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      Robert Ramsey awoke in an unknown location. His mind and everything about him went from being in the dark to being awake in a world of green grass.

      His body was stretched out on the grass, looking up. There were trees, tall ones . . . pine trees swaying in the wind. The smell of freshly mowed grass. Green he realized grass was the smell of color. He smiled amused. He had never thought of colors as having smells.

      There was a breeze, but he couldn’t feel it. He saw it as the trees swayed. An occasional raindrop fell on his face. The drop came down so slowly he could see it splatter on his face.

      His first thought was . . . this is weird.

      It was an odd, different, freaking experience. He watched the trees to see the wind. When he concentrated very, very hard on feeling the wind on his face, it  moved across his body like a feather tickling his skin.

      Another oddity.

      He saw water pooled on the grass, but his clothes weren’t wet. He wasn’t cold. Maybe he was having a virtual experience, like someone using a virtual machine. He’d never used one, but he’d seen it on cable TV.

      Also why couldn’t he smell the grass? Or feel cold? Or hear birds? He chuckled. Birds were smart enough not to be in a puddle of water while it was raining.

      Little pictures kept flashing in his mind. A crazy man, wild eyes, mouth twisted in a grin that made Robert feel queasy.

      Robert was shouting, “Run! Run! Run! Keep running!”

      Then someone was holding him, crying.

      He realized that none of the images or words comforted him. The imaginings were from the dark place. Now, he was in the green place where he didn’t get wet, even lying in a puddle. The wind and rain didn’t make him cold.

      Yeah, he was dreaming. This was a big, fat, excellent dream.

      There was a girl . . . a pretty girl with long brown hair and a nice smile. She’d smiled at him, but she was also crying. Then his memories jumped around and jumbled together.

      He remembered the doctors and nurses talking about him. His mother crying and the doctor sending her away. Then everything was quiet. All the talking and beeping and machine noises stopped.

      Darkness surrounded him.

      Now the world was green, cloudy, and real. He awoke on the ground, not in a bed. He sat on wet grass in drizzling rain. He looked down. He had a suit on. The one his father bought him for an interview.

      He couldn’t remember what interview. College? Yes, college. Then that memory floated away. Confusion replaced the memory. His mind moved from one thing to another. He couldn’t put it all together.

      Did the doctors throw him out of the hospital? Why? Maybe he was better? He remembered being hurt.

      He had to call his parents. He searched his pockets for a phone. Nothing. His pockets were empty. He couldn’t even find lint.

      He stood and glanced around. Next to him was a grave marker, about a foot and a half high. He glanced left and found a row of grave markers. He looked right, more gravestones. These were flat and embedded in the ground.
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