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They had told her that her dreams were normal, if dreams could ever be so classified. Dr. Ruth, that was her name, had told Suzie this in her two-story office, situated between two worlds. On one side were the hills, green and vibrant and on the other lay the vast mesa that encompassed Suzie’s world. 


“No dear,” she had said, blithely unaware that Suzie was in fact thirteen years old, “Recurring dreams don’t mean that you’re crazy or other such nonsense, merely thatchuv’ got a well formed imagination.”


“Oh well, I had never imagined such.” Suzie replied offhandedly, gazing around this small, though well appointed office, which felt rather clinical. 


She was anxious to be away, and the desert silt softly rasping outside, filled her gut with anxiety. 


“Well thank you for your time and help, but I think we’d best be off,” stated her mother in a very brisk voice. 


“Well, good day then, and don’t you worry, Suzie, you’ll be just fine.”


It was the perfect night to be outside her house, in her blue-green tent, which sat on the edge of her plot of verdant grass. It was cool, and dry, with the desert flora brushing her tent with soft fingers. Coyotes were howling, out over the distant moon, under the empty and black sky. It was clear, so that every star stood out in perfect, burning symmetry. Needless to say, light was literally non-existent and the distant plateaus were entrenched in night’s inky grasp. Droning on in the distance, the wind lulled her mind into a thinly wrought stupor. The webs of her stupor grew thicker and warmth grew in her mind and she was asleep. Seconds before her mind flashed out like a light, she knew with a grim certainty that the dream would come again tonight. 


She was out again in a black chamber of desert, with a toy bauble moon chained in a black, dim sky. Her eyes flashed  pictures as she sought to make out her location. She knew not where this place was, but it felt wrong. The blackness was wrought blackly, the desert floor felt dead, sown apart from reality. She could hear a train call, in a voice, that seemed loud, too loud. Where were the tracks, it was not right. Not right that tracks were not there but the roar of a raging freight train, metal against metal, clashing and crashing. In made her mind ache. A ghastly cold wind picked up and held a sweet smell, pungent with death and something she could not make out. The bastard sound rang out again, staccato and clear, in her muddled thoughts. The sickly moon was tinted as if it were bleeding. A red rain pattered down from it into her open eyes and she blinked furiously to cleanse her eyes.  It came, out of this thick black wall of sky, stars lacking from a virtual black portrait. A bright pin of light lurched into view making a roaring turn, its light was tinged red as this crimson moon bled. The ground pooled with water, none had seeped through its scoured countenance. The train bellowed in fury and the point of light grew to intangible proportions. Loud beyond belief now , it grated at her ears, the bass moan tearing at her gut. She ran to one side, but when she turned it was closer, deafening and blinding, she felt sick at heart. She stumbled once of the oil-slick ground and fell to stare at the bleeding moon. She was drowning in this unholy liquid, when she saw the train pass over her. The rain muted its sound, and she faintly heard a girl cry out. Suddenly, the fear associated with this recurring dream reached a peak. She had never heard this before in the course of her nightmares. She pulled herself out of the red mire and looked around under the gigantic train, which had mysteriously stopped, also new, and wrong. Usually, she would have been awake by now and she felt out of place. Suzie strained with all of her will to awake, but it was to no avail. Then, as she turned around, she saw the little girl, glowing with a phantasmal blue aura, so contrasting to the reds brown of the desert. Presently she noticed the moon had returned to its usual state and she felt as if reality had dawned on her. The train was a freight train, a real one and with a start she realized she had awoken, but she knew not where. The scene was the same except it was reality, and the ground felt comforting under her. The vividly light sky was clear, refreshingly so. 


“Pleeasssee, help me, I’ve sought you for ages, you and you alone can save me now,”

Suzie heard this faint and mysterious voice and saw that the apparition was there in front of her eyes. She had not awoken as she had thought and a rush of fear filled he, would she ever awake, or live forever in this world of strange apparitions and bloody skies. 


“I have waited long, please…” The girl pleaded.

Presently, Suzie took acute notice of the girl, only around eight and dressed in the garb of many years past. 


“How in the hell could I help you” Suzie nearly screeched, furious about this whole vague affair. What do you need from me that you can’t get from anyone else? In fact, it was probably you that’s been haunting me, you ghoulish little witch. For three long years you gave me these senseless dreams, and only now you tell me what you really want.”


“My apologies, for any explanation I might conjure up would not be sufficient for a mortal to understand. But, there is only one thing I ask of you: Take this amulet, wear it, and it will keep the dreams away, for it was not me who brought this upon you. But, in return I shall need you to never go without it, for the rest of your affairs in this world. For when you sleep without this, you will wish you had ended as I did.”


“I….I …,” faltered Suzie in a croaking voice. “I would be grateful to be rid of this burden of dreams, but why shall this amulet help you if it is given to me…..”


“I was once confronted as you were, with the same nightmares, and a girl of years past presented unto me the likesame charm, confronted me with the same choice, but I refused it. And so this girl chose to haunt me until I took it upon myself to end this suffering. But even in death, salvation came not. I was haunted forever to wear this amulet, for my refusal. I fear for you, but want my sorrow ended and you likewise, want yours ended. I broke the pattern, please restore it.”


“Why have you done this to me”


“It was beyond my choosing, now take this and return to your place, for my time here is short.”

She whispered urgently.


“ I accept it then, for have no choice to make.”

And so, the girl pressed the amulet, a red gem on a slender golden chain, into Suzie outstretched hand.


Faintly Suzie heard the apparition make one final statement that was droned out by the train’s roar as it began to struggle into motion. “If you do forget the amulet, only ….close to ……..heart ………save you, they …….. …….gem, ……..curse ……be lifted”

Suzie awoke in her tent, very groggy. She stretched her arms to nearly the roof of the modest tent and blinked in the hot desert sunlight. Immediately, she felt something cold on her neck and looked down to see an amulet. She pondered over this for a moment and then walked into her house where her mother awaited her with a harried, but enthused grin on her face. 


“Oh my Suzie, where ever did you get that Necklace” 


“Oh, I found when I was walking through the back yard.” Suzie remarked offhandedly.

What really bothered her was that she had no idea where she had gotten this odd trinket. She had no recollection of any dreams last night, maybe she was finally getting over them. It felt good, but she was still a bit doubtful of this odd bit of metal and gem, how it had just magicked into her hand. 


That night after school, she informed her mother how she hadn’t had the dream that past night. 


“I think that might just be worth some money, if you’ve not become attached to it,” her mother suggested softly.


“Yes, but somehow I think It might just come in handy someday. And I think it’s awfully pretty. But if you think it would get us some quick cash, letting me keep some of it, I’d be much obliged.” Suzie said.


Something about this whole thing wasn’t right, but she couldn’t quite place it. Certainly it was nice, and free, but there must be some other reason, subliminally urging her to keep it. It was a vague inconsistency that was lost in thought as she sighed and set to work on her many hours of studying ahead.

 Suzie was lying in bed now, at 2 am, trying to fall asleep, but the necklace felt abrasive against her skin, oddly warm and darker in hue. She felt like she needed it but couldn’t think why, one of those silly intuitions, she presumed and unclasped it and put in next to her bed. Closing her eyes, Suzie began to drift off to sleep when she suddenly remembered everything. It hit her like a wave, and she realized that if she didn’t awake from here revelry now, she would drift down a dark, dark path. But it was a losing battle, and all her fatigue caught up with her. She could hear evil voices and the darkness grew blacker, one final sound erupted in her mind, the faint cry of a small girl, racked with pain and then a hoarse, dry laugh, followed by the silencing of Suzie. Her heart stopped cold, her eyes flared open and her hands clutched at the sheets in sick horror. 

Mother entered the room, thinking pleasant thoughts, and then her eyes drifted toward Suzie. Lying on the bed, her eyes wide in an expression of acute terror, pools of black, where once blue had been. Little flames reflected in them, but only for a second. She stood there, in grim fascination, until the reality of it struck her. Her only daughter was dead, she could hear the newswoman say, and then suddenly she shrieked in pain, and fell reflexively to her knees next to her daughter. She lay over her crying her head on her small, still chest. Through tear streaked eyes she saw something that brought out an animal hatred in her. The little crimson medallion sitting on her table, glinting with a dark light. She grabbed it into her hand in blind rage and hurled it against the wall and it shattered. Spilling onto the carpet little red drops, as if it were full of blood. She stood again in rapt horror as it gradually spread over the beige carpet and then, stopped. She took another glance at her daughter, and saw that she was stirring. Sudden hope built up and she ran to her small daughter and prayed for her to wake. Slowly, Suzie’s eyes cracked open and she smiled diffidently. 


“You saved me from....well, from whatever and now I’m back.”


“It doesn’t matter dear, just as long as you’re back with us now.” She whispered softly into Suzie’s ear.


“ I think this whole nightmare is over now” Suzie said finally, and lay down on her bed again, glancing at the place the amulet fell but seeing only a red stain on the carpet. She could rest in  peace now from these strange spirits and evil entities that had haunted her dreams. The last thing that remained now was the carpet. But the stain would not be washed out, and so, despite their relatively tight budget, they bought a nice new rug. All was well, for now at least.

