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The room was dark, the blinds shut and curtains drawn to keep out the dawn's light, so as not to interrupt Ben's much needed rest. The loud thump, closer to a crash, shook his bed and rattled the dozen spaceship models on the upper shelf of his bookcase opposite his bed. His body jerked awake. His gasp slurred through lips dry from a night's sleep. "What the—"

Silence. Ben groaned. He must have been dreaming. He peered drowsily at his wrist watch. It was 5 a.m. He yawned drowsily, pulled the covers tighter about him and went back to sleep, missing the bright colors seeping from behind the edges of the drawn curtains.
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The girl in blue velvet

who fell from the stars

to earth,

in my backyard, among the mimosas,

with a blue rose for an anklet

and a smile and a wink....

Ben adjusted the angle of his drawing table to accommodate his lean torso and long legs. He had overslept this morning, and his new assignment was due by noon — a sketch of a beautiful woman draped in blue velvet. He'd mulled over the project since its assignment two weeks ago. The fashion magazine that employed him, located in the heart of Billings, Montana, considered him an innovative artist. It was not his job to design the original garment; he simply created sketches in color with suggested backgrounds that the lens man might choose when photographing the woman or man modeling the garment.

Up until this morning, his mind had struggled with a creative block with regard to this particular assignment. The ideas that did come to him felt timeworn. They'd all been done before. The park background, the ocean front background, the skyscraper background, and so on. True, he admitted, as the old adage went, there is no such thing as an original idea. Somewhere, sometime, it's been thought of and done, except perhaps for the thinker's creative style unique unto him or herself.

He did like the design of the dress — a simple dark blue velvet sheath with a matching long flowing shawl attached to one shoulder. The shawl could be thrown over the shoulders as a cape, or angled around the waist, and attached to the side with a Velcro hook, so as to turn the dress into a full length gown.

The garment begged for an exotic and evocative background. They say ideas often come during slumber. Early this morning his subconscious had finally offered an acceptable solution — an alien background. Now the problem was to create an out-of-the-ordinary unearthly one on which to draw the model and the dress.

Ben closed his eyes and willed himself to relax in order for his mind to re-visit again the dream, luckily a vivid one. He was not in the least psychic, or had any paranormal ability, except perhaps for a penchant to notice and expound on details.

The first thing he remembered was the girl. She was what he considered beautiful. Definitely not thin as a rail. Curves well formed and distributed in a medium frame. He would have to draw her taller to accommodate the models that the fashion magazine employed. The girl in his dream had lovely dark blue eyes and long, silky, honey ash blonde hair, attractive, at least to him. Beauty is in the eye of the beholder. He tried to imagine what his editor would think. In truth, Ben thought, it did not matter if the editor liked the girl in the sketch. Besides the fact that she only existed in his thoughts, an employed fashion model would wear the dress for the shoot.

He recalled more details of his dream. The sky and the terrain. Yes, he nodded, alien. The colors in the morning sky reminded him of the Aurora Borealis. In the distance, loomed the upper part of a large green and brown planet with two small suns and several moons. The terrain was sandy gravel, mottled with the reflection from the undulating colors above.

Ben imagined himself on this strange world and realized that he was standing on one of the moons. The air was a bit thin, but surprisingly breathable.

He tried to see further into his dream, amazed at how real it had felt. He recalled seeing buildings and towers in the distance, not one shaped the same as the other, but none ostentatious. Rather, pleasant to view.

Dots and dashes flew above the buildings. Ben squinted to see better. Air ships traversed the sky above the buildings. His head was starting to hurt. Enough, he thought, returning to the girl. The sheen of the blue velvet garment seemed to undulate along with the colors from above.

Ben shook his head to clear it. He'd best stop forcing his mind before the strain turned into a full-blown headache.

He applied himself to sketching what he'd remembered. He drew the girl last, with her hair and the shawl blowing behind her. When he was finished, he sat back in his chair, studying the sketch, a puzzled look on his face.

His wrist watch signaled half past eleven. He stood up, rolled up the sketch and fitted it into
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