
BOOK NIGHT
"SUCH STUFF AS DREAMS ARE MADE ON"

AS THAT PARTY of "lusty gentlemen," onn that fateful night in Verona, was about to set
forth upon what proved to some of its members to
be the great adventure of their lives, and fraught
with melancholy and tragic consequences, Romeo
remarked, " I dreamt a dream tonight;" to which
Mercutio responded" And so did 1." "Well,"
Romeo asked, "what was yours?" "That dream­
ers often lie." "In bed asleep," added Romeo,
"where they do dream things true." I am in­
terested not so much in Mercutio's description of
" Queen Mab " which followed, as in the conclusion
indicated - that when this atomic instigator of
dream touches the relaxed chords, each instrument
gives out harmonies (or discords) after its own
waking nature: thus,

"Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of
love;

O'er courtiers' knees, that dream on curtsies
straight;
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O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees:
O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream;

Tickling a parson's nose that lies asleep,
Then dreams he of another benefice;
Sometimes she driveth o'er a soldier's neck,
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats"

etc., etc.

until Romeo cries, " Peace, peace, Mercutio, peacel
Thou talkest of nothing." "True," answered
Mercutio, " I talk of dreams; which are the children
of an idle brain -."

I shall not argue as to the relative fertility of the
dream soil in a static or a dynamic brain field, but I
fain would note that there is complete correspond­
ence between the subject matter of the dreams I am
about to record and my own waking thoughts and
activities.

As to Mercutio's remark "that dreamers often

lie" - well, dreamers, especially waking dreamers,
often are possessed of imagination; but neither this
element nor that of conscious embroidery attaches
to what I am about to set down; that is, to the dream
portion which, in both cases, presented itself vividly
to my sleeping vision and remains vivid in my wak­
ing memory. The experience would seem to answer
affirmatively the question as to whether or no dreams
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are ever coherent and, even, as to whether real
" jokes" are perpetrated in dreams. In the first
instance cited I was conscious that I was indulging
in a " pleasantry," and in the dream I laughed in
hearty enjoyment. In the second instance I am not
so certain that I was conscious of making a pun, but
I felt a glow of satisfaction in having said some­
thing" pat." However, not until after I had ana­
lyzed my dream and had identified the complexes,
did I appreciate how altogether pat the answer was.
Without further prelude, then, let me establish a
background against which to sketch the outline of
my earlier dream.

I was, once upon a time, superintending the con­
struction of two summer cottages designed by my
firm for clients in a North Shore suburb. The struc­
tures were underpinned with cedar posts which were
set in holes dug in the ground. To insure drainage
the bottom of each hole was filled with small field
stones worn smooth and rounded by the elements.

I spent the week-end now and again with friends
living in the suburb, and had gone with them upon
occasion to the service in the Presbyterian Church,
presided over by a plump, intense little Dominie
who had a habit of screwing his face to his notes
upon the desk, while at intervals he viewed his con­
gregation through squint eyes, peering over the
upper rim of his spectacles. His expression of coun-
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