The Dream Snatcher
I’m an Arts graduate and our dreams tend to be very vivid imaginings, in Technicolor and Panavision. I invite you to journey with me to the dreamworld for a whirlwind weekend experience.
It’s Friday night and I’ve just got home from Caledonia University, the strains of Ken’s optimism reverberating in my head about how the world will be a better place. I debate whether it is best to curse his sweet existence or, engage a laughing clown that might bring him to his senses,
but I am denied the opportunity as a heavy slumber overpowers me. 

My last weary thoughts are anaesthetised by the rigours of sleep and turn to Calderón’s Spanish Golden Age masterpiece: La vida es sueño (Life is a Dream), but then the reality check: the protagonist and heir apparent is falsely accused and imprisoned in a tower. Oh well, another dream typically crushed – must have been a Gypsy Traveller.
Consciousness soon dims again. This time’s more like my kind of dream. A ridiculous Euromillions jackpot in the coffers, I’m leading the high life -- the “marcha” on the costas. My mobile sounds. Just my agent to say that he’s had a call from Piers Morgan’s agent, begging for an interview. By this time, I’ve just moored my yacht off Monte Carlo, planning a turn at blackjack and Canesta. How utterly inconvenient! I must decline the invitation and drift off into wonderland, heading straight to Cheltenham to rub shoulders with the great Nicky Henderson and Paul Nicholls in the winners’ enclosure. The experience is 

slightly soured, however. I catch a fleeting glimpse of a former First Minister warbling on about renewable energy and the right to self-determination.
But wait, suddenly sleep apnoeia kicks in and I’m now at the European Roma Rights Centre in Budapest. Claude Cahn, Programmes Director, is busy remarking that six million Roma remain unaccounted for since the outbreak of World War 2, and 
that no Roma were ever called to give evidence at the Nuremberg Trials in 1946. I dream that for once Gypsy Travellers will rate more than a footnote in the annals of history and in videos like the one produced for Holocaust Memorial Day. I awaken with a start only to find that someone who claims the Holocaust never actually happened lives just up the road. Reality kicks in.
Come Saturday night, I return sunkissed from Spain to find a lucrative contract of employment has been placed in the mail basket outside my door. Things are looking ‘kushti’ at last. Then I awaken and step outside to uplift my mail. Another dose of reality. Two letters: one from TV Licensing asking if I own a TV; the other, a review of my ability to pay Council Tax arrears for a run-down caravan, bereft of water, electricity and sewerage, and nary a human rights organisation anywhere on the planet to uphold my rights. It’s a good job there’s Ken to champion matters!
Fast forward then to Sunday night, and I dream that an inter-cultural centre has been firmly established. It brings members of indigenous groups together into the Aboriginal dreamworld; a world where creative voices give expression to ancestral roots. It is a beautiful, restful dream. In the background, a queue forms 
outside my caravan – all those who were falling over themselves to stab me in the back, now manifest as converts, congratulating me, shaking my hand as they eat their own words. Human rights 
become more than abstract definitions, more than the fairy pipes of Brigadoon that one hears only in sleep, and not in reality; there is respect across cultures; employment opportunities for Gypsy Travellers; proper healthcare and sensitive social service and public sector provision; a sense of fairness, justice and common decency.

But, Monday morning, I stir to the cold and awaken to find that 

I am still one of “the Laughing-Stocks”. The cornflakes ran out three days ago. Outside a voice rings out: “Thon moich chete is totally raj! He wants locking up!” But there is no sugar coating for the cornflakes and I am still at large in an open prison.     
The curtains remain permanently drawn in the caravan, the light blacked out now. The outside world has little use for me other than to do the community’s dirty work, and I no longer desire to do that. I am no longer prepared to be docile and subservient to any authority. Call me a throwback to Dickensian times, but like many others, I have invested serious graft, and now I want more. Life should have been far less stressful and more enjoyable.
What is the point of bothering to get up? Would you? To be treated like a laughing-stock? I think I’d rather emulate Rosa Parkes and say “No”. I’ll just dream on, thanks.
And, at any rate, who is qualified to judge me? The answer is, of course, no-one. For who’s been sleeping in my bed? No-one but me. Certainly not Goldilocks. She prefers real life fairy stories.
