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The Nightmare House

It all started with the arrival of a dog.

I, Ferntail, am a cat who defends the dream of a little girl; cats are often taken up in such tasks.  Jaela was my human, and I was her cat, and for a long time that was all I had needed to know. I defended her dreams; she petted me.  I supposed that that was all that could ever be needed. I had been with her since we were kitten and babe.

But the world is wide, and the dangers to dreamers are many and to Jaela especially so, and while I am particularly skilled at defending the personal dreams of my mistress, I was unable to defend her from certain other things, and so I was both deeply upset and quite relieved to hear that Jaela’s family had decided to adopt a dog.

What do dogs have to do with dreaming, you might ask. You might as well ask what cats have to do with dreaming! If cats are the defenders of children’s dreams, then dogs are the guardians of the dreams of the house in which they live.

You might doubt that houses have dreams, but they do.

Without ever having thought of such a thing, you know it to be true: some houses are good ones, in which the dreams of everyone in the house are easy and sweet. Other houses are bad ones, into which nightmares come easily, upsetting everyone and causing fights, even during the daytime. Some houses are like poison. Jaela’s house had become such a place.  Every night, the nightmares tried to attack my Jaela, and every day, her parents argued and fought and said cruel things to each other. 

I began to sit in windows and hiss every time I saw a dog pass the window, or appear on a screen, or even if the word “dog” was mentioned in conversation.  I even began to give Jaela hints, in her dreams.

I was desperate.  

One day, after about two months of my unsubtle pestering, the three of them left the house together to look for a dog, for there is nothing that humans love to do more than the opposite of whatever they are told to do.  The father was sure “it would come to nothing, since no one ever agrees with me on anything, anymore,” and the mother, when leaving the house, said, “Ferntail, watch the house and make sure no burglars come inside.” Then she giggled unpleasantly and added, “You would make an excellent dog.”  

The cruelty of the statement I attributed to the awful twisting of dreams caused by the house, although I was forced to leave the room before she could wound me further by adding to her unnecessary insults.

The car doors slammed and the engine purred as the three of them drove away.

As soon as they were gone, the Aranea crawled out from the hallway, upside-down along the ceiling, and said, “Good riddance.” 
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A Defenders of Dream Story

Their house is having
nightmares...and only one
dog can stop them!
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