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    For those who love to solve mysteries, even the ones that haven't happened yet...
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RUBY ROBINSON’S peaceful sleep took a jarring turn for the worst. She thrashed in her bed, her dreams twisting into a nightmare. Her hand swung out, hitting the headboard with a hollow thud. The sudden pain shocked her awake and she jolted upright in bed, her eyes wide and dazed. After a long moment, she recognized the familiar patterns of her white popcorn ceiling. She was back in her own room.

Lying back down, Ruby tried to coax herself into sleep, but the effort was useless. The images from her dream clung to her. She sat up and pushed the heavy pink-striped blanket off her legs. The bedroom air was cool as it drifted in from the window, a welcome contrast to the clammy sweat that now slicked her skin. Ruby was drenched. She stumbled to her dresser, pulled out a fresh set of clothes, and tiptoed to the bathroom. As she stepped into the shower, the warm water drummed against her skin. But even the steady rhythm of the water couldn't wash away the chilling images that replayed behind her eyelids.

A red beetle; the car was flipped on its side, sound of glass shattering, and the scream that clung to her memory felt fresh.

She quickly turned off the water and stepped out of the shower stall, her body trembling. Ruby grabbed the white cotton towel off the towel bar and dried off, wrapping the towel around herself. Ruby sighed. “That felt so real," she whispered to her reflection. She wiped the steam from the mirror and grabbed her brush. "Amber is going to laugh that I'm dreaming about her. I bet she’s going to say I'm just making it up so she doesn't buy a car anytime soon. I just know she will."

"Ruby, is that you?" her mother, Alice, called softly from the other side of the door.

"Yeah. Did I wake you?" Ruby called back, her voice still shaky.

"No, I was already up. What are you doing up so early?" Alice opened the bathroom door, her brow furrowed with concern.

Still feeling the fear from the dream, Ruby couldn’t force herself to mention it. She felt she’d be laughed at or ridiculed. "I couldn’t sleep."

"First day of school jitters?" Alice asked, picking up Ruby’s clothes and tossing them into the hamper.

"I guess," Ruby mumbled.

"Alright. I'll make breakfast. Be quiet so you don't wake your sister."

"I will." Ruby watched her mother leave the bathroom. She finished brushing her hair and went downstairs, her father already sitting at the kitchen table, reading the newspaper.

"You're up early," Jack said, lowering the paper.

"I couldn't sleep. Bad dreams," Ruby whispered so her mother wouldn’t hear.

"I'm sorry to hear that. You ready for another year of school?"

"No. But who is?"

"Amber," Jack said with a chuckle.

Ruby scoffed. "Why does she love school so much? It’s the worst place in the world."

"You may think so, but she doesn't." Jack folded the paper and placed it on his plate. "I better go wake her up. When will breakfast be ready, Alice?"

"Oh, twenty minutes."

"Okay. I'll let Amber know."

"Thanks, dear."

Jack strolled out of the kitchen with his bathrobe hanging open, revealing shorts and a plain t-shirt underneath. A moment later, Ruby heard a muffled sound from Amber’s room as Jack hollered a wake-up call, confirming Amber was indeed yelling at him to let her sleep in. Ruby normally loved mornings, but the dream was still haunting her. Trying to get it off her mind, she poured a glass of orange juice and drank it down. She poured another glass and watched her mother cook breakfast. The kitchen filled with the delicious smells of sizzling sausage and eggs.

As Ruby ate, a sudden chill swept over her. She assumed it was just the morning air, but a new wave of unease followed. Across the table, Amber picked up the newspaper and flipped the page. "Oh, wow!" Her eyes lit up with a familiar glow. "Dad?"

"Yes?"

"I know you said we have to wait until we’re eighteen, but..." Amber turned in her seat and pulled the newspaper down. "Dad, I’ve just got to have this car."

The words sounded too familiar, like today had already played itself out once. The moment Ruby realized it was from the dream that still spooked her, Ruby shot up, a scream caught in her throat. She tore the paper from Amber’s hand, her eyes locking on the ad. Red beetle. The words in her head were a deafening, panicked chorus. "No! This can’t be real.”

As Ruby’s mind went over the dream from the night before, Amber’s words seemed to quiet down to a whisper. "Hey, give that back!" Amber pulled the paper from Ruby’s loosened fingers, and showed the ad to their father. "I’ll work extra hours and pay for it myself. Please."

Ruby wanted to cry. She didn’t want to lose her sister—she was all she had. Ruby turned to face her, her face pale. "Don’t get the car, Amber! Please, don’t get the car!"

Amber barely looked at Ruby, the tone in her voice serious. "Shut up, Ruby.” Her tone change back to the pleading, happy, sound. “Please, Dad. You know I can be responsible. I’ll keep my grades up. I won’t drive it more than I should. Just think of all the time you’ll save if I have my own car."

Jack looked at Alice. "Alright. But you’re paying for it yourself."

"I will! I promise!" Amber jumped up and wrapped her arms around their father. She ran out of the kitchen, screaming in joy.

Ruby slumped in her chair, shaking her head. “You can’t let her get the car, Dad. You just can’t!” She knew this was not going to end well. If this much was already happening exactly like the dream, the ending would be too.

Jack switched seats and picked up Ruby’s hand, his expression softening. "I know you don’t think this is fair, Ruby, so when you turn sixteen, you can get a car as well."

"That’s not it, Dad."

"What is it then?"

Ruby opened her mouth to tell him, but the words died in her throat. They wouldn’t believe her. It was just a dream, after all. Dreams can’t tell the future. She shrank even further into her chair. "Never mind."

Jack stood up and kissed the top of her head. "Since you’re ready for school, want me to drop you off on my way to work?"

"No, I’ll walk."

"Okay." He leaned over and kissed Alice on the cheek.

Ruby forced a strained smile as she stood. She went upstairs, grabbed her things, and left the house. Amber left with Tommy in his car.

Two days later, Amber had the car, and her boyfriend was fixing it up. Ruby could see her sister's excitement, and she wanted to be happy for her. But the dream loomed over her like a storm cloud. Every day, she feared that would be the day she saw the car flipped on its side and Amber crying for help—just like the dream. A few months drifted by, and Ruby slowly began to forget about the dream. Her spirits lifted, and she started enjoying car rides with Amber.

“This is the coolest car ever, Amber,” Ruby said, her voice enthusiastic. “How fast does this little car go?”

“I don’t  know and I’m not going to try to find out. Tommy still has to work out a few bugs. Oh, hey, can I drop you off here?”

Ruby turned her head and saw Amber’s friends by the school’s main entrance. “I get it. You don’t want to be seen with your younger sister. Sure, I’ll get out.”

“Thanks, Ruby.”

Ruby opened the door and climbed out of the car. She pulled her bag from the floor and closed the door. As she watched Amber drive off, she heard a familiar voice from behind her. It was her best friend, Judy. They walked to class, discussing the current project from history class.

A few weeks later... One bitter cold morning, Ruby left home early to study for a test. A sudden, violent crash echoed behind her, and she turned around. The sight of the red beetle on its side was a physical shock. Every detail was an exact replica of her dream. Time seemed to slow as Ruby stood frozen in place. 

Her body screamed at her to run, but she couldn't. The fear was paralyzing her. Then, their neighbor, Mr. Frank Adams, rushed out of his front door and sprinted passed her. He leaped onto the car, scrambled inside a broken window, and pulled Amber from the wreckage. As he pulled Amber out, Ruby took a breath and collapsed.
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​​​​FIVE YEARS LATER, the afternoon sun streamed into the family room, creating a hazy glow as Ruby and Amber sat across from each other, playing a worn-out card game. The clack of cards on the coffee table punctuated the silence. Ruby didn’t have any yellow left so she drew a card. Luckily, it was a “change color” card. Before slapping it down on the pile, Ruby studied the assorted cards still in her hand. She mostly had red. “Red.” Ruby tossed the card onto the pile and pulled her hand away. 

Ruby watched her sister’s face as she waited for her move. Ruby quietly tapped her foot. Amber hadn’t said anything as she studied her cards. The silence drove Ruby nuts. Amber lifted her hand and pulled from the face-down stack and slowly pulled it up. Amber’s smile was all teeth as she pulled the card up and slapped down on the pile, a “draw four” card, calling out, “Yellow!”

Ruby sighed, pulling four new cards from the stack. The deck felt heavy and warm in her hands as she organized the jumble of colors. Her hand was now a thick fan of cards, while Amber had just two left. Ruby knew the game was over. Amber always won.

“Uno,” Amber announced, laying down a yellow “draw two” card.

“Seriously?” Ruby groaned, tossing her cards onto the table in frustration. “I quit.”

“Aww, come on,” Amber pleaded, picking up the cards. “Just one more round?” She began shuffling the cards for another round.

“No, thank you. It’s no fun when it’s just two people. And you win way too often.”

“Fine.” Amber spun around in her chair. “Mom, can I go over to Tommy’s house?”

Alice looked up from the news, her face illuminated by the flickering TV screen. “Alright. Be back in an hour. Dinner will be ready.”

“Okay!” Amber shot out of her chair and ran out of the room, leaving a sudden quiet in her wake.

Ruby picked up the cards, pushing them back into the box before returning them to the white-painted cabinet. The doors creaked as she opened them, releasing the faint, dusty smell of old board games that hadn’t been played in years. As she and Amber grew older, their shared interest in games had faded. Today was one of the few days Amber had actually been home, and now she was gone again, off to see her boyfriend. Ruby felt a pang of nostalgia for the days when they did everything together. The games of “make-over” was always Amber’s favorite, adding a fresh coat of makeup to Ruby’s plain face. Ruby didn’t like it, but it always made Amber happy, so she let her indulge in it. Afterwards, they’d go to the mall so Ruby could be showed off.

They would come home with a few phone numbers stuffed in Ruby’s pocket. “I’m not calling these boys, Amber. You know that, right?”

“Ruby, you’re no fun. Just give in a little and have some fun with it. They don’t mean any harm.”

“I’m not interested, Amber. Here,” Ruby said as she would hand over the phone numbers. It was the same every time. Ruby couldn’t understand why Amber didn’t get it. She wasn’t into it. 

At the time, Amber was dating Tommy, so she would always say, “Nope, this was all you. I can’t cheat on Tommy. It wouldn’t be right.” And the fight would begin. Every time.

Ever since Amber’s accident, she seemed desperate to be somewhere else, away from Ruby. Ruby still regretted the day she had mentioned the dream. It was the first time she had ever said anything about it. Amber looked her in the eye with a serious look on her face. “Has anyone ever told you how weird you are? No wonder you’re having dreams about other people. You’re a psycho, Ruby.”

That was the turning point in Ruby’s life. She swore that she wouldn’t tell another soul about the dreams again. But then the dreams kept coming. After the car crash, other premonitions followed. She once dreamed of a total stranger knocking on the front door. The next day, the same man, dressed in the exact same clothes, came by and asked Amber out on a date. Of course, Amber was with Tommy, so she turned him down.

Several months later, Ruby had another dream. It had been hot all day. Alice kept saying there would be a storm coming, she’d seen it on the news. Ruby rolled her eyes at it, thinking the newscaster could be wrong—he’d been wrong before. She dressed for bed and crawled under the sheets. They were cold against her hot skin and she was asleep fast.

The crackling sound got Ruby’s attention first. As she opened her eyes, colors of red and orange danced on the walls and ceiling. There was a clash of thunder and a strike of lightning. Sparks flew into the room. Ruby put out the sparks that made their way to the bed and jumped up. The tree outside her window was burning. She could feel the heat coming at her in waves. Ruby yelled and she ran out of the room. Her family followed her out of the house and they stood in the front yard, watching as Ruby’s room burned. The firemen stopped it from escaping the room, but Ruby lost everything.

The next morning, Ruby couldn’t get the thought out of her head. “Ruby, when you go to bed tonight, I don’t want your window open.”

“Yes, Mother.”

Alice pulled a dish from the cabinet and noticed something on it. “Maria!” she yelled out as she left the kitchen.

Later on that day, the storm came. Ruby looked at her mother as if she’d had the gift. “I
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