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Some dreams are not our own...

Darren knew he was dreaming, but the events were so real that he couldn’t help but believe there had to be some truth to what he was experiencing in his sleep. A car alarm going off woke him. He opened his eyes, glancing around the unfamiliar room. The voices outside were those of the old couple as they grumbled and bickered about who had accidentally bumped the car. The alarm finally went off and he could hear the couple still mumbling as they went into their condo next door.

Darren slipped out of the bed and moved over to the open window to look outside. This was the strangest condo he’d ever traded his timeshare for. There was row after row of small trailers, all identical, with big decks around them. The place did give a person the feel of a cozy cabin, but Darren would have preferred the large rooms of the apartment style condo’s he was more accustomed to. These trailers were way too close he thought to himself as he looked over at the clock. It was almost midnight. He then noticed the neighbors on the other side of him were also awake, with all their lights on. He could hear them arguing as well, even though he couldn’t make out what they were saying. How was he ever going to get back to sleep?

He opted to stay in the dark as he went to the living room and sat on the couch. His thoughts kept taking him back to the dream he was experiencing when he’d been unexpectedly awakened, a dream that made absolutely no sense.

It seemed more of a memory than a dream, but it was no image from his past. Everyone in the nocturnal scene had been total strangers to Darren, and the oddest thing about the dream was how he had perceived it - not as an onlooker, but as the main participant. He saw everything through his own eyes.

Darren stood up and went back over to the window. The bickering couple had finally gone inside and turned off the lights to their abode. He turned to look out the other side and saw the other couple had done the same. Maybe now he could get some sleep he thought to himself as he headed back to the small bedroom. No sooner had he hit the bed than he was back in a restless slumber. And the dream picked up where it had ended.

Darren found himself quietly sliding from a large bed in a room he didn’t know. He could see his hands swinging back and forth in front of him as he ventured down a long hallway to a huge living room. This was obviously the home of someone very wealthy. Even in the darkness of night he could tell he was in a mansion. He carefully moved toward the fireplace and picked up a poker from the side of it.

A sliding glass door was just to the left of the room. He made his way to it, unlatching the lock and stepping outside. It was a warm summer night. He slid the door closed behind him as a collie came running toward him. The next moment surprised Darren, as he had no control over what was happening. He hit the poor dog in the head with the poker, causing the animal to fall over. Then with all the force he could muster, he stabbed the already injured animal over and over again. Blood splattered everywhere. Then it was over. He threw the poker aside and bent down to cradle the dead pet in his arms.

This woke Darren with a start. What kind of a blasted dream was that? He had never killed an animal in his life. Now he found himself trying to remember the first part of the dream - from before the car alarm had gone off and awakened him.

He sat up, concentrating on his thoughts. He had been at a long dining table, probably the kitchen of the same mansion. And there had been a man and a woman discussing which prep school they wanted him to attend. Darren realized it was as if they were his parents, even though he had never seen these two people before, and he must have still been a teen. And the collie had been in that part of the dream as well. A boy of around twelve or so had come into the room with the dog.

That was all Darren could recall. What he couldn’t understand was why he would have a dream about total strangers? He also realized it was as if he was seeing through the eyes of another person, not himself, because of the fact that he could not control what was happening. It was as if he was seeing someone else’s memory or thoughts. None of this belonged to him. He lay back down. Maybe he could now get some sleep.

The mansion seemed real as he found himself once again walking through it. He crept into a dark bedroom and slowly made his way over to the bed. There was someone in it. The boy he had seen earlier was in peaceful slumber. Suddenly he found himself grabbing a pillow and pushing it down over the boy’s face. There was a slight struggle as the boy woke, but was quickly out of air as the pillow was held down tightly. When the body went limp, the pillow was lifted. The boy’s face was contorted with fear, his eyes wide open, but without life. He was most assuredly dead. Turning to leave the room, Darren caught his reflection in a mirror on the wall. It was the image of a young boy, not much older than the one that had just been killed.

Darren was not liking his dreams. He opened his eyes and stared at the dark ceiling above. Obviously the boy he was dreaming about had killed his younger brother. That was starting to make sense. But why was Darren experiencing someone else’s life? A grin crossed his face. Maybe it had something to do with where he was. There were all kinds of stories about strange things happening in the area. Sedona, Arizona was well known for having a plethora of odd people flocking to it in the hopes of experiencing a vortex. Several were in the vicinity of the town and many others supposedly in the nearby red rock canyons and buttes.

Just that morning as he drove through the tourist town, he’d noticed several shops for the mystical, advertising their healing crystals and psychic powers. Even though he’d come for the Art Festival, he knew a lot of people believed Sedona was special because of its supernatural aspects.

When he’d checked in at the condo, the young man at the front desk had even given him a list of reputable people with special powers, just in case he wanted his aura deciphered. Darren was more interested in seeing the sights and getting in a bit of hiking. He figured that at the age of fifty-five, his days of wilderness exploring would soon be coming to a close. That’s why he’d retired early and set out across the country, staying at different condos for a week at a time. Without a wife or kids, there had been little to hold him back from his dream of seeing America.

In the past year he had seen some of the most beautiful places and met many interesting people along the way. He’d been surprised at his own tenacity at making friends with total strangers, but realized that even though he traveled alone, he enjoyed the company of others that shared some of the same interests. Thus, trading his timeshares for different condo’s allowed him a chance to meet people, while still maintaining his solitary way of life. He’d mingle and regal people with his experiences at the get-together’s that most of the places he stayed supplied. There were weekly cook-outs, seminars, concerts. A person could easily keep from getting bored as long as they attended all the activities provided.

Darren had picked this week for his visit because of the Art Festival, one of the best in the country. Sedona was home to many famous painters who came to capture the magic of the sunlight upon the buttes and mesa’s and then had stayed, caught up in the essence of the place. The art of the southwest had always captured his eye. Darren was hoping to acquire some landscapes for his home back in Kansas, dull, dreary Kansas.
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The Police Chief was not a happy woman. Two bodies, several miles apart was not the way she hoped the Art Festival would start. Both of the victims had been young women, blonde, and killed in the same way. Multiple stab wounds before their throats were slit. The assailant had obviously wanted them to suffer before dispatching their lives. She hated to use the phrase ‘serial killer’, but this could possibly be such a case.

“We haven’t found any possible connections between the two girls,” the Deputy stated. “They were both from out of town, but with different groups of people.”

“Check everybody out. Make sure there is no link between the others they were here with.”

The Deputy glanced around the office. “What do we tell the press when they get wind of this?”

“Do you know anything?”

The Deputy stuttered, “Well, no...”

“Then tell them the truth.”

Chief Margo Stanton turned, heading back toward her office. She had only been elected a few months before, despite a lot of criticism about whether a woman would be able to do the job. This was going to be her chance to quiet the naysayers. Provided she was able to catch the killer.

Another Deputy hollered at her before she had the chance to retreat to her office. She turned to see the young man smiling as he held out the phone. “You really want to take this call. Some guy says he saw a murder in his dreams last
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