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Author Preface: The Agency Tales
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It is a series of anniversaries now, the most important is the fourth decade of the concept of The Agency Tales and the subsequent unfolding of its publishing history. I must roll us all back to 1986 and the novella “Pennies from Heaven” (later ‘Food Security’ -finally published in ‘The Memoirs of a Faun’ in 2014) to review the intention and purpose of the Agency Tales.

This begs many readers' questions over the years, such as: ‘Where did the characters all come from?’ or ‘Why are all the novels so surrealist?’ . In retrospect I should have advertised the disjointed-ness and the dreamscape up-front and harder, this sort of work is always simply not to everybody’s tastes.

I take all this on the chin because first and foremost, let us acknowledge that mistakes were made getting the words out. With that out of the way, the Agency Tales became a series of ‘fix-ups’ that have originated with the authors experiments with lucid dreaming and owe a great deal to my fascination with the works and methods of AE van Vogt. 

Between the years of 1985 and 1997, I -as the author of the dreams- specifically employed variations of dreaming methods to transcribe untapped creativity to paper. The results were collated, interpreted and revised and (TL:DR) after many years of trying to interest publishers in the concept to no avail –collected and self-published ten of the thirteen as three completed fix-up Novels. 

So... every tale in The Agency Tales is the transcription of an actual dream from the author with all the known (and the occasional surprise-) issues of other works of these types. Some of the tales dropped picture-perfect in their dreams without alteration, but others formed slowly, navigating the jumble of images, as half-whispered character conversations with strange vistas or dreamscapes over many restless a night with notepad and pencil close at hand. 

All of them built up an ever-increasing oeuvre of surrealist, post-modernist literature that didn’t quite fit anything else that I was attempting at the time. As parallel with the career roundabouts of AE van Vogt, I was inadvertently replicating many of the problems or opinions and narratives about his work in my own. Some haters are just going to hate...

The biggest challenge was eventually; collections of novelette, novella and shorts heaped up, ever the while growing less manageable. A respected editor suggested on the fix-ups format, showed me how a narrative could be suggested, and I went with that. I took cards with notes on to connect to various scenes and sat on the living room floor moving them around until I had something workable – in theory. 

I condensed the archetypes that I tend to dream in, into actual character names and worked on the dialogue between these actual characters to blend it all together. 

Then they launched, The Memoirs of a Faun (2014), Omnipresent Occultation (2016) and Mirrored Myrrh (2017), all to greater or lesser acclaim. The BISAC settled on ‘URBAN FANTASY’ because I could not find another to describe what this was. But this was also not exactly what described them, and so privately, each new release increased the disquiet I felt with regards the state each of the component dreams.

Where I became dissatisfied, eventually, was in the way such grand ambitions could eventually be realized in the Publishing environment where modern tastes in entertainment would splash against series, and then, peel away woefully disappointed at the lack of clearly identified tropes, or any other artifacts currently enjoyed in commercial literature. 

One cannot, I concede – critique works of this nature based on conventional methods and I had not identified any other context to the contrary. Again; I take full responsibility for the oversight. Placing them in the ‘Smithereens’ format; [one novella and four separate, unconnected short stories each a decade separated in time] –would also not suffice. 

Those collections could not, would not, suffice to move the body of novellas that formed the basis of The Agency Tales forward. I have always believed that each dream is somehow important and the fix-up novels, whilst important to produce at the time: dilutes the significance of each dream. There, I said it!

At the various bookversaries (is that a word yet?) of the component stories in the Novels, it is time to do something new with them. The novels will slide quietly out of print; their dreams fade away into dusk for now. It is time for each dream to breathe; I hope you will find as much meaning in them as I found with the works of AE van Vogt.

Caldon Mull,

Finland, 2025.
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Part One: Eternal Equivocation
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Imagine for an instant that you are standing on the landing of a dilapidated tenement, watching the flight of stairs on the fourth floor. In the gloom of the late afternoon light flickering through the grimy fifth-floor skylight above you, two figures would wearily traipse up the steps towards you. They would not see you, but you could see and hear them, as if you were a dreamer watching someone else’s dream.

If this were indeed the case, and you were not actually dreaming yourself; a quick nap perhaps, against the glass of a carriage window whilst you were commuting home in your own world; or maybe a light doze on a vacation beach in the sunlight far away from the cares of your daily life; then you would hear the smaller figure say “Good night, Dog-boy” upon reaching the top of the landing.

“Good night Carla.” The larger figure, the one called Dog-boy would sigh in a scratchy baritone as he walked past the slender figure fumbling with a set of keys at the third door in the six-door corridor. He would walk past your ghostly vantage point until he stood at the fifth door and produce a similar set of keys of his own.

If you were standing there, an apparition in this place with these people at this time, and you were not dreaming somewhere else on a train or on a beach, then perhaps the persons of Carla and Dog-boy are more important than they seem. If that were the case, you are not actually here, but Carla and Dog-boy are.

You might be a dream that either of them are going to have, or have had; and thus you might be here, or not. They definitely are here, and so you might ponder all of these things to be true, and each instance of this probability to be definite. Naturally, while you are pondering, Carla and Dog-boy are moving around their world with a definite purpose, and the gravity of their actions would assume primacy in any observation. 

The consequence of this particular set of circumstances is: that this becomes their story, and you would know of it because you are almost here, although not really. In the same manner of logical discourse and reason as has brought us to this point.

“I’ll see you in the morning.” The one called Carla looked over at the large man, and smiled at his broad shoulders as he found the right key in his big spade-like hands.

“Sure. Tomorrow.” The big man stepped into his apartment and closed the door behind him.

Carla repeated Dog-boys action, moved through her open door and closed it behind her. The spring-bolt locked itself as it shut, and Carla sighed and flopped down onto her sofa to remove her work boots. She groaned in something like pleasure as the tangle of laces finally yielded and both of them fell to the floor with a solid ‘thunk’ . 

She rubbed her aching foot through the damp cotton sock and looked around her apartment as if she needed to remind herself it was still hers.

Already the tasks and experiences of the day were fading into a fog of greyness, work on an assembly line did not encourage memory. Her and Dog-boy side by side, pressing a small plastic part from the side tray into a recess of a slightly larger part until it went click, and then leaving it on the slowly moving assembly belt until it vanished from sight into someone else’s domain.

As long as she could remember, Dog-boy had been standing next to her. They must have started there together, Carla though suddenly. Sometime where all of the component parts started rolling over the belt as they always did at seven minutes past nine, they must have stood next to each other for the first time. 

She groaned as if the thought had hurt her, and swiveled on the low couch to stand on her tender feet and cross the small room to the kitchenette’s refrigerator. Inside was the small cardboard container of wine she sought. She twisted off the plastic cap and opened the sliding door to the small balcony. She leaned against the wrought iron trellis and inspected her pot plants, sipping on the carton.

Below her, the cobbled streets and their ranks of mirrors twisted through the five-story, dull tenements that filled up this section of the city. A few of the buildings
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