
. . . to those who are not artists the gratification that can
be drawn from the springs of phantasy is very limited; their
inexorable repressions prevent the enjoyment of all but the
meagre day-dreams which can become conscious. A true
artist has more at his disposal. First of all he understands
how to elaborate his day-dreams, so that they lose that
personal note which grates upon strange ears and become
enjoyable to others; he knows too how to modify them
sufficiently so that their origin in prohibited sources is not
so easily detected. Further, he possesses the mysterious abil-
ity to mould his particular material until it expresses the
ideas of his phantasy faithfully; and then he knows how to
attach to this reflection of his phantasy-life so strong a
stream of pleasure that, for a time at least, the repressions
are out-balanced and dispelled by it. When he can do all
this, he opens out to others the way back to the comfort
and consolation of their own unconscious sources of pleas-
ure, and so reaps their gratitude and admiration; then he has
won through his phantasy—what before he could only win
in phantasy: honour, power, and the love of women.
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