Chapter 1

Paul woke up sweating. He looked over. In the dark he could make out the form of his wife. She moved slightly but she was sleeping deeply. Paul turned his blurry eyes towards the clock it was fuzzy but he could make out the numbers. 4:17 and no little dot, that meant AM.

Paul dreamt from time to time, usually he couldn’t remember a thing. However, something about the dream that had just awakened him seemed so real but the details were quickly leaving his memory. He had been at a conference, or was it an inquiry, anyway it was some public place and he had been the center of attention. He could remember people asking questions of him.

It was now 4:37 AM as his thoughts cleared the dream and it’s intensity faded. The confusion and excitement that the dream had created in his mind was replaced by a sinking feeling, in two hours the alarm would sound and he would have to go to work.

Paul got up and brushed his teeth he could hear his wife in the kitchen as she prepared coffee. He spat, rinsed, and then checked his face in the mirror but as he did the memory of the previous night’s dream came rushing back to him. As quickly as it came, it left. Leaving him, only, with a queer feeling and gooseflesh. 

Paul walked into the kitchen and began to prepare an omelet for he and his wife. “Shelly.” he said. “I had the strangest dream last night. “

“Really, what about?” she asked, without looking up from her paper.

“I can’t remember”, Paul said.

“That’s fascinating Paul.” She peeked from behind her paper and smiled sarcastically.

“It just left me with a really weird feeling, that’s all.” he said.

“I’ve had those before, they just freak you out and then you can’t remember what the hell it was all about.” Shelly put down the paper as Paul set her food down in front of her.

“Exactly.” he said.

“I’ve read that if you keep a journal beside your bed and just write down what you can recall right after, then you get better and better at remembering what you actually dreamt.” she said

“Yes I’ve heard about that, that’s a great idea.” Paul sat down and began to eat his omelet.

Paul worked at an ad agency; it was his job to take the notes that had been collected as a campaign had been presented to a client and form it into a coherent idea that reflected both the client’s needs and the agency’s creation. Much of Paul’s days consisted of many false starts and a lot of staring into a blank computer screen. 

His office was one of the few with a lock on the door. He did his best work when he could avoid interruptions. It was important to him to have the proper time to review the notes and to sort out in his mind the approach that would best suit the subject of a particular project. 

This day the door was locked, the curtains were drawn and he had even unplugged his telephone. None of it helped him though. He could not concentrate something was tugging at him. He plugged his phone back in and dialed a number. A woman’s voice answered. “Hello.”

“Hi baby.” Paul said.

“Paul, is everything ok?” it was Shelly.

“I cannot focus at all today,” said Paul.

“It’s not that silly dream is it?” asked Shelly.

“I don’t know but my mind is completely distracted. Maybe its just lack of sleep I did wake up in the middle of the night last night.” Said Paul.

“Why don’t you just tell them you’re feeling sick and come home for the day?” Shelly suggested.

“I’ve got to finish this job for a new account.” Said Paul.

“Suit yourself honey. But it might clear your head to get out of that office.” Shelly said.

“Maybe I’ll bring the file home and try to work on it there. I’ll talk to you later.” Said Paul.

“Bye bye” Shelly hung up the phone. 

Paul hung up the phone and rubbed his forehead. He gathered up all of the papers from his desk in to a brown folder. As he walked passed the receptionist he asked her to tell anyone who asked that he was not feeling well and that he was working on the Rogers account at home.

Paul found his car in the parking lot. As he got in to his car he rested his head for a moment on the steering wheel and closed his eyes. A second later he heard a man speak his name. “Mr. Osborne?” He lifted his head with a start and looked around. No one was there. He looked out of the car and even in the back seat but there was nothing to see. “That’s it”, said Paul out loud. “I’ve really got to get some sleep.” Paul started his car and drove home.

When Paul walked in the door Shelly looked at him and rolled her eyes and said. “You look like shit.”

“I feel like it too” said Paul. “I’m going to just lie down for an hour or so before I start in on my work. Do me a favor and don’t let me sleep past five ok?”

“Sure baby, I’ve got to go out for a few hours anyway I’ll wake you up when I get back. Just get some rest.” Shelly searched around for her keys and finally found them in her jacket pocket. She grabbed a small handbag and left out the side door.

From his room Paul could hear her car starting up. As she drove off the sound of her tires gently receded. All he could hear now was the ticking of his bedside clock that gave way to the hum of the refrigerator that gradually yielded to the occasional creek and groan of their old house. Finally the mist of sleep engulfed him and the waking world disappeared.

“Mr. Osborne?” a voice called out to him but he did not, or could not, reply.

“Mr. Osborne?” this time the voice was accompanied by some shaking. 

Paul could hear voices whispering in the background. He wanted to open his eyes but found that he could not. He began to think that maybe his eyes were open but it was to dark to see. His mind would not tell him so he reached up to touch his eyes. He found to his complete surprise that they were bandaged or wrapped in some way.

A panic struck Paul. Was something wrong with his eyes he wondered? Had he been injured in some way? With his mind he surveyed his body for pain but found none. Paul tried to speak but could not find the energy to voice his fear. 


“Mr. Osborne can you hear me?” a voice asked again. “If you can, then try to let me know somehow, move your foot or hand.”

Paul tried to move first his hand then his foot. It wasn’t as if he was paralyzed rather, it seemed to him as though he just couldn’t remember what to do to make his muscles work. His mind was racing he tried to scream. He could feel a hand on his left arm it was squeezing. Then he felt another hand on his right arm pulling him up. He was being sat up.

“Paul”, it was a woman’s voice. “Paul!” he was being shaken. He knew the voice but he couldn’t place it. “Come on you’ve been asleep for hours. Dinner is cold and you’ve got work to do. Earth to Paul let’s go.” It was Shelly’s voice. Paul forced his eyes open Shelly sat on the edge of the bed smiling at him. “Sorry baby but I knew that if I let you sleep too long it would completely mess you up.”

Paul looked over at the clock it showed nine o’clock. “Oh shit”, said Paul. “I’ve got to get that presentation ready or I’ll have hell to pay.”

“Take it easy, you can still work a few hours and then get a good night’s sleep. I’ll heat up your dinner and bring it into your office.” Shelly leaned over and kissed him then got up and left the room.

Paul closed his eyes again and tried to remember his dream but he could recall nothing. He got up, stretched his arms, and went to his office.

Chapter 2

Paul opened the bedroom door and walked over to the bed. Shelly was propped up on pillows reading the light from the bed lamp cast a yellowish glow on her. She looked up over a pair of light reading glasses and spoke in a voice that let you know that she was not far from sleep “Well that didn’t take too long.”

“When I opened my notes all of the pieces just fell into place. I love it when that happens.” Paul smiled.

“Good,” said Shelly, “now you can finish that nap you started earlier.” She put her book on the nightstand and reached over to turn off the light. Paul slid under the covers as his eyes adjusted to the darkness. He reached over and set the alarm on his clock. His muscles began to relax. Whatever had come over him that afternoon was gone now. 

Stress, thought Paul, it must have been stress. The Rogers account was important and he felt the pressure. With that taken care of he could rest much easier.

Sleep, again, began to come over him, the darkness swaddled him, and his conscious mind withdrew. 

“Mr. Osborne ” said a voice “my name is Dr. Hume. Can you hear me?” Voices that Paul could hear but not see conferred. “Who brought him in?” That was the Dr’s voice he recognized it now. 

“It says on the chart that a Mrs. Davies brought him in, no relation.” a female voice replied.

“Apparently she saw him fall as he was walking down 16th street. He hit his head pretty hard on the sidewalk as he fell. A different female voice put in.

“That would explain the trauma on the shoulder and on the side of the head.” Said the doctor. 

Paul strained to listen past the voices he could hear the sound of a dispatch radio, the murmur of voices. This must be a hospital he thought he listened again, this time for the sounds of the machines the rhythmic sound of a heart monitor, the squeaking of gurney wheels, doors opening and closing; yes he was definitely in the hospital.

In the distance he could hear a radio playing. It grew louder as if it were moving towards him over it he recognized a familiar voice. It was Shelly. Thank god, she would know what to do. Paul heard her say his name out loud. Her voice grew closer.

“Paul” she said. Then more loudly “Paul”, she was shaking him.

That damn radio, thought Paul, this is a Hospital for Christ’s sake someone should make them shut it off. He tried to move his arms. As he did they began to move slowly as if they had been loosely restrained. Finally his arms moved freely. Paul reached up to touch his eyes. The bandages that he had thought were there were not. He opened his eyes.

Shelley was looking down at Paul. “Paul” she said, “Your going to be late if you don’t get moving.” She reached over him and turned off the radio. 

Paul sat up quickly and took in a deep breath. “Go ahead and get in the shower,” said Shelly. “I’ll make coffee and I can also give you a ride in. That way you won’t have to park the car. I’ve got to go into town anyway.” Paul stood up grabbed some clothes from the closet and headed for the bathroom.

As he massaged the shampoo into his scalp he tried to recall the dream. The details were fuzzy but he definitely could remember some things. He could remember the doctor and the fact that he had been injured. As he turned off the shower Shelly called up, “Hey, get moving.”

“I’m almost done,” Paul replied. He brushed his teeth, shaved and dressed quickly. He gave his hair one last rub with towel and then headed downstairs.

As Paul entered the kitchen Shelly handed him his jacket and a coffee in a travel mug. Then she grabbed his shoulders and turned him toward the door.

Paul walked into work with the Rogers account folder tucked under his arm. The receptionist greeted him. “Good morning Mr. Osborne, I hope that you’re feeling better today, Mr. Wendel said to send you into his office as soon as you arrived. Mr. Rogers is with him.” 

“Thanks Wendy,” Said Paul.

Well, thought Paul, it was a good thing that he finished that summary last night. He hurried down the corridor to Rob Wendell’s office. 

Wendel Agency had been around eight years now Paul had been it’s first employee. Back then they only did print media. Rob would develop and pitch the concept and Paul would put the finished ads together. Now they did it all: print, radio, television, and the Internet. The firm had eighteen fulltime employees now.

Paul gave the door a one-knuckle tap and walked in. “Paul, glad you made it. I was just telling Ben about the old days when it was just you and I and a lot of late nights hunched over bad coffee and smoking Camels. Show us what you came up from our meeting notes.

Paul proceeded to lay out the ad strategy. An hour later they walked out of the office shaking hands and patting each other on the back. As Mr. Rodgers walked away Rob looked at Paul and said, “I’ve got to hand it to you Paul you’re a pro. When I heard that you had left early yesterday I thought we were up the creek. Then in you stroll with the whole presentation laid out like bride on her wedding night.

