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To all of the dreamers in this realm.
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Every young girl has dreams. Some dream of being a supermodel or a nurse, a doctor or a fireman, a teacher, a writer or a rock star. Savannah Dawn has dreams too. But she mostly dreams of a life without nightmares.  
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Chapter 1

My name is Savannah Dawn and I was named for the place of my conception, whatever that means. I’ll be eleven years old come next March. I love to swim and I hate school. I guess that’s all I know to say about myself except sometimes I see things... like in a dream. Not the stuff most folks talk about. I’ve never dreamed of falling off a cliff or being naked in public and besides those things aren’t scary. As a matter of fact, I think dreams like that are silly. There aren’t any cliffs around here and the only time I take my clothes off is to bathe and then I put them right back on. 

The dreams used to bother me but they don’t anymore.  When I was younger, I would wake up crying in the middle of the night. Mama would bring me a glass of milk and sit beside me in the dark. I’d tell her what I saw and she’d say, “they’re just nightmares honey; nothing but unconsecrated visions.” 

As I got older I felt like Mama didn’t want to hear about the things that troubled my slumber. A few times it seemed to rile her, so I learned to stay quiet and get my own milk. When she mentioned it to the doctor, I told him I didn’t see things anymore. But I did.  

Most times what I dream comes to pass but every so often it doesn’t, and that’s a good thing. It gets tiresome seeing all the sorrow in people’s past and the tragedy some are headed for. Too bad I never saw what lay in store for Papa; it would have saved us all a heap of sorrow.

Preacher Zeb calls them revelations and says I shouldn’t tell a soul about what I see except him. Zeb is an ex-Marine and a retired pastor. He was also my papa’s best friend. Last summer he baptized me in the Neches River with only God as our witness. We made a pinky swear to keep it secret. A pinky swear ain’t like a promise to God – it’s a promise not to tell Mama. She would have had a fit knowing I washed my sins in dirty water, not to mention I nearly drowned while waiting on the Holy Spirit. 

My sister got the spirit once at The First Assembly of God in downtown Trinity. She was sitting on the front pew making goo-goo eyes at Brother Tim when all of a sudden she went limp as a dishrag. The brother hollered ‘hallelujah’ and flew down from the pulpit. He smacked her on the forehead then Jodi jumped up and started shaking all over and everybody went crazy. 

It took me a minute to realize what was going on; it took Mama about a minute and a half. 

Jodi said she felt like a movie star when the whole congregation wanted to touch her. She done it so folks would think she was special, that’s what she said. I always thought she was special so I didn’t care one way or the other but it sure was funny watching her dance around with her hands in the air shouting alley baba - naba -naba daba- daba doo. 

She was doing a different dance after we got home and Mama whipped her for blaspheming the Holy Ghost.

I don’t like referring to the Lord’s essence as a ghost. Mama says they’re the same thing but I know she’s never seen either one or she wouldn’t say that.  I also know spirits don’t always live in a body; some of them live in drinks of alcohol. 

“They always seem good at first but you drink down in that bottle far enough and you’ll get a bad one.” That’s what the preacher said and I reckon he should know. He tries to make me feel better... help me understand Mama when she drinks too far down. After a few sips, she’s sweet as pie and I’m her little darling. After a few bottles she laughs and cuts up and everything is funny but by the fifth one, the one where the demons lay waiting, there’s where she gets mad and starts with the name calling. I’m always the girl dog in heat when she drinks that much. 

At least she doesn’t hit me now. She hasn’t hit me in a while, not since she knocked my tooth loose and had to keep me home. I got to skip school for a whole week. When the blood cleared up in my eye Mama sent me back to class with a note that said Please excuse Savannah Rycan for being absent. She has been under a doctor’s care. My teacher read it and said, “That’s not much of an excuse.” I just shrugged my shoulders. It was a pitiful explanation but I wasn’t about to tell her anything more so she’d have something to blather about in the teacher’s lounge. 

Teachers are the most gossiping bunch of old busy bodies in the world; anyway, I knew Mama was sorry for what she’d done. I heard her crying and asking Jesus to forgive her. She asked him to make me see out of my right eye again and I believe he answered her because I can see shadows now. I told her not to worry, it didn’t hurt and my left eye works real good. That’s the one I look down the barrel with.

Mama’s got a new beau, that’s what she calls the man that visits when it’s past everybody’s bedtime. She makes me and Jodi go to bed early on those nights but we don’t always go to sleep. 

It
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