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Hiram never expected sleep would become so difficult. He has black hair and brown eyes.

Months had passed since the separation from his wife, and although the worst of the nervous breakdown was behind him, the nights remained the hardest part. Sleep came reluctantly, often after hours of staring into darkness while his mind replayed old conversations and imagined different endings. Some mornings he wondered if he had slept at all.

Even so, he kept going.

Every weekday he got up, dressed, caught the bus into town, and sat at his desk before anyone else arrived. Work was one of the few things that still made sense. It gave structure to days that otherwise threatened to blur together.

He switched on his computer and waited while it loaded. His inbox was crowded with the usual collection of emails: questions from clients, reminders from Human Resources, notices about meetings he had no desire to attend, and the occasional message from colleagues asking for clarification on some small point. He worked through them methodically, deleting what could be ignored and replying to those that required an answer.

A knock sounded on the open office door.

"Hiram?"

He looked up to see his manager standing there with a folder.

"I've got another contract for you to review. Nothing unusual, but I want another pair of eyes on it before we send it back."

"No problem."

His manager places the folder on the desk and disappears as quietly as he had arrived.

Hiram opens it and settles into the familiar routine. Clause after clause passed before his eyes. Dates, payment schedules, liability terms, signatures, definitions. He marked a missing reference, corrected an inconsistent paragraph number, and highlighted wording that could be interpreted in two different ways. It was careful, repetitive work, but that suited him. For a few hours his mind had something concrete to focus on.

By the afternoon he was back to routine tasks—updating records, answering another stream of emails, and preparing notes for the next day's meeting.

At five o'clock he shut down his computer, collected his coat, and made the journey home.

The house was quiet.

He heated a simple meal but found himself too tired to eat much. Carrying a mug of tea into the living room, he lowered himself into his favourite chair. He intended only to rest for a few minutes.

The warmth of the room and the exhaustion of another day settled over him. Within moments, he fell asleep in his chair.

A gentle breeze brushed across his face.

Hiram frowned.

That wasn't right.

He slowly opened his eyes.

Gone were the cream-coloured walls of his living room, the television, the bookshelf, and the familiar carpet.

Instead he found himself lying beneath a brilliant blue sky.

Around him stretched an astonishing landscape unlike anything he had ever imagined. 

There were purple headed bushes, trees with leaves that make tinkling sounds, giant plants like rhubarb, giant birds, giant butterflies, giant beetles with rainbow carapaces and waterfalls with rainbows. Nearby grew enormous plants with broad crimson stalks and leaves as large as sails, reminding him of gigantic rhubarb. 

Bushes crowned with vivid purple flower heads swayed gently in the breeze. Towering trees arched overhead, their silver-green leaves touching together to produce delicate tinkling sounds, like hundreds of tiny glass bells chiming in perfect harmony. Insects the size of dogs wandered through the undergrowth. Beetles with polished rainbow-coloured carapaces shimmered as sunlight danced across their shells. Butterflies whose wings were wider than doors drifted lazily between the flowers, painting flashes of blue, orange and emerald across the air.

Above them all, immense birds circled on broad wings. A giant bird swooped down and ate a giant butterfly. 

“Well that’s different!” He says.

He first thinks he is dreaming. “This is a great dream!” He says.

“This is real,” Frith says. 

Standing a few paces away was a person dressed in practical travelling clothes, watching him with an amused smile. He has red hair and yellow eyes.

“Who are you?”

“Name’s Frith and you?”

“Hiram.”

"This is the province of Hevla in the land of Fabia. Come with me. Someone important has been expecting you."

"Expecting me?"

Frith simply smiles.

"You'll understand soon enough."

Curiosity overcame disbelief.

Hiram followed as they walked through the strange landscape, beneath the tinkling trees and past waterfalls whose mist caught the sunlight, scattering brilliant rainbows across the air.

Eventually they reach an elegant palace surrounded by flowering gardens.
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