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BY Frances Button | EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

Dreams

    Welcome, June!

    This month is the month of dreams. We all have them, whether it be to promoted at work, 
publish a book, steal a kiss from the good looking guy on the Tube one day, or simply to have 
pizza for dinner.

    At night, when we sleep, our minds show us a different world, full of possibilities and 
impossibilities, powers and abilities we could never have in real life. 

Dreams are what keep us alive. They’re the promise of a better tomorrow, the invention of the 
future, the life-long goal one works hard to achieve.

My dream is to travel the world. I have a map in my home office, stuck so full of pins it looks like 
a particularly loathed voodoo doll. I have an ever-growing pot of spare change that will one day 
buy me a ticket to my first stop: Japan. 

K’s dream is to be published, and she’s making steps towards that finish line. Long-term patience 
is something she’s strangely skilled at, and this is a goal she’s been working towards since she 
could hold a pen.

Matt’s dream is two-fold: to act on stage and own a house. He’s already living part of his dream; 
he takes part in three different community shows and isn’t laughed off stage.

You have a dream too. We may have just mentioned it, or something similar. Some dreams are 
different, some are strange, some are so common that many don’t see them for what they are. 
Dreams are hope, and daring, and determination. With a lot of a will and a little luck, most can 
come true.

In these pages, our June authors explore the idea of dreams; letting their well-spun words tell us 
what the word means to them. Happy reading and, of course...

Happy dreaming!

Editor’s note: This is our penultimate monthly issue! After our next publication, Opening Line will 
be taking submissions quarterly.
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Making Dreams a Reality
Practical Writing Progress

BY K.F. Goodacre | Feature Writer

   We all have the dream. To be published, to be read, to 
be recognised as the writer we’ve always wanted to be. 
There’s just one problem.

   Where did all the time go?

   Many of us have day jobs and write as a hobby, but 
busy lifestyles often mean that our fictional worlds 
fall by the wayside. It’s a Catch 22: we have to earn 
money to support our writing habit, but we’re too 
busy working to write. And, if we don’t write, how 
will we ever get our book published?

Balancing writing and life doesn’t have to be a complete 
nightmare. Listen up, fellow fictionalists: I have a 
solution. 

Actually, I have several.

I have a very busy life and, as such, I work better with 
structure. I have a weekly, immovable writing session 
on Tuesday evenings, even that doesn’t get me too far. 
I was starting to struggle. My weeks were so full, I felt 
guilty about spending hours in my room writing, when 
I had so many other things to do. I was tired, I was 
grumpy, and neither of those states are particularly 
conducive to writing good fiction.

Feeling low and a bit useless, I did what I do a worryingly 
frequent amount - I turned to Terry Pratchett for 
advice.

“For more than three years I wrote more than 400 words 
every day. I mean, every calendar day. If, in those pre-
portable days, I couldn’t get to a keyboard, I wrote hard 
the previous night and caught up the following day, and 
if it ever seemed that it was easy to do the average I upped 
the average.” – Terry Pratchett

So that’s what I did. 

I currently write children’s fiction, coming in at about 
60k worth of words. With 400 words a day, a 60,000 
word novel could be complete in first draft by early 
November. That’s not counting the days when I feel 
like writing more than 400 words a day. 

I’ve been rocking this solution for about a month now 
and it’s working well for me. Not all of the 400 words 
are literary gold, but that’s what editing is for, right?

Decide how much you want to write and break those 
words into days. Plan your month ahead: if you know 
you will be unable to write on one particular day, then 
make allowances for that in your word count. 

Every day is filled with wasted time. Sitting on a train, 
waiting in a queue for food, waiting for your friend to 
come out of the toilet, surfing the Internet... etc. 

Use this time! 

This is time you could be writing a few words, a sentence 
or maybe even a paragraph to contribute to your novel. 

#1
Schedule and set targets

#2
Use your wasted time
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For example: last night, I was waiting for my friend to 
return from the bar with drinks. I spent five minutes 
jotting a few sentences that had been brewing in my 
head, and that allowed me to exceed my 400 words a 
day. Hurrah!

I am the worst person to be giving this advice, or 
perhaps the best, because for years I mired in Editing 
Hell. I would write one scene, but it wouldn’t be quite 
right, so I’d spend hours tweaking it before moving on.

Don’t do that! As hard as it is to let a mistake lurk in 
your stream of prose: don’t change it. Make a note on 
the side to change it later, and continue as though you 
have already done so. That way you won’t forget, and 
you can continue along the path you want.

Nothing is perfect, but there is a time and a place for 
polishing. Unless the mistake you made cannot, for 
some reason, be fixed at any other time, your first draft 
is not the time to do it. Wait, and write on.

This is a very old tactic, but it works. 

I carry a notebook with me everywhere and my bag is 
littered with pens. I really should clean it out at some 
point but, whenever inspiration strikes, it comes in 
handy. 

Carrying a notebook with you allows you the freedom 
of a quick jotting-down session wherever you are, 
whenever there’s a moment to spare.

If you’re not a ‘notebook and pen’ type of person, 
Evernote might be your salvation.

I cannot adequately express my delight with this 
software. It’s compatible with computers and phones, 
and is perfect for writing-on-the-go. If you have a 
spare moment, waiting in a queue, sitting on a train, 
write a few paragraphs in Evernote and sync it to your 
computer. The text will be ready for collection (and 
addition to your novel) the next time you log on to your 
PC.

Writing’s fine and dandy but you must not forget to 
live. Allow time to see friends, spend time with family: 
they may inspire you. And, if you plan your writing 
time, you won’t be worrying that you should be writing 
when you’re with them.

Writing mirrors life, after all.

Another time consuming habit!

With a busy life, it might be tempting to ditch reading 
for writing, as Stephen King surmises: “If you don’t 
have time to read, you don’t have the time (or the tools) 
to write. Simple as that.”

It doesn’t need to be a four-hour binge with the latest 

#3
Do. Not. Edit.

#4
Always carry a notebook 

and pen.

#5
Use Evernote (or similar)

#6
Blow off steam

#7
Read plenty
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fantasy epic. Just ten minutes a night before bedtime 
does wonders for the mind and the soul. Don’t get 
bogged down by your own words - lose yourself in 
someone else’s. You’d be surprised at how much another 
book can inspire you.

Oh, gawd. Everyone and their dog is getting a book 
deal these days. And those that aren’t are querying with 
their new novel. And those that aren’t querying are 
writing far more than me, you and the Shakespeare-
typing monkey over there.

So what?

Don’t look at everyone else. They’re like funny cats: just 
distractions. They have their own goals and you have 
yours. Don’t worry that you haven’t written as much as 
some, and don’t become complacent if you’ve written 
more than others. The Tortoise and the Hare is a popular 
fable for a reason: slow and steady wins the race. Keep 
your eye on your own novel and you’ll do fine.

I have a hard time with my partner. I’ll admit it - I’m 
completely and irrationally weird about it when he 
writes. He’s an actor and a painter and, being neither 
of those things, I see writing as my own little corner of 
the world. Every time he tells me he’s completed a new 
chapter, I get an unpleasant writhing sensation in my 
stomach and a nasty voice in my head whispers “What 
if he gets published before you?”

What’s strange is that I honestly don’t get like this 
with anyone else. I’m wildly supportive of my writing 
partner, S.E. Berrow, and several others in my Twitter 
and Wordpress clique (and anybody else who sets pen 
to paper, really), but not him. It’s an unsolved mystery, 
and I’m supportive despite my odd stomach can-can 
routine. Why? Because it doesn’t matter. And he’s a 
writer too, so he deserves all the support everyone else 
does. He works at his pace, I work at mine. He might 
get a book deal sooner than me - your friend might get 
one before you - but that doesn’t diminish your novel; 

it doesn’t make your words any less valuable. Get your 
head down and don’t worry about anyone else. It’s your 
novel and no one else can write it like you can. 

Chocolate bars and icecream are wonderful rewards for 
writing, but remember that your body needs to function 
properly. Avoid junk foods and excessive caffeine; make 
sure you get plenty of sleep. The odd all-nighter won’t 
kill you, but a rested mind is a keen and willing one. 
Writing is a way of life, so it shouldn’t come at the 
expense of your health.

In fact, you’ll find the writing process easier and more 
enjoyable if your body isn’t stressed. If you look after 
yourself, your writing project will be the better for it.

Fellow writer Lucy Flint wrote an excellent blog post 
on ‘The Enormous Virtue of Showing Up’. If anyone 
would like to read it, you can find it here, but 
there was one paragraph in particular I wanted to draw 
your attention to:

... to physically show up, you also need all senses active and 
ready. Aware of your body.

Because when you’re writing, you’ll need to rely on sensory 
detail, on description that is rich and vibrant and feels like 
a real person experienced it. 
 
... And that’s true whether you’re writing a multigenerational 
saga or an oven manual. We’re never allowed to write as if 
we’re robots.

Physical energy is crucial too: It’s too easy to be half-asleep, 
slumped in the chair.

But writing is an exhausting thing--for me, at least. It 
takes real, physical energy to get words on a page. So eating 
smart, exercising regularly, sleeping well: That all feeds into 
a quality writing day.

See what I mean? Eat right, live right, write right.

#8
Wear blinkers

#9
Look after yourself

http://www.lucyflint.com/blog-1/just-show-up
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Well... this one is obvious, right?

Writing is hard work. We all know it. The planning, the 
syntax-wrestling, the inky fingertips, the RSI in your 
aching digits... it’s hard. But it’s worth it.

Some days , the fun is gone. It’s bound to happen. 
Some days, I don’t want to eat chocolate either, but that 
doesn’t stop me knowing that chocolate is amazing and 
I usually love eating it because it’s amazing.

Writing is like chocolate.

Writing should be fun. Yes, it’s a challenge, but it’s 
meant to be an enjoyable one. Writing isn’t about the 
end result - it’s about the journey. Getting to know your 
characters, seeing where they take you... that’s writing. 
Having an ‘off’ day will happen. It’s natural. 

My excellent friend, who shall remain nameless, is a 
wonderful writer. For the past year, however, she’s been 
in a writing slump. It’s not that they has writer’s block, 
exactly, but events in their life meant that all the fun 
was sucked out of writing. That’s just not a great way 
to be. 

So, they gave it a rest. It’s been a year but I’m pleased to 
announce that they’ve started writing again, and they’re 
really enjoying the process. This is what it should be. 
Writing shouldn’t leave your stomach squirming, it 
should lift your worries. If, at any point, you find that 
you’re not enjoying the writing process, then it’s possible 

that you’re overdue a break. Getting bogged down in 
word counts and targets can sometimes mean that your 
well of inspiration dries up. Trying to force yourself to 
write after that means that you might be doing more 
damage than good. 

By all means continue, if that’s what you want to do. 
There are some writers who thrive on pushing themselves 
to the limit, and work best under pressure, but I would 
not think it is the majority. 

If you’re no longer enjoying the writing process, take 
a break; be aware that your book will always be there. 
Writing might be a huge part of your life, but it is not 
your life. 

Be safe, be healthy and be happy, and then the words 
will come back to you. 

 
If you would like to pen an 

article for Opening Line, 
we accept topical musings 

as well as short stories, 
poems, novel excerpts and 

illustrations.

Our next issue will be 
DREAMS

More details on  
www.openingline.org 

Please email: 
submissions@openingline.org

with your entry as an 
attachment.

   If you would like to hear more from K.F. Goodacre,  
             you can visit her website at  
                       www.kfgoodacre.com or  

                 follow her on Twitter @KFGoodacre

#10
Have fun!

http://www.kfgoodacre.com
https://twitter.com/KFGoodacre


SHORT STORIES

9

June 2015 - D
ream

s

BY Oran Bailey

The Tempting

    Dreams are mysterious and ethereal. Everyone dreams, even if they don’t realise it, or remember. 
Dreams are the potential, the unrealised, and the unreal; the dream holiday, the kiss one always 
imagined, human flight without the assistance of technology. They are common or rare, mundane 
or peculiar, and are bound by the looping cord of commonality. 

   What would you say if you were told that dreams are a facet of a world? That it was a place 
that humans can access at night in their beds, safe from the roars of wintry wind and rain, or 
a snippet during a lecture when a young one has drifted off from the endless cul-de-sacs of the 
professor’s tangents? A world unbound by the kind of limits that their “conscious” world—the 
Surface—has, where one can bend the space around them to their will, should they learn how. 
Like the conscious Surface, many different kinds of creatures inhabit the dream world, singing and 
spiralling through their daily motions. Others creep and conspire, slipping through psychedelic 
branch and root, hiding from the burning sun and the infinite, coverless plains. Some creatures 
flee from human sight. On the occasions that they spotted by freewheeling fliers, unspooling 
from the sky and landing with fearlessness, going about their infinite dream with ease, they hide 
and erase the memories of the ones who spotted them. That moment when you realise something 
extra peculiar happened in your dreams - that was them. They erase the spotting, and gently pull 
away your memory of the dream until nothing remains, just a ghost of a feeling, a gentle blow 
on the nape of your mind. The other creatures like to infect the minds of people, going out their 
way to show themselves, and then darken the corners of their dreams, spread themselves wide 
and permeate every moveable space with dread and despair. All things of positivity fade and leave 
nothing but fear and loathing. Nightmares. Bolt upright in bed, half-drowning in sweat, all out 
of breath. Shadows shift and the night draws close, hissing un-sweetness and bile. One can never 
trust the night properly again, cautiously lying between sheets, head covered and having one eye 
forever open.

Humans are lucky without realising it. They can move between the worlds without even truly 
trying, or realising their privilege. The dream creatures cannot go to the Surface easily, or for 
long. Sometimes even more maddening than one who flaunts their privilege like the feathers of a 
peacock is one who fails to entertain the possibility of privilege when challenged. 

 This is the view of one rare dream creature, who found a way to break through to the Surface. 
Akin to the Nightmares, this individual had an appetite for many, many years, and sought to go 
to the Surface, to go and explore is bounties. The humans didn’t deserve to have everything. His 
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appetite quickened, and he feasted on a foray of human dreams, tainted them with evil spices. The 
Nightmares thrive on the energy that humans brought with them to the dream world. 

This rare Nightmare’s desire was to invert the position of the dream creatures and the humans, 
becoming master of the two worlds, trapping the humans in the dreams. And so he took his first 
steps on the Surface. In a city we shall not name on a clear, cool night, a mysterious procession 
occurred, led to a place unknown. The city slept for the most part, leaving the streets quiet and 
unwatched. To the passer-by, the procession consisted of robed figures walking in lines of fours, 
faces obscured by their hoods. In their hands they carried a torch with blue ice-fire cutting through 
the miasma of night. No music played; there was only the silent march of the near-uncountable 
masses of robed figures, tirelessly continuing down their path. 

Leading the procession was this rare Nightmare, in the shape of a man donned in a robe of shifting 
shadows and a hat. He strode several paces ahead of the procession, his lips pulled into a sickly 
grin, his small, misshapen eyes flitting about the avenue they stumbled onto. He could feel the 
pulsing energies of the sleeping humans on either side of him, for so many miles ahead of them.

He inhaled and began his task. The lines of robed figure split off from the procession in pairs, one 
pair per house. They wafted away like a breeze and became translucent as they soaked into the 
house and begun what was known as they Tempting. By the end of the night, the lead Nightmare 
would have trapped the whole avenue and slunk away silently in the quiet cover of night, while 
the pitiful humans gawked and whispered. What was the cause, they would ask? But none but the 
Nightmares would have the answers, and they would be long gone, celebrating—and feasting—
on their marks’ joy, remarking what a brilliant ploy it was. 

A rainbow of emotions erupted from the houses while his companions continued to split off and 
weave through dreams of the young, old, and even animal. So they continued. All would have gone 
according to their smooth and silent plan, had it not been for a girl. This girl, who too we shall not 
name, wreathed in blackness and headphones, wandered the silent streets of her city. Sleep was a 
lost friend to her, always taunting but never staying long. This young insomniac twirled, half in a 
daze, and tumbled onto the avenue of the Tempting, just ahead of the lead Nightmare. 

This angered him and called for the procession to halt, for if even a single awake human could 
see the show, then his planning and his reason to be would be challenged; he could do nothing to 
the conscious, especially the insufferable insomniacs. The two stared for a long while, the night 
holding its breath. The Nightmare huffed and fidgeted while the girl tried to make sense of the 
apparition (?) that had appeared before her. 

The Nightmare swiped through possible options, until he settled on one that blazed brightly in 
the back of his mind. He spoke, slow and solemn, a command, disguised as an entreaty for what 
he would like her to do. She could not sleep, and he would grant her sleep. The girl, quiet and 
cautious furrowed her brow deep, until it nearly anchored her face into one permanently, turned 
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from the procession and wandered away, drifting from where she came. Her sleeplessness had 
caused her to hallucinate, her tiredness a fog to her senses. She’d try her mother’s doctor this time, 
listen to the advice.

And she sailed to waters distant and strange, something peculiar happened to the Nightmare, 
something that had ne’er happened in all his existence, small or sophisticated creature: he had lost 
his appetite. Well and truly. His convictions thwarted, his senses confused, he took his Tempters 
away from their food, settling back into the realm of dreams, their desires lost to confusion and 
obscurity.

Follow Oran on Twitter

https://twitter.com/Oran_Bailey
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BY Kayleigh Brookes

You, Me and She

    Hippocrates believed that during the day the soul receives images but that during the night the soul 
creates them, and this is called dreaming. The Chinese and many others besides believe that the soul 
itself leaves the body and journeys to the ‘dream realm’.

  They say the moment you flip a coin you know what your decision is, not because of the side    
   on which it lands, but because in the few seconds that the coin was in the air, you suddenly knew 
what you were hoping for. I want to be able to equate that to dreaming for you in some elaborate 
and delicate way, but words don’t play well with me. I can only say that, to me, a dream can tell 
you all you need to know, all you refuse to acknowledge or accept in your waking hours, without 
the horror of having to share the experience out in the ‘real’ world, where it would be written into 
the hearts and minds of others as opposed to just your own - because you do truly experience it, in 
a dream, don’t you? You alone suffer it, feel it and remember it. The truth of the matter is brought 
to the harshest, most exposing of light and in that moment, when your soul is in the air, you know.

I awake from a dream, 11 years in the making, and of a story I have always ached to be able to 
tell, the words never quite cooperating with one another, no matter how many times I read Henry 
and June. A comedy our story may be for my friends, riddled and bent with kinks and absurdities 
but it is and always will be my greatest tragedy. I’m being dramatic I know, on another morning 
I will feel differently, it will be slight, but it will be enough. I won’t be so weighed down by bad-
dream-residue...

Coming to in the middle of a life, at once not knowing how you got to be where you are and yet fully 
cognizant of everything that led to this moment I find myself standing in an unknown courtyard. 
Indefinable weeds burgeoning from between the cracks in the foot worn and overlapping concrete slabs, 
that resemble the mental image I hold of the tectonic plates I had been looking at only yesterday, back 
here in the ‘real’ world. It feels like winter, the very beginning or the very end. We stand face to face 
as best a girl of 5’3” and a 6’1” man can, and he tells me that she has died. The cancer came back 
and spread to her lungs, her bones and finally her blood. She passed away on her side of the bed into 
eternal, blissful ignorance. We can be together now and why wouldn’t we? The years that have passed 
since the last time being irrelevant, we can finally make love. Not just fuck. And that’s the first thing. 
I feel rushed, I feel her spirit lingering in the wallpaper and the carpets, watching on in abstract, mute 
bemusement. I feel wrong. He wants to share her death bed and I want to scratch it all clean. I bring 
him home and in the morning he makes to leave, to return to that house that was hers, nothing has 
changed. She is no longer in the picture and neither am I, not really. I am still the other woman to a 
fucking ghost that he wished right into the grave. An end has come but it is not my happy ending and 
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it never will be. He follows me out into the dawn, that strange half light, stark and dim, like our love 
and I turn away from him as he tells me that I make my own misery.

https://ladylazarus86.wordpress.com/

https://ladylazarus86.wordpress.com/
https://twitter.com/ladylazarus86
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She dreamt in monochrome:
movies with curlicue plots,
dark heroes, darker villains
and guns that fired shots.

 
Movies with curlicue plots,

smoky potions, long shadows
and guns that fired shots

frightened her like electric current.
 

Smoky potions, long shadows,
high castellated walls and barred windows

frightened her like electric current
in a far-away underground laboratory.

 
High castellated walls and unlocked windows

transported her to a world once found
in a far-away underground laboratory,

but now exists mere feet from her home.
 

She’s transported to a world once found
in silent movies, long before street-corner heroin,

but now exists mere feet from her home.
She dreams in monochrome.

by John Sweeder

Gothic Dreams

 https://jsweeder.wordpress.com/

https://jsweeder.wordpress.com/
https://www.facebook.com/sweeder
https://twitter.com/jsweeder
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Old folk and kids dream of parallelogram
   shadows cast by the sun’s rays past metal
      railings onto gray boardwalk planks. It is
         early summer: school has let out; snowbirds
            
returned from their tropical Southern climes.
   On aqua and carrot coaster bikes they
      glide along the boards on chrome-spoked wheels,
         longing to glimpse freshly-planted dune grasses;
 
 those green-golden sentries that protect their
    isle from ocean floods. Zigzagging between
      white parallel-line bike lanes, they spot the
         solitary jetty angler clutch his surf rod
 
like a medieval knight with lance in hand.
   They ride past scores of rectangular benches
      coated in pastel hues, inscribed with plaques
         bequeathed by aboriginals to honor lost loved ones;
 
past the chevron-shaped trail of the wary
   red fox, bespeckling the sand with linear
      tracks that disappear into dune dens ‘neath
         beach plum shrubbery and cusped yuccas;
 
past cedar rail posts that guide beachgoers
   through tall dunes to wet sand and saltwater;
      past bikers’ oases: pyramidal pavilions providing
         caesuras, shade, and cool ocean breezes.
 
Old folk and kids dream of parallelogram
   shadows -- Wonderwheels of  geometric dreams.

by John Sweeder

Wonderwheel Dreams

 https://jsweeder.wordpress.com/
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Faith. The simple and true belief in something. 

Faith is different to religion; all encompassing, without strictures or rules. It’s more solid 
than flimsy hope. Faith is powerful and undaunted. Faith can move mountains.

What can your faith achieve? 

Our submission inbox 
(submissions@openingline.org) 

is open NOW and
our deadline is 22nd June 2015.

Happy submitting! 

Next Month’s Theme:

faith
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