its not them, its rather their
thin sheets.that tloated through the wind.

There’s a girl 1n a white one-piece, folding cloths. Cloth that 1s
thicker than these sheets. Many many of them.

You can also see how these sheets interlock and interact

with each other. They thinly speak with each other.

Almost speaking to me, while 1 know the person is not
there. It 1sn’t like 1t 1s speaking some sort of hidden truth
that the person might have, its more like these sheets are
just trying to express holistically what the person tully
cannot, but is trying to. It is very nice.

Also if you follow these sheets 1t allows you to suddenly
return to the space that you started at. I drink at one place
and take the last train home. But I follow the sheet of
these people and I’'m back, I’'m just back. There’s no way
1 can get there without a train but I'm back. I'm back to a
place that I didn’t want to leave, but kind ot had to. Its
also that these sheets kind of like thin Washi sheets, 1f
you do really engage with them, fold the spaces in front
of you. Its in the nightttme I’'m walking by the road and
I’'m a part of these sheets and 1 see the road folding into
a triangle, and then then another edge, another piece £
olding into a three dimensional triangle. Then it all
connects to become a pyramid.

<.






Dreizehnter Traum

Seated across two rows in my High School’s auditorium, I waited for some sort ot production to
begin alongside my two older brothers and a smattering ot their friends. The auditortum’s cheap
velvet seats did little to absorb the yellowed lights, and so our conversation was stained by an abrasive
olow. In truth, neither my brothers nor myselt live close to our childhood home, and besides, should
the circumstances arise, we would do our best to avoid the local youth’s rendition of an Elgar s
ymphony—the beauty ot the piece or its poor rendition might threaten to trigger memoties of our
own. The party was divided along fraternal lines: each brother and his triends sat together, perhaps
owing to their slight difference in age. My eldest brother leaned close to tell me: “It 1s better tor your
dreams to be cushioned by sleep on either side. It 1s unpleasant and inopportune for the dream to
occur immediately after you have tallen asleep. It 1s possibly worse to dream too close to waking

(for example, nightmares and alarm clocks deliver you, without interruption, between dream and
reality). For the dreamer to tully process, and to spiritually comprehend the meaning of their dream,
it 1s best to cushion their dream by sleep on either of 1ts sides.”

.
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Vierzehnter Traum

/1 TIOMHI0, KaK IIPOCHYACH B CBOEH KBAPTHUPE.

Merns pa3OYAUA AETKHI XOAOA, UCXOAAITTHNHN 13

OTKPBITOI'O OKHA ¥ HAIIOMHUHAIOIIMUH O II0O3AHEU OCCHHU.
Toraa Memst cpasy yBAEKAO HEOO: OHO OBIAO COTKAHO M3
BCEX BO3MOKHBIX OPAHKEBBIX OTTCHKOB, KCM-TO TITIATEABHO
BBIOPAHHBIX 1 HAAOKCHHDBIX APYT HA ApyTa. B peaapnoCcTH
IIPOUCXOASITICTO S HE COMHECBAACS: OOPA3BI HC MCHSIAMCH, HE
yOEraAru OT MEHS, BCSl MCOEAD 1 TIPEAMETHI OCTABAAUCH HA
CBOUX MECTAX.

Moé BHUMaHMe K BEIllaM B KOMHATE CMEHUAOCH ACI'KUM
VCITYTOM, KOTAQ fI YCABIIITAA HE3HAKOMBIM TOAOC B KBAPTHPE.
/1 OTKPBIA ABEPD, TIPOITIEA 1O CAADOOCBEIIEHHOMY KOPHUAODPY,
U 3ABEPHYB B 3aA, YBUACA CMYTHBIU CUAYIT AEBYIIIKH, CUAAITICH
HA CTYAE 110 CEPEAUMHE KOMHATBHI U CMOTPAINEHU HA CTAPOE
30A0TOE AEPEBO 32 OKHOM. 7l BUACA €€ TOABKO CO CITMHBL: Y
HEE OBIAM PYCBIE BOAOCHI, OHA OBIAQ OAETA B OEAOE ITAATHE.
Ona Obiaa coBceM Kak AyHA. Hé XOoAOAHOE TIPUCYTCTBUE U
MEPTBAs TUIITUHA BOKPYTI BBOAUAU MEHSA B KYTKOE COCTOSHHUE.
COOpPaBMIUCH C CHAAMH, 5 HAYAA OOXOAUTD €€, U YeM OOABIIIC
OTKPBIBAACH TTIPOMUADL €€ AWTIA, TEM CUABHEE PACTATUBAAOCH
IIPOCTPAHCTBO KOMHATBHI U CZAKUMAAOCH B OAHY TOYKY, U TEM
OOADIIIC §I IIPOBAAUBAACH B OC3AHY.

/1 ottt IipocuyAcsa B cBoer komuarte. Ha ator pas ObiA0 Tax

TEMHO, YTO MOKHO OBIAO YBUAECTH AWUTITb METAAAWICCKUI OAECCK
ABEPHOU PYYKHU. lapacrarormas mannuka He AABaAd YCIIOKOUTCH.

S xoTeA BHIOPATHCH OTTYAQ, HO YTO-TO ACPIKAAO ABEPH C APYTOM
CTOPOHHI.

HauaAo poncxoAnTb HEYTO CTPAHHOE: Sl CTAA TTOCTOAHHO
IIPOBAAUBATHCA B TEMHOTY W IIPOCHIIATHCA B CBOCHU KBaApTHUPE. 34
OKHOM BCE MEHAAOCD: 1IOPOU A€Hb CMEHAACA HOYbBIO, 4 ACTO —
3UMOM. e 3HAIO CKOABKO Pa3 9TO IIPOUCXOAUAO, HO MOC CO3HAHUC
IIPOOYKAAAOCH: fl 3HAA, YTO BCE 3TO OAMH OOABIIION COH, Sl MOT
3APABO PACCYKAATH, MOT BCLIOMHUTH AIOOOM (DAKT U3 CBOEH KU3HMU.
Oryrmenne Toro, YTo COH IBITACTCA IIOAMEHATH MHE PEAABHOCTD,
BBOAMAO MEHS B y?KaC U HE AABAAO ITOKOf. sl 4yBCTBOBAA CEOA
3ATICPTBIM B CBOCM 7K€ ITOACO3HAHUU. MHE XOTEAOCH IIPOCHYTHCH,
IIOTOMY YTO fl HE 3HAA CKOABKO BPEMEHU 3ACCh ITPOBEA.

(CHABI TIOKHAAAW MEHS AO TEX ITOP, TTOKA 5l HE CMOT BCTATH C IIOCTEAH
HTO-TO ITOTYCTOPOHHEE PASAABUAO MECHS U HE AABAAO
IHOMIEBEAUTHCA. BCE, 9T0 1 MOT cAeAQTH — OE3HAAEKHO OPOCHUTD
IAYXOU XPUII B TAYXYIO TEMHOTY.

Koraa s mpoCHyACH 1TO-HACTOSAIIIEMY, ObIAA TTO3AHSS HOYD, i CHACA
1 AOAT'O IIBITAACH [IOHATDH, YTO BCE, YTO MEHSA OKPYKAET HE ABAACTCH
caHoM. Mot pasym OyATO ObI Pa3OMACH HA THICAYN CKOMKAHHBIX
YacTeu, KOTOPBIE TEIIEPh MEAAEHHO U OUYEHDb HEOXOTHO HAYAAU
IIPUATATUBATHCH APYT K APYTY. 2l BIIEPBBIC HAYAA 3AMEYATD, KAK
SACKTPUYCCKUN CBET YAUYHBIX (hOHAPEH PHUCYET HA MOUX CTCHAX
IIPSAMOYTOABHHUKHA PA3HOTO pa3Mepa U PA3HOU CTEIIEHU OEAOTO.

K Bcé B aTOM CBeTy, BCE OBIAO HA CBOMX MECTAX M BCE OBIAO TEIIEPD
ITO-HACTOSAITIEMY.

Kpome OAMHOKOH AYHBI 32 OKHOM, IIPEAATEABCKA PACTBOPAIOIIICUCS
B TYCKAOM CBETE.

T.



| remember waking up in my apartment.

I was awakened by a slight cold coming from an open window,
reminding me ot late autumn. 1 was immediately tascinated by
the sky: it was woven ot all possible shades ot orange, which
someone carefully chose and superimposed on each other. In
reality, I had no doubt that the images did not change, did not
run away from me; all the furniture and objects remained in

place.

My focus on things in the room was replaced by a mild scare
when | heard an untamiliar voice 1n the apartment. 1 opened
the door, | walked down a taint-light corridor, and as | turned
in the hall, T saw a vague silhouette of a girl sitting on a chair
in the middle of the room, looking at an old golden tree
outside the window. I only saw her trom behind: she had
blonde hair; she was wearing a white dress. She was just like
the moon. Her cold presence and the dead silence made me
teel terrified. So, when 1 got my strength up, I started to go
around her, and the more her tace protile was opened, the
more the space ot the room stretched and squeezed into
one spot, and the more I fell into the abyss.

I woke up 1n my room again. This titme 1t was so dark that
you could only see the metal glow ot the doorknob. The
mounting panic never let me rest. | wanted to get out of

there, but something held the door from the other side.

my consciousness was awakening: I knew i1t was all one big dream, [
could think straight, I could remember any fact of my lite.

The teeling ot a dream trying to replace my reality was territying, it
was haunting me. | telt trapped 1n my own subconscious. 1 wanted to
wake up because I didn’t know how long I'd been here.

The strength was ebbing tfrom me until I could get out ot bed.
Something otherworldly crushed me and kept me tfrom moving.

All T could do was to throw a hashed wheezing into the dark.

When I really woke up, it was late at night, I was sitting there, and 1
was trying to tigure out that everything around me wasn’t a dream.
My mind seemed to be broken into thousands of fragments that are
now being drawn slowly and very reluctantly to each other. For the
first time, I began to notice how the electric street lights painted
rectangles ot various sizes and degrees of white on my walls. And
everything in this light, everything was in its place, and everything

was real now.

Apart trom the lonely moon outside the window, treacherously

dissolved 1n dim light.

T.

Something strange began to happen: I began to constantly fall into

the dark and wake up 1n my apartment. Outside the window,

everything changed: sometimes day turned to night, and summer

turned to winter. I don’t know how many times this happened, but
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Das Unbewusste: a conversation
between a. and p.

Oct 2, 2021, 7:33 PM

p., I was wondering if you ever write down your
dreams?

hey a.

these days I only write down the ones that
leave an impression on me

but in the past I used to write almost all of
them down

ah, interesting
would you ever share any of theser

Oct 3, 2021, 8:01 AM
with you, or in general?

both, I guess

but, with me, for the time being
wouldn’t it be interesting to publish a dream book?

hm 1t would be interesting to publish maybe
someday, a long way away, but not right now

{’ll share with you a recent dream

[’'m at a shore of some sort. I make eye contact with
a black cat in the distance for 2a moment. Then, the
waves pick up in intensity and a man 1s struck by
several at once. His head falls otf and falls into the
water. Then I realize that his head will drown, since
it has no limbs to get itselt out ot the water. So 1
pick it up from the water, and the head takes a deep
breath.

Do you write down your dreams?

yes, occastonally I do

[’ve been talking with a friend about this and he and 1
are resolved to make a dream book



we’re thinking of asking 20 or 30 people to write
down dreams

triends, tamily

then we will edit it, make illustrations for every

dream (like jung’s red book), and put 1t out digitally

your input (and a dream) are most welcome

perhaps, when you have the time, we could have a

call

hmm 1 think that {’ll pass on contributing to the
dream book

but thanks ftor thinking ot me and reaching out
tfor this project

ah, hmm
too bad
may [ ask, out of mostly curiosity, not?

I find these things sort of hinge on the

conversations I have with others

well, frankly, I fear that they are quite revealing,
and yet I do not know what they reveal

perhaps I'd underestimated the resistance people
might have felt about giving their dreams
maybe they should be published anonymously

-

perhaps, but then again people might still be reticent,
because at the end ot the day somebody knows whose
dreams are whose

I would think that it 1s quite a private matter for a lot ot

people

7:47 PM

I'd like to think that that’s a good reason to do it
a dream 1s a message from the unconscious, nor
it’s personal and public simultaneously

Oct 4, 2021, 7:30 AM

depends on how you view the unconscious of course

and how do you view the unconscious?
does 1t forbid us from saying things’ — things maybe it

reveals to us...

[ view it as a mystery, but beyond that 1t 1s hard to say
does 1t reveal, or do I reveal to my myself via the event of
the dream? and 1s what 1s revealed always of a certain
naturer

what do you think?



and not strictly some latent meaning?

yeah interesting man. I, like you, will allow these
questions to remain open

ah, but we’ve avoided the pertinent question

to share a dream or not

it the meaning 1s possibly entangled with
interpretation

how can one avoid interpreting the resistance to
share a dream

it 1s like a resistance to interpret

which thereby joins some part of the meaning or
the meaning-accessibility of the dream

yes, of course the resistance, or rather my resistance
is interpretable, just as the lack of resistance 1s as
well. And the resistance or lack thereot says
something about the dreamer

But I do not think that whether or not to share a
dream adheres to a principle, rather I think it 1s
quite circumstantial

can the dream and the resistance to sharing the
dream both be circumstantial ?
t1sn’t it only possible for one to be but not the other

-

if a dream 1s circumstantial, I refuse it, willingly

and 1f my resistance 1s circumstantial, the dream retains its
meaning in secret from me

but if both are circumstantial, neither are, because there 1s
no counter, nothing meaningtul

and it neither are circumstantial, then there 1s no way ot |

ocating myselt or the dream any longer

[ am simply lost 1n 1t

in other words, my mottvations and the motivations of the
dream are not intersectional

what do you mean by retusing the dream?

refuse 1t as meaningless

ah

well to be honest 'm not sure what you’re getting at
maybe you could clarity a bit more?

im questioning whether the dream 1s on our side

my fear at sharing my dream may have to do with my
circumstances

but this 1s not the meaning of the dream

in fact, 1t’s a tension between me and the dream

yes



and the interpretation actually tries to draw this
tension out

yes as well

my question s whether or not this tension 1s
resolved by ‘uncovering’ the meaning inherent in
the dream or by fabricating a meaning into the
dream oneself that one finds satistying

whether or not the first 1s really always the second

the tension 1s somehow where we actually are
caught between the pleasure ot interpretation
and the pure reading ot the dream

as 1t strikes me

the point 1s to uncover the way one ts thinking
and as such expose to the position ot interpreting
the dream 1n order to draw one closer to how one
makes meaning 1n one’s own life

ltving 1t up to the dream means understanding it
insofar as understanding how I create meaning is
the same as understanding the dream itselt

it all seems to hang on meaning

but 1t 1s never solely about my self-narrativization
not the dream as a repository ot hidden meaning
after a certain point, doesn’t the circumstantiality
of my selt-narrating run up against the void of the
dream-meaning

-

two radically arbitrary positions

whose subject 1s the tension between them

like, somehow, the way I talk about my dreams approaches t
and this 1s kind of traumatizing

because it 1sn’t grounded

so | selt-narrate 1n order to avoid tacing the dream work
cover up the elementary working out of my meaning my
unconscious does without me

so | self-narrate to combat the existence of my
UNCcoNsScious

true interpretation would be a release to the dream work
somehow

or to the existence of the unconscious

ts this true interpretation possible? That 1s the question,
perhaps the question that 1s the expression ot this tension
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[ think the point 1s that the interpretation doesn’t need to
be true to succeed. Success here means acttvating some
part of the awareness between the dreamer and the
unconsctous; but, this consists 1n pointing to a link “over
there” and never fully showing it. The symptom, of which
the dream can be a part, s the “over here” of the “over
there.” We get something which tells us we have an
unconsctous, and a good interpretation allows an



an awareness of the unconscious to untold. If it

is too specttic, then the unconscious is disclosed
only tetishistically. The actual detail of a dream 1s
irrelevant, because the process ot interpretation 1s
one of “moving through meaning” to get at the hard
kernel ot the unconscious, which, by the end, you
can never actually ever see. You get an object, which
stands 1n for the final horrible interaction with the
unconscious and this object you reconcile yourself
too 1n 1ts mystery. Something like Rilke’s Thing. 1
think meaning 1s closer to this mystery ot how all
the meaning of the object 1s staged to ensure our
relationship with the unconscious survives and
doesn’t collapse in our interaction with the horrible.

“Dreams are

MEeSSaAgeS
from the

deep”









