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A young girl tossing and turning in her bed. Sweat glistens in the moonlight above her upper lip. No one is around except for the dream people. In this case, it was that of the night marish kind.

Blond, wavy hair covered her eyes when she awoke from the treacherous dream, which she would not remember. She is sitting up against her wooden headboard. Her name is Emily, and she was trying to catch her breath.

She didn’t realize at the exact moment it happened, but she squealed just enough for her father to be alerted.

As Emily was looking from left to right in this hideous darkness of her bedroom, which was only as bright as the moon or sun let it be. Obviously, the moon brought a little mischief in the night. Ominous thoughts jumping around in Emily’s mind like acrobats of death fighting for their lives.

A gingerly knock came upon the bedroom door.

“Hun? You okay?” Words of a tired, single father pronounced with a little slur from the lack of sleep he had gotten.

Emily responded that she was okay but asked for a glass of water. She heard her father’s feet stomp down the stairs in a staggering manner.

“Remember...”  Emily began. But her father finished her sentence. “Three ice cubes in the glass.”

Emily was a very particular person. There had to be three ice cubes in every single glass of water that she consumed. One cube for each of her years that her mother was alive to see. Emily had a certain attachment to the number three. The three amigos, the three musketeers and the first three years of her life that she could barely remember.

She was breathing at a normal rate by the time her father staggered up each of the eight stairs that brought him to the second level of the house. Another courteous knock. “Come in.” Emily answered.

Her father Doyle entered the mid-sized room that was too small to be a master but was big enough for this sixteen-year-old girl. The cold glass was passed to Emily, almost slipping out of Doyle’s tired hand. She took three large gulps and gave a big exhale.

“Just a dream princess. Finish the glass and go to bed.” Before he left the room, he went to kiss his daughter on the forehead, and he found it to be feverish. He proceeded to the hallway closet to retrieve a thermometer.

By the time that Doyle reentered the bedroom, the glass only consisted of three melting ice cubes. All the water had been drunk.

Emily placed the thermometer under her tongue and waited for the beeps of the thermometer. It took about thirty-five seconds, which was much more than usual. When the beeps came, Doyle’s suspicion was proved to be true. Emily had a fever of 102.1.

“Okay kiddo. You are sick.” Words spoken by a person whose worries had perked him up a bit. “Get some sleep and I’ll see you in the morning. Goodnight princess.” “Night Dad.”

The father left and closed the door behind him. Emily laid her feverish head on her pillow and looked at her alarm clock. It was 4:06 AM. She had almost three hours of sleep to catch before she had to get ready for school.

Staring at the digital clock, Emily watched the minutes tick away before finally falling asleep. The few minutes that she had watched the clock for were of wonderment. Trying to remember what she had dreamt of. She did not remember, and the morning would bring no answers as well.

The high schooler would have to put this one behind her and see what the morning would bring. Her hazel, brown eyes covered by her lids as the moon continued to glow, bringing light into the room through the quite large window on the far wall.

A young, innocent girl had a bad dream, but she didn’t know just yet what a nightmare was. Her life would become one in the following weeks, but she had no idea and no preparation for the events that would soon take place. 
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Night had passed and the glistening sun was out and beaming bright. There were no more nightmares (that Emily remembered) and the young girl slept like a rock in the final hours before she had to get ready for school.

Emily is a Junior in high school. She is not insanely popular like some others, but she is the type of girl that gets noticed. Very pretty and has many friends, but none closer to her than Beth and Nancy.

These three girls could talk with each other through the dark night into the fresh morning. But today she would not be seeing her best friends. She felt fine, but after many check-ins from her father, he decided that she was to spend the day at home. Emily still had a slight fever of 100.1. Her best friends would not be content without her. She was the glue that held the threesome together.

After Doyle reluctantly left for work as a television repair man, Emily grabbed a large blanket that she engulfed herself in, grabbed a stack of her favorite horror movies and took a seat on the faded, brown leather sofa.

On the end table in front of her, she saw a tall glass of orange juice that her father had left with not one, not two, but the specific three ice cubes. Emily took small sips as she dozed off watching an old 1980’s slasher film.

Gore never bothered Emily, in movies that is. But when it came to real life cuts and blood, she wanted nothing of it.

Emily’s head fell forward in a deep sleep, while her plastic framed glasses fell from her face. No dreams.

When she once again became conscious, she fussed around with the large blanket, for it was too big for such a small girl. Emily was a little bit taller than five feet and could easily fall onto a surface like a feather onto velvet. Very petite.

After fooling around with the blanket, she became very restless, so she decided to break her father’s rule of staying put and getting rest. Out the front door she went, on a mission to get the mail at the end of the driveway.

The walk felt longer than it was. She was a slight bit dizzy and felt like she could drop. But she did what she was set out to do. All for nothing, as the mail pertained of nothing except garbage and a clothing catalog.

Emily flipped through the catalog, mainly out of boredom. It was almost eleven thirty in the morning and the phone began to ring. It was her father. The two were very close. After Emily’s mother died in an apartment fire, Doyle was all she had left. There were no family members to turn to. Just each other.

A quick check in was all that the phone call was. Emily was instructed to take her temperature and she did as she was told. 98.9. She no longer felt sluggish as she realized her fever had tapered off. Although now feverless, Doyle told her to take it easy and he’d be home at four thirty.

A few slasher movies later, keys jingled at the front door and Emily greeted her father with a tight, squeezing hug as if she hadn’t seen him for months. Every hug between them was a warm delight to each of their hearts.

Macaroni and garlic was for dinner. Emily’s favorite. It was quite a sight to see such a small girl pound away two platefuls. Extra parmesan cheese came with every bite.

Dishes were cleaned after both had finished their meals and Emily felt a little run down, so she turned in early. Today was Friday, which meant the weekend had just begun.

An average Saturday only meant one thing... The mall was just waiting for her, Nancy and Beth. And that was the final thought in Emily’s bright, young mind before she fell asleep.

The mall was waiting, as were her two best friends and they would be meeting there tomorrow at Smiley Burger in the food entrance. Emily sleeping was like a picturesque version of part tomboy turned punk, but still kept much femininity. It was a combination only she could pull off.

Before she even knew it, morning came. As for the night, it brought nothing except blissful thoughts. To the mall she was headed, but not without asking for her father’s permission. The somewhat
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