
        
            [image: cover]
        










Sleepwalking Into Tomorrow

By M.R Howes

Published at
Smashwords August 2021


Chapter One

The ghostly red
figures of 5:00 shone out into the early morning darkness of the
room. It was all Sid could do, but to batter the alarm clock into
submission. Another day at work and yet his night’s sleep had not
delivered the necessary refreshment for the day ahead and although
Sid had clocked on for the necessary hours he felt worse than
when he had when he had gone
to bed the night before. Sid didn’t feel ready to meet the waking
world, in fact for years he had been carefully arranging his
timetable so that he did not need to take any phone calls or
meetings before 10 am. His excuse was that he needed to catch up on
work before seeing anyone, but in reality he would put both feet on
the desk, preferably on top of some important documents, slump back
into his office chair and quietly doze. He suspected that his
secretary knew his true reasons for the quiet start to the day and
didn’t really care. As long as he got his daily tasks done by the
end of the day everyone was happy. Then things began to change.
Managers began to take a more active interest in their staff. They
weren’t only interested in what got done but how and when. His
morning snoozes became more and more contested. At first he thought
that the interruption from a manager first thing was coincidence,
but then it kept happening. He was sure they were on to him. Could
it be that his early morning snooze sessions had earned him a level
of notoriety around the office? A few junior staff had made
snatched comments which had led him to believe this might be the
case. Now it wasn’t only his sleep that was affected by his
livelihood. He had worked in insurance for thirty years. Who would
take him on in the wide world out there? His field of expertise was
so specific that barring a retirement at one of the major insurance
companies there was no hope of gaining work elsewhere, and what
kind of reference could he hope to get? Even if he did by some
miracle find another job how long would it be before he arrived at
exactly the same situation he was at now? Other companies might be
even less likely to tolerate an early morning snooze on the company
payroll and there was only so many yawns during meetings that Sid
could realistically get away with. After being jolted awake by a
junior manager not long out of school, this time with requests to
see the work he had done that morning Sid’s anxiety reach a new
level. He managed to fob the manager off with an avalanche of
technical terms but it was a near miss. A more experienced manager
might have rumbled him. It was the last straw. Something would have
to change.

Chapter Two

Sid felt a new
spring in his step and lightness in his spirit as he strode along
the street. The weather was humid and seemed to bind closely around
his chest. He didn’t mind though. It felt good to be out of the
office and good to breathe the open, free air, to feel the breeze
on his face and in his hair. Dr Hazeman was a sleep specialist. For
the right price he promised to ensure that his customers slept
deeply and well. Over the years Dr Hazeman had dealt with the
wealthy and famous. Most left happy. His claims were carefully
bracketed with disclaimers but many times the mere possibility of
change gave the necessary impetus for some kind of progress. Simply
knowing that a cure could be out there made all the difference. On
other occasions sleeping tablets would give the necessary head
start or a mechanical breathing aid for those who ground their
teeth. Sometimes it was more a case of establishing strict waking
and sleeping times or night time rituals. On all occasions Dr
Hazeman give his advice in clear calm, reassuring tones. It was
part of the magic. No matter how shocking or alarming the dream or
sleep pattern, Dr Hazeman seemed to have it all under control.
Nothing could faze him. That at least was the image he sought to
portray. Outside the consulting room his life was chaotic,
disorganised and hedonistic but few if any of his clients got a
window on that world and if he ever did encounter clients at random
he could quickly switch back into his workaday persona.

Sid was
immediately comforted by the presence of Dr Hazeman. He shook hands
with a firm but not painful handshake, had his shirt rolled up in a
casual yet smart manner and looked out at the world over small
glasses with thick frames. His voice carried with it all the subtle
tones of a life insurance advertisement. Little did Sid know, but
this tone was not natural but studied and practiced to
the point that it actually became Dr
Hazeman’s natural voice. It was not always so. Also unbeknownst to
Sid, Dr Hazeman had no medical training. He had simply bluffed his
way through life and his confidence meant that few suspected a lack
of formal training. His credentials weren’t something that anyone
would even question. Perhaps they were right not to do so, because
aside from the absence of a small framed certificate on his wall,
Dr Hazeman was a very effective in the limited field of helping the
sleepless. In many ways he was more practical help than many of
those with more formal training who often offered little hope. What
hope can you give for a condition that is both incurable and
untreatable with any known medication? Sleep disorders such as
insomnia and sleep walking join that short list of medical ailments
like migraines and psoriasis which are simply a description of
symptoms rather than a description of a recognised cause and
effect. Physicians only have a limited understanding of what causes
these conditions and hide their embarrassment by using long names
attached to clusters of symptoms.

“And you are
Sid, I presume.”

“That’s right,
pleased to meet you.”

Sid shook hands and then
continued.

“Dr Hazeman I
presume?”

“It is, and let
me reassure you that I see all clients personally. There will never
be a time when I pass you off on an underling. No. All my clients
get first class service.”

The word
client unnerved Sid. It was
such a cold calculating word.

“Nice to meet
you Sid. Now tell me, what is it you do?”

“I’m an
insurance underwriter.”

“What’s an
insurance underwriter?”

“Even if I
explained you wouldn’t understand.”

“Don’t worry
Sid. I understand exactly what an insurance underwriter does. I
just wanted to see how you talked about your own work. And I can
already see that you are under great stress and you don’t really
enjoy your work. Am I correct?”

Dr. Hazeman didn’t have a clue
what an insurance underwriter was but the bluff was working.

“Yes, I do find
it stressful but I don’t really see what concern that is of yours.
I came here to get help with my sleep and if we can keep it
professional rather than personal that would be better.”

“Goodbye. My
assistant will show you out. My bill will be with you within a
couple of days.”

“Sorry?”

“Yes I’m sorry
too. I could have helped you but it seems you are not willing to be
helped.”

“I really don’t
understand.”

“Sid, If I can
speak frankly, if I am going to help you I will need to know every
aspect of your life, your work, your sex life, your eating and
toilet habits, everything. All these things affect your sleeping
patterns and if I were to tackle your sleep with issues without
reference to any significant factor I might fail to help to the
detriment of my reputation and your health. And let me tell you,
Sid, I have not built up this reputation over years just to have it
trashed. Are we understanding each other now?”

“I guess
so.”

“So tell me, in
much detail as you can about your life.”

“As I
mentioned, I am an insurance underwriter. I have been at the
company too long. I find the work boring but enjoy the office
banter.

For some reason I have been bypassed for promotion. Sex life,
that’s easy, nonexistent. It just hasn’t worked out for me. I live
on my own, and don’t have any close relatives left, I don’t have
any hobbies, I watch a little TV, read the occasional book but most
evenings I’m too tired to do anything much. Next
question!”

“Mr Sid, May I
congratulate you, you are the singularly, most boring person I have
ever met. I doubt I can even stomach the thought of having you as a
client without the prospect of being bored to tears.”

Sid looked over towards Dr
hazeman in shock. The sentence had been delivered with a straight
face but eventually broke into a smile.

“I’m joking,
I’m joking.”

Sid was immediately put at ease.
Unfortunately for Sid, Dr Hazeman spoke the truth. He was amazed at
the way he could openly insult many of his clients under the
pretence of it being a joke. He silently congratulated himself on
how much he had been able to get away with.

“So when did
you start to have difficulty sleeping?”

“I have always
had difficulty sleeping, ever since I was a teenager.”

“So not always, only
since you were a teenager. Is that right?

“Yes since I
was a teenager.”

“Did anything
in particular happen at that time?”

“Lots of things
happened, girls, school, bikes, music.”

“Anything that
you feel may have affected your sleep, anything traumatic or
stressful?”

“The teenage
years are pretty stressful for everyone aren’t they?”

“That may be
so, but we are not here to talk about everyone Sid. So did anything
happen in those teenage years which you suspect may have led to
interrupted sleep?”

“Girls.”

“Ok we are
getting somewhere, what in particular about girls.”

“I wanted them,
but couldn’t get them.”

“Interesting.
‘get them’ is an interesting term to use. What do you mean by ‘get
them’?

“Form a
meaningful relationship.”

“Sid, may I
speak frankly, have you ever formed a meaningful
relationship.”

“At
work.”

“Outside the
work environment?”

“No. I can’t
say I have. I want to. But it doesn’t seem to happen.”

“I thought
so.”

“What exactly
does this have to do with my sleep?”

“Absolutely nothing, its interesting though.”

“I thought you
said that everything has an effect on sleep?”

“Did I really
say that?”

“You could have
fooled me!”

“Well what I
did or did not say is not really the issue. Its what you say and do
that matters most. How many hours a night sleep would you say you
average?”

“Oh I get
plenty of sleep.”

“How much would
you consider plenty.”

“Over eight
hours.”

“So why exactly
have you come here? I deal with people who can’t sleep. You are
getting more sleep than I am.”

“I get eight
hours sleep a night but in the morning I wake up
exhausted.”

“Do you grind
your teeth?”

“Only in
meetings! No, my dentist says my teeth are in very good
condition.”

“You’ll have to
give me his number, I don’t know many dentists that honest.
Dentists have a vested interest in finding work that needs to be
done, just like mechanics.”

“Are you the
same?”

“I will pretend
I didn’t hear that. Look Sid, I think I can help you, but first we
need to find out exactly what the problem is. I have a high tech
camera which I can lend to you. You will need to set it up above
the bed and it will film you during the night and then we will be
able to play back the video and perhaps get some idea of what has
been happening.”

“Won’t that
take a long time to play it all back? Have you got that
long?”

“No not really,
the camera is motion activated so the periods when you are still
won’t be recorded. We should only need to watch for a few minutes
to get some idea of what might be happening. I think I know but I
can’t be certain yet.”

“What do you
think it is?”

“As I say, I’m
not certain yet. Lets run the camera tonight and see what happens.
I can give you the camera now and you can take it home with you.
Its a simple matter of setting it up on the tripod so that the
whole bed is in view. That way we can be certain you will be in the
frame. Do you sleep in a single bed Sid?”

“Yes.”

“Thought so. One more
thing, I realise you can probably work out how to replay the
videos, but don’t be tempted. Its best if you wait and we can watch
it together and analyse the content”


Chapter Three

That night Sid
carefully hooked up the digital camera and directed it down towards
the bed. It was a small room and so much of the surrounding room
was also included on the tiny screen as well as the entirety of the
bed as recommended. Knowing that the camera was running made Sid
feel anxious but eventually through sheer exhaustion he dropped off
to sleep. When he woke the next morning Sid could see a flashing
light on the top of the camera which showed the recording had been
successful. He had been tempted to play the video but chose not to.
This was not out of consideration for Dr Hazeman’s wishes but
because it would be difficult to respond in a genuine manner when
watching it a second time and he feared the resulting suspicion or
argument might mean that Dr Hazeman could terminate the session
without providing any help. Dr Hazeman did seem to be a
temperamental fellow. Sid had made an appointment to see Dr Hazeman
directly after work and he couldn’t help thinking about the video
all through the day. Ironically Sid had felt so alert and wide
awake in the morning that he did not need to take his traditional
nap. That day time seemed to stand still with many glances at the
clock. When Sid disciplined himself not to look at the clock for
what seemed like an extended period of time he was always
disappointed at how little time had actually passed. Time itself
seemed contrary. When you wanted to hang on to every moment, wring
every drop of pleasure out of the last day of the holidays the time
passed with inevitable swiftness. When waiting for some news or for
a bus the time seemed to drag its heels like some tardy wastrel.
School was the first place that Sid had noticed this phenomenon.
Work was equally as bad. Evenings seemed to pass by in a flash
before the inevitable return to the long working day at the office.
Why spend your life doing things you don’t want to do? It was a
question Sid could not answer for society laid certain expectations
upon you, chiefly that much of life should be filled with either
stress or boredom, chasing something illusive, running, simply
because everyone else does and no one knows what else do
to.

Finally the moment came.
“Evening Dr Hazeman.”

“And a good
evening to you too. I trust you have brought the video. I have
popcorn at the ready... Just kidding you understand.”

Sid fumbled around with the
equipment for a while but eventually Dr Hazeman began to show his
obvious frustration.

“Look, give it
here.”

Dr Hazeman swivelled his laptop
around so they could both see and ejected a small square plastic
memory card from the camera. It was so small that if you sneezed at
the wrong time it could be blown away.

“Here we go
then.”

The room was in
semi darkness due to the fading evening light and the fact that Dr
Hazeman had not yet turned on the table lamp that sat on his desk.
The video was slightly blurred but it was easy to see what was
happening. Due to the night vision technology the whole scene was
bathed in a green hue. It was simply not practical for most people
to sleep with the light on even if it helped the process of
recording sleep. Sid was fascinated and transfixed. He had never
seen himself asleep before, nor anyone else for that matter. He had
on occasion interrupted people who were asleep but never watched
someone sleep in this way. On the video he saw himself tossing and
turning, struggling to get to sleep, getting a glass of water,
drinking it and then padding out to the bathroom, then a second
glass of water. Then he finally fell asleep. Sid could see his eyes
were closed.

“Everything
seems as normal so far.” Said Dr Hazeman,
authoritatively.

Every now and
then the video would flick on when he rolled over or twitched in
bed and each time the timer would jump ahead. It was surprising how
many movements he made during his sleep but most only lasted a few
seconds.

“Its quite
normal to stir in your sleep like that. This is what I would have
expected.”

Then came
something far more dramatic. Sid watched himself sit bolt upright
in bed and then his eyes flick wide open. Next he climbed
confidently out of bed, stripped himself naked and then clothed
himself from the drawer with a seemingly random collection of
mismatched clothes. He was wearing odd socks. Then finally he saw
himself walk towards the door, twist the lock and disappear out of
view with the door clanging behind him. He was now out of sight and
so after the door had finished moving the video stopped.

“Well that was
unexpected. Let’s continue and see what happened next.”

Sid sat goggle
eyed in shocked fascination.
Had he just watched himself sit up in bed and then simply stand up
and walk out? What had happened next? He knew that he was back in
bed the following morning but how long had he been wandering around
the shared stairwell? Had he encountered anyone outside? It was
unlikely that he would have, in the early hours of the morning. It
was then that Sid began to pay careful attention to the time stamp
at the corner of the video. It had moved on to 5am by the time the
next video appeared, two hours later. He saw the door move again
and this time he saw himself reverse the process, strip off his
clothes and replace them neatly in the drawer and put the shorts
and tea shirt he wore at night time, back on. After that the video
was filled with disjointed segments of tossing and turnings during
the night. Sid was shocked into silence by the
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