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He looks simple because he is.  He works at his simple job, and eats Corn Flakes before the daily commute.  He takes extreme care to pour just the right amount of milk, otherwise the bottom flakes might be soggy when he gets to them.    His name is Harold Winston, and he is still alive.
 
Harold wakes up at 4 A.M. on Sunday morning, and realizes the time is much too early for him to be up.  He has nothing to do today, but he would rather be doing nothing at a more convenient time.  His brain is chugging along as if he had been awake for hours, so he knows there will be no going back to sleep.  This is not strictly normal - Harold usually spends eight hours waking up, to his boss's chagrin.  Last Tuesday he had snapped to attention in his dreadfully comfortable office chair, with the stark realization that he had no idea if he had been sleeping, or doing work.  
 
Most of Harold's "mildlights", not quite "high" by most standards, involve the office.  He works at Stalwart's, a high-tech firm that specializes in thwarting thieves with their premium electronic safes.  The inspiring motto, "We're a Safe Bet!" was emblazoned into each employees' mug and brain through corporate indoctrination.
 
   He was once caught by his co-worker, Liam, while he was rummaging through the office garbage can; he had seen someone drop a Big Bucks scratch-off ticket in there, and hoped they read it wrong.  Harold was sure that treacherous Brit, Liam, had spread this bit of gossip about.  At least this must be why Gleason, the attractive & fashionable mail-room manager had turned him down on drinks.  Attractive in a platonic sense, because Harold isn't gay, but he knew Gleason was, and that meant he could be the safety net for any dame to land on once they found out the news.  
 
    Nearly thirty minutes had passed and Harold finally felt the pangs of guilt for still lying in bed, so he abruptly tossed himself off the memory-foam mattress, and clumsily stood up to gain his bearings.  His bare feet did not seem to register what felt odd about the floor, but he was already into his usual routine.  He stumbled towards the mirror, lit by candles, in an otherwise dark room.
 
   His reflection reminded him of how he should look.  He stood nearly 5'11, had a somewhat Nordic complexion, and had hair that might look good if he put some gel in it, but he disliked the greasy feeling that would accompany it, and it turned his passably blonde hair into dirty mottle.  His  casual gaze abruptly fixated on his chin.  There was a slight cut there, and he grimaced in displeasure.  How did it get there?  
 
    This was not all that was amiss.  When did he start lighting his bathroom with candles?  The floor was covered with a rough-shodden rug that was not patterned in any normal manner.  The walls had not been visible to him from the bed, but now he awed at the dark brick and mortar that enclosed him.  This was not his room.
 
     How had he overlooked the oblique, unfamiliar surroundings?  His mind had been foggy, and he had blocked out the unfamiliar stimuli.  The ceiling he had blankly stared at was not the familiar lath and plaster, but stone.  There were no electrical outlets, but unlit candles were stationed around in various positions.  
 
    All thought was banished by an unnatural wail that pierced through his building and encapsulated him in it's menace.  He thrust his hands, and then pillows over his ears, but they did not suffice.  Then it stopped, mercifully.  This was too much for Harold, who realized he was drenched in sweat and could not stop the pulsing anxiety that gripped his chest.
 
   Somewhat counterintuitively, he rushed for the door and flung it open for the hallway, only, there was no hall.  He stammered gibberish as he took in sights that could not be described by his vocabulary.  A pale green landscape, covered in mossy deadwood, and an unreal glow that poured over distant hills.  He had strayed far away from home.
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