The ground roared like a lion as little pebbles on the soft soil danced in warning.  I looked down and noticed them.  The cold earth was torture on my bare feet.  It wasn’t unusual to “wake up” in a forest; I’d been having these dreams for years now.  However, this dream seemed a little more real.
I could see my breath in the fading light, tiny crystals of carbon dioxide and water.  I was contemplating the many different reasons for this trembling of the ground.  It could be a small earthquake, but in my gut, I knew that wasn’t right.  The lack of snow made it apparent that it wasn’t an avalanche either.  The only other possibility I could think of was a stampede. 

This forested area was full of large roots that reached over my six foot head in some areas, and the area I was standing in was one of them.

I looked around to try and detect any sign of movement because if I wasn’t careful, I could be trampled.  I heard a branch snap and some frantic stepping noises.  When I looked to them, I saw a kid.

I guess he wasn’t a kid; he was about the same age as me.  I was used to seeing this guy in my dreams.  He had been in all of them up to this point.  I felt as if I knew him through these dreams of another world, or the Amazon.

I’d never seen his face or heard him speak, but I’d never heard his laugh.  It was a sound I eerily missed.  I felt like mimicking him on several occasions, but I always held it in.  He was unearthly in that way.  Actually, he was unearthly in all ways.  He was a few inches taller than me and had silver hair, despite being around fifteen.  The odd things just kept coming.  A few months ago, the only normal thing about him disappeared.  
He used to wear a t-shirt and jeans, but he suddenly ditched them for chain mail and armor.  He strapped a long sword to his back and emphasized two distinguishing features: his ears, which resembled a dog of some kind, I guessed a grey wolf, and his tail, which only supported my wolf theory.

He was leaping easily over the huge roots, and then I noticed his dilemma.  He had two arrows protruding from his left thigh and his right shoulder blade.  He ran on four limbs like a wild animal, as if running away from a predator.

With the assumption that this was a dream, I began to run, which ended up as a ghostly float.  I sped toward the now suffering wolf-boy.  He looked terrible.  Blood was flowing freely over older, crusted blood.

I felt a wrench in my stomach as a thought struck me.  Where was he going?

I willed myself forward.  Less than half a mile up was a cliff.  It was only on the return trip did I notice why he was wounded.  Behind him was the evidence I needed to conclude my theory.  

Half-men, half-horses, centaurs, chased him toward doom.

I turned to him and hoped he could hear me.

“You’re heading toward a cliff! Turn now!”  I yelled.

The boy, if anything, sped up.

“Come on, you can’t possibly be as stubborn as my sisters!”  I yelled in frustration.

To my surprise he lifted his head high enough to display a smile of pearly canines and answered in a familiar voice, “Do you wanna bet?”

The next moments came in a flash.  He used whatever energy he had and leapt off into an abyss of fog.  The centaurs had no prior warning and no grip.  The ground beneath them failed and fell with them to their death.
I half-expected the dream to end, but the truth was, my nightmare had just begun.

