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Run. Don’t stop, I hear a voice say.  I stop and breathe, and look around.  There is no one around me.  My head, it must have been in my head.  There are no other sounds, until I hear a gunshot.  It was probably because I stopped.  Run, and don’t stop, I hear the voice say again.  I run and stop breathing.  Turning a corner down a small alley, I look back.  I came from nothing, it was all black behind.  I am going to nothing, it is all black ahead.  The infinitely tall buildings of red brick on each side of the small alley are getting closer to my sweating body.  Open, the dark voice says.	
	
	I gasp and open my eyes, blinking, looking around.  I am in a bed, a comfortable bed, with a big blanket and a warm body next to me.  He rolls over. 

	“James,” in a whisper. “James,” a little louder.
	“Mm.”
	“James.  I had a bad dream.”
	“You’re fine.  It’s a dream,” he mumbled.
	“I can’t go back to sleep.”
	“You’re fine.”

	One of James’ arms extends to wrap around me.  My eyes squeeze shut.  It’s a dream.  It’s a dream…maybe…but don’t stop, the voice again.  My pace slows and I hear my feet slap against the cold, damp ground, but don’t stop.  “Where do I go?” I ask aloud.  My voice disappears into the darkness.  I look at the building on my right.  It is made of cold, red bricks, crumbling.  It must be old.  The mortar between the bricks is practically nonexistent.  The blocks are wet.  There are no windows on this tall, long side of the building.  Maybe it’s not a building…just a wall.  I look at the building, or wall, on the other side of me.  It’s exactly the same: old, cold, crumbling, seemingly empty.  There is about five feet of black, wet pavement between them, echoing my slow and heavy footsteps between the bricks.  I forget about the voice for a minute, stop, and touch the red wall.  It calms my frantic body.  I look ahead.  There is nothing, it is pitch black, except for the endless buildings.  I look back to see the same view behind me.  These are big buildings, or walls, or whatever they are.  “Where do I go?” I ask aloud.  Don’t stop.  Mag.  Maggie.

	“Maggie,” a little louder than a whisper.
	“Mm.”
	“You were talking in your sleep,” still mumbled.
	“I wasn’t.”
	“Yes, you were. Musta been running a marathon, or something.  Don’t stop, you said.”
	“It was a dream.”
	“You were talking.”
	“I was sleep-talking.”
	“I don’t think so.”
	“James, go to sleep.”
	“Kay.”

	I keep walking, but I hear nothing but footsteps, getting slower and heavier with each slap against the black pavement.  The red crumbled brick buildings are all I see when I look back, besides my strip of sodden asphalt.  Suddenly I approach an opening.  I was right, these must be buildings, and I have made it past this endless side of them.  There is nothing on this end of the buildings either, no windows again.  All that lies before me is a black vista; I don’t want to step forward for fear of nothing being there for my feet to fall on.  I should follow one of the buildings, get to another pathway.  But which way?  No voice bothers to give me an answer.  Ahead of me, it is black, and behind me, it is black; nothing.  The buildings are exactly the same.  I decide to go left, staying close to the wall, and slide my hand against the still cool bricks.  For all I know, this world ends a step away from the side of the empty building.  This wall of the building is much shorter than the other. I reach the end of this very short wall, after twenty-three steps.  The second my foot touches the ground on the twenty-fourth stride, I scream.  I open my eyes and look up.  This time, James is already awake.

	“James!”
	“Are you okay?”
	“I don’t know.”
	“Was it a bad dream again?”
	“I guess so.”
	“Well…it was just a dream, right?”
	“Yeah.”

	James’ arm wraps around me once more and I sink into the comfort of a cozy bed, big blankets, and safe arms.  How much time has been between these conversations?  I have no idea.  I close my eyes and fall asleep once more.  Whatever made me scream was near, I could feel it, but I have no idea what it could be.  The building has dematerialized.  The world is grey now, not black, but there is still nothing around me.  I spin around, looking for something, anything, afraid to move my feet should this be the only spot of actual ground.  When I stop spinning, my world appears not to, and I sway with the force of everything around me going in circles.  Blackness creeps in the edges of my view, but it is not revolving with the rest of my surroundings.  It slowly starts to cover my gray spinning world, and the building comes back into view, hazily.  Blackness creeps around the building, starting at the corners, seeping up, left, right, around.  Stop, I hear.  But I’m already stopped.  It is coming nearer.  I can feel it boring into my eyes, whatever it is.  It hits my toes; I can feel the pressure seeping up my body.  I look down to watch it; my feet are invisible, matching the now completely black, motionless world.  Breathe.  Stop. Mag.

	“Mag,” I hear. “Maggie.  Mag.  Wake up.  It’s a dream, Maggie, wake up,” I hear.  “Maggie.  Maggie, Breathe.  Oh god.  Maggie.  Stop dreaming.  Breathe!”

	Stop.

