
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

What if you slept 
And what if  
In your sleep  
You dreamed  
And what if 

In your dream 
You went to heaven 

And there plucked a strange and beautiful flower 
And what if 

When you awoke 
You had that flower in your hand 

Ah, what then? 
 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge 
 

- - - 
 

They’ve promised that dreams can come true but forgot to 
mention that nightmares are dreams too 

 
Ester Escalante
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ONE 
 
 
Grooming himself in front of the bathroom mirror until it 
reflected a satisfied expression, Norman stepped into a 
cleanly pressed suit, and made his way downstairs. 

It was early Monday morning in the house and his 
mother had her back turned as he entered. 

Noreen Adams was in her element scurrying about with 
boundless energy that showed no sign of tapering off as she 
approached her sixtieth year. Hinged at the waist to 
accommodate an old injury, she looked like Mrs Pacman. 
Placing a bowl of cereal down in front of her son, alongside 
the plate of sliced and buttered toast soldiers, she hurried 
back to the fridge. In silent observation she reminded 
Norman of those old entertainers who would spin plates on 
long beams, darting back and forth to each plate to add spin 
when it began to stagger. He wondered if there could 
possibly be a more expensive hobby to learn. 

“What time will you be back this evening?” she asked, 
returning to fill his glass high with freshly squeezed orange 
juice. 

“Around five thirty,” he said and rubbed the sleep from 
his eyes. 

“What would you like for dinner tonight? I could make 
your favourite again?” 

His favourite was burger and chips and had been since 
he realised that food went in that hole. As a child he had 
picked up the strange desire to stuff crushed salty chips up 
his nose, a detail that his mother still delighted in telling 
family friends at gatherings, much to his embarrassment. 
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“Sounds nice,” he replied, before assembling the 
soldiers in rank file and chomped off their heads. 

He rose and walked to the counter with his juice and 
knocked it back in one go, setting the glass on the surface. 
Ripping a paper towel, Norman made a bed for the injured 
soldiers and pocketed them inside his suit pocket.  

They exchanged byes and each went their separate way; 
Norman to work and his mother to a cold bed to continue 
the hopeless task of finding a comfortable spot that didn't 
hurt her spine. 
 
Arriving at the offices of Richmond and Regan Ltd. at 
8.25a.m., he swapped greetings with the only other person in 
the room at that early hour, before sitting down in silence at 
his station to await the arrival of the rest of the employees or 
his workload for the day, whichever came first. 

“I need you to have these completed and filed before the 
end of the day.” 

The boss slapped a thick band of invoices onto his desk. 
A wiry little man with a scowl permanently etched on his 
head, Walter Richmond looked like a child in a man’s suit, 
such was his tiny frame with the clothes hanging off his 
body like a scarecrow. The only thing that belied his 
youthful appearance was his balding hair. His expanding 
forehead was winning the war against his hairline, pushing 
enemy lines back beyond the comfort zone. For the follicle 
challenged, it seemed every single strand counted and 
would have to be aligned with the other troops to make a 
strong, thick battalion.  

Richmond walked away and stood below a ventilator 
fan in the centre of the room. Pulling the hanging cord, he 
waited for the cool breeze to blow from above. Norman 
watched the blades gather pace, until the wind began to lift 
the thinning hatch of Richmond’s hair up and down like a 
trapdoor. 

With a deep sigh, Norman looked down at the 
mountain of papers on his desk tray and glanced at the 
empty trays of his neighbours. 
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Richmond, invigorated by the shower of cool air, took 
up sentinel in the corner of the room. His desk was 
positioned to give a clear view of all the staff with their 
tables facing his direction in a horseshoe formation. Perched 
upright in his seat, he drew a thin notebook from his drawer 
and placed it on his desk. By its side lay two fat markers, one 
that he uncapped and held over the notebook in 
anticipation. 

Fifteen minutes passed until the next worker appeared; 
a thin rake of a man, who in his eagerness not to be late 
burst through the door and greeted the frowning Richmond 
through a series of wheezes. Having first kicked over a 
wastebasket bin, scattering then gathering a couple of 
crumpled paper balls, he then crashed down at his station. 

“Morning Norman,” he managed in two breaths. 
“Morning Clancy.” 
One by one, the remaining staff filtered into the room 

with Richmond taking notes with each arrival, matching 
their entrance with glances at the wall-clock. The solid oak 
desk was higher than the other tables and as Richmond 
wrote, his thin arms were almost parallel with his rounded 
shoulders. He wiggled in the seat, straightening his back, the 
fidgeting distracting Norman who glanced up to see the 
man’s unease. 

As the hour approached, the room filled with nine 
suited men and women, sorrowful expressions matching 
their drab grey and charcoal suits. All the seats were 
occupied except one, with the frown of tables missing a front 
tooth. Leafing through his notes, Richmond stood and 
addressed the group. 

“Christ,” he mumbled. “Has anybody seen Victor?” 
The group looked up from their stockpile of assorted 

letters, papers and documents first at the empty chair and 
then at each other in baffled silence. 

With no response forthcoming the speaker sat back 
down, a sour expression curdling his face. He began riffling 
back through his notes, casting a periodic glance at his desk 
phone and then at the wall-clock for a second opinion. With 
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each passing minute his face became more animated. At 9:10 
a.m. there was a sudden rattling on wood of a vibrating 
mobile phone at his desk. Hopping from his seat, swiping 
his phone off the desk, Richmond paced across the room to 
the exit, tiny fists pumping back and forth like pistons. 

As a group Norman and his colleagues breathed a sigh 
of relief when he had gone, the poisonous element that had 
infected the room suddenly removed to charge itself 
elsewhere. 

“You think he’ll get the chop?” Clancy asked to his left. 
“I don’t know,” Norman replied. “I hope not.” 
“You remember that graduate? When was it, six months 

ago? Sure the ink was still dry on his contract when he was 
booted out.” 

“Fair point. One thing is for sure though, I wouldn’t like 
to trade places.” 

Suddenly Richmond burst through the door. Coiled into 
a ball of fury he marched straight to Norman’s desk which 
took everyone by surprise, not least Norman who had 
already made a solid start on the invoices. Looking up from 
his stack of papers he looked into the bloodshot eyes of his 
superior. 

“Outside. Now!” 
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