                                                                              The Taunting Nightmare
December 15, 2016, is the day I will die. 
            The words were printed boldly in blue ink between two pages of a red diary. Zane recognized the handwriting as Amelia’s and dropped the diary to her feet as a rush of cold chill ran down her spine. She felt certain the words were real and Amelia had truly written them. However, it was absurd.  How could these have been her sister’s words when she had been dead for two years?
            She stood in the attic and let her eyes travel to the bookshelf. The brown transparent cylinder bottle was still filled with ashes.  She shook her head and ran her hands through her black curly hair. Finally, she sighed, picked the diary up and flipped through the pages repeatedly; there was nothing else. On the back of the diary a blue ballpoint pen hung from the leather cover; She inspected it. There was no mistaking the pen for anything other than the gift she’d received as a birthday present from her boss just months ago.  
            Perhaps she was mistaken about the writing? She rushed to the bookshelf and found her old letters, letters she had received from Amelia before her death. She compared the words in the diary with the handwriting on the letters.  It was the same.  She dropped the diary, pen and all, on the old table and laughed bitterly. This was like horror movie. The dead return to life and scare the living. Perhaps the writing in the diary would be enough evidence for Zane to believe Amelia had come to life again if she wasn’t trained to question such things. Zane was a detective. 
            Zane’s thoughts were stolen from her by the sound of a loud creak below her feet. Someone was coming up the old wooden stairwell, up to the attic. After the creak, the footsteps echoed like a stampede of elephants, and she un-holstered her gun and gripped it lightly but firmly. 
“Who’s there?” She asked
 She heard the footsteps retreat so she carefully walked down the dark stairwell toward the living room. The closer she got, the further the sound of the footsteps seemed. A shadow shaped almost like a flame appeared from the foot of the stairs and she pointed her flashlight toward it. She could see her old boxes, stored underneath the stairwell, but no sign of the intruder.
            The footsteps began to fade as she moved closer to the living room, but a buzzling sound suddenly startled her. She pointed the flashlight toward the buzzing. It was just a cicada.  It rested on the mirror in the restroom and Zane’s flashlight shone through the open door to where it clung to the glass. She stared at the insect, wondering how it got inside but a loud slam came from the patio door. Zane raced towards it as the evening breeze whooshed into the house. She held onto the knob and fought against the wind, finally forcing the door shut although it took all her strength. A loud thud sounded behind her and she whirled around, pointing her gun at a dark object looming toward her.
“I have a gun!” she screamed
Heart racing and legs shaking a little as she tried to make something of the dark. She couldn’t see who or what was there. She held the gun steady, trying to form shapes from the shadows. All effort to concentrate disappeared as her ringtone suddenly sounded and she involuntarily pulled the trigger. She heard an empty click and then a loud bang shot through the night as she leapt from her bed, suddenly awake. 
            Zane immediately ran her hands beneath her pillow but even finding her gun safe under it didn’t slow her rapid heartbeat or take the icy sweat from her body.  Her phone vibrated and the ringtone continued. She looked up, towards her curtain which swung to and fro  the window of her bedroom. She knew the phone was just the alarm. Above her window, the wall clock hung. She sighed.  It was 5.00AM. Last night’s rain hadn’t stopped yet, and as Zane walked to close her window, she felt her dampened night gown clinging against her skin.
Another night with that damned nightmare. 
             This wasn’t Zane’s first time. She closed the window and thought about Mira. Her partner hinted that the continuous occurrence could have meant her dream carried symbolic meaning towards Amelia. Perhaps it was even a clue if Amelia really were alive. Zane didn’t know about that but knew her judgment suffered because of its reoccurrence. It clouded her thinking enough that in in her last case, she shot at an innocent man with his daughter because she convinced herself the man was a kidnapper. 
             She looked at the clock again.  At 5.30 am, she would have been at work but the shooting resulted in Evans taking her badge and suspending her. She would have a long break from work and at least for today, boredom. She reached into the drawer of the nightstand and brought out her journal. A business card fell to the floor and she picked it up. Mira gave the card to her on the day she was suspended. 
Mira told her to call this Zeta, to call and hire the private detective to get answers about Amelia. Naturally, Zane had protested.
 “Wouldn’t it sound ridiculous to tell a P.I. that I need help finding a dead person?” 
 “But you aren’t sure about her being death or alive and since it’s a dream that keeps coming back, it’s eating you up inside. You need to do something.”  Mira responded.
“It sounds crazy, right? A detective basing her evidence on a dream” Zane said
“Exactly why, you need to call this PI, to assist you in the investigation.” Mira concluded 
[bookmark: _GoBack]            Zane picked her phone from the night table and dialed the private investigator. He groused about being busy but nonetheless agreed to meet at 1:00 pm. Zane hung up the phone and got back in bed, quietly staring into the ceiling of her room. As the ceiling fan rotated continuously, she felt her stomach grow queasy so looked away but in the process, saw a picture of Amelia. The light skinned girl with a wavy hair and hazel eyes dazzled that day with a mysterious smile. Zane could almost imagine her full lips moving and could almost hear Amelia’s voice. 
“Do you think I am dead? Do you think I’m alive?”
            She stared at Amelia’s photo, still unable to decide if her sister was alive or dead. She almost smiled as she realized even thinking along these lines would have seemed impossible in the past. Back then she always knew where Amelia was.  Her mind raced backward to that night, the one that remained vivid in her mind.


