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I dream about being born, and about being born at my present age, and about the 

possibility that death is another birth, and that we are living in an after-death 

state, having been born through death. I witness myself being born and acquiring 

adult consciousness and form and I wonder what has happened to the intervening 

years. 



The doors of my house are open. There's a downward slope at the bottom of the 

back garden, which leads to open countryside.  Some sheep come through the 

back door and take up residence in the front room. A man appears, preceded by 

a large dog. At first, I think the dog is a greyhound but it proves to be a Great 

Dane. I retreat to the stairs and watch the dog pass through the house. It pays no 

attention to the sheep. I assume the man will pass through in similar fashion but 

he doesn’t. 



I'm preparing to return home from Scarborough. I'm looking for Irish 

newspapers in a cliff top stall, which is impossible to get around because it's so 

cramped. I ask the proprietors what papers they have but they don't reply. I 

come to a large shop. You have to say what you've come for before you're 

allowed in. I say I'm interested in the free jazz collection. I notice a selection of 

free jazz experiments by Boredoms on micro cassette; they're marketed as draft 

works – a new means of expression and a retro-format aimed primarily at the 

Chinese market. I see a small display of Process and NOS artefacts. Signs point 

to other sections of the emporium; they lead you through tunnels to a different 

but connected building. The second and third floors of the connected building 

are given over to music. The fourth and top floor is devoted to Christian goods, 

mainly pamphlets. 



I dream about the significance of the location of Tiphareth and 

the relationship between the sun and the earth. I ask for cigarette 

papers in an occult bookshop and nick-nack emporium, which 

contains a human/mechanical representation of Neville 

Chamberlain. 



I return a second-hand suit to the Atlantis Bookshop. I say, 'I know you're not a 

dress hire company but...'. I bought the suit for £7. I receive £9 when I sell it 

back. It resembles a dark blue version of the black suit I have in my wardrobe. 

 

I access a large collection of rare TOPY memorabilia (including intricate 

necklaces, tour merchandise and handwritten letters from Genesis Breyer P-

Orridge), which has been sent by G P-O to a single correspondent. 



I visit an O.T.O compound, a large grey painted villa joined to smaller grey 

painted houses, but I can't remember where it is – it could be in Weymouth, or an 

unremarkable suburb of London. There is a metal plaque near the front door, 

which doesn't mention the O.T.O but makes reference to a 'Temple'.  

 

I'm fascinated by the stone carvings in the porch of a former TOPY house in 

London. They're carved directly into the original fittings of the house. There's a 

small globe, two representations of Mercury in vast mountainous landscapes and a 

frieze depicting a vast array of gods (in a kind of alcove opposite the images of 

Mercury and the globe). To my left, there's a small collection of books and other 

objects displayed on stone cut shelves. A young woman seems amused by my 

fascination. She emanates power and charisma. She salutes me as she goes upstairs, 

which rise just behind the carvings of Mercury. 



Between sleep and waking, I see a series of images, including 

amorphous blue shapes, which resolve themselves into pseudo-

landscapes, and frightening brown eyes looking directly into mine from 

a few inches away. Beyond the gateway of fear lie images that are more 

pleasant. Does this experience herald a transformation of being, or is it 

a rehearsal of death? 

 

I experience the interior vision of the sepulchral altar in the dark early 

hours of the morning. 



I'm in a tomb, discussing something with a companion, when I come to the 

shocking realisation that I no longer have a body. 

 

I come across an extensive definition and description of ING, which explains the 

significance of the god, in ancient times and now, but I can't remember a word of it 

after waking. 

 

I engage in dream dialogue, consisting of a forgotten series of questions and 

answers that lead to the conclusion TRANSFORMATIVE INTELLIGENCE. 



I find a discarded children's brooch depicting Jesus Christ, which dates from the 

mid-1950s, and is pinned to a strip of cloth.  

 

I dream that the name I was 'mystically Christened' with relates to the 

interpretation of Jesus's rebuke of Peter – namely that Christ exists and that he 

was right to rebuke his wavering disciple (the rock that trembled). My mystical 

name begins with the letters EJOS and the rebuke signifies criticism of the 

established earthly churches. 


