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Chapter One
Child’s Play

The noise of the coffee cup slamming on to the top of the cafe’s marbled counter top
startles me awake. The note in my hand falls onto the cafe floor. I lean down at the
same time as Cody to pick up the note, we crash our heads together. I cuss, rubbing
my head while he continues to pick up the note.
“Did you stay up all night studying again, Ash?” He asks, rubbing his head while he
sits on the stool next to mine. He starts to open my crumpled note.
I reach to pull the note out of his hands, disturbed by the thought of anyone else
reading it, but he has already read the words that are written in red.
“Down will go baby, cradle and all?” He raises a brow at me, confused as fuck at
what a verse from the popular, “Rock-a-bye, baby” would be doing written on a note
that I had balled up in my hand.
“Felt nostalgic..” I joke, pulling the note out of his grip. I crumple the note back up
and keep it squeezed inside of my fist.
“You have to let shit go, Ashley. It’s just going to eat you up if you don’t.” He taps
his finger against his coffee cup nervously.
I dismiss his lecture on how to “let things go” to become a better, more freer living
person. This from the guy who can’t decide what college he should attend, so he tries
them ALL.
“So how did studying go?” He asks curiously, still tapping on the side of his coffee
cup impatiently. I know my silence is irritating him.
“Went fine.” I say shortly, irritated by his repetitive tapping.
He sighs, stiffening in his seat, his grip around the coffee cup tightens, “So.. have you
thought about it?” He asks hesitantly.
I know what he wants me to say but I don’t feel it. I squeeze the note tighter in my
palm. I can feel the panic inside of me. I can’t go back to the way we used to be.
“I haven’t really had the chance..” I curtly respond to the question,trying to dodge
that same old bullet, again.
“Oh, come on. I’ve been waiting for an answer all year. I’m not just going to keep
waiting…I think I deserve an answer.” His voice cracks slightly, he runs his hand
through the loose strands of hair that hang above his right eye.
“Then it’s a no… I don’t have time for this. I don’t have time for a relationship. Not
after what happened..” I stand up from the stool, leaving it pulled away from the bar.
Another OCD thing that irritates him. I throw my styrofoam coffee cup and the note
in the trash before leaving the Corner Cafe.
I walk out onto the curb, zipping up my jacket to fight off the winds chill. The brisk
cool air is a fair warning sign that winter will be here early in Chicago. Snow usually
never falls in Chicago until the beginning of December. Everything about this year
feels different than any other.
I hear the bell of the Cafe door opening behind me. I can hear the quick zip of Cody’s
coat zipper behind me. I continue to press the cross walk button in hopes it will stop
traffic so I can avoid the mental breakdown he is about to have.
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“I get you’re going through a lot Ash. If you think it didn’t kill me inside, what
happened to her, then you’re crazy.” His voice breaks, “I can’t imagine what you feel,
but how long am I supposed to wait?” He asks, remorse and regret in his words.
“Stop waiting. I gave you an answer.” I say, my voice emotionless.
The crosswalk finally lights up, signaling me to walk across .
“You say you don’t have time but really, Ash, what else do you have!?” He yells from
behind me.
On the other side of the street, I can breathe easier. I speed up my pace in case he is
following me. I turn left on the sidewalk and head down Cassie St to the little corner
gift shop called Flowers and Lace.
I had to pick up the flowers for her grave this week. I used to visit her every day, but
the part of coping with what happened to her, meant separating myself slowly from
visiting.
Lacy, the short, spunky girl who owns the Flowers and Lace gift shop, knows me by
name. Four years I have gone into this same flower shop. She doesn’t know who the
flowers are for though. I never can get two words out about it without the lump
forming in my throat. I feel like I am suffocating slowly everyday, fading further
away from the person I used to be.. becoming an empty shell.
Cody wants me to love him. How can I love him when I don’t even love myself?
I grab the bundle of daisies. I am running out of types of flowers to lay on her grave,
but I always imagine daisies would have been one of her favorites.
Lacy rings up the flowers and places them in a bag. I hand her the money for them,
she looks at me with concern.
“How you feelin’ hun?” She asks innocently, leaning her elbow against the counter.
“I’m fine, just-” she cuts me off, “Tired.” She finishes my sentence.
I nod my head.
“You need to rest, you’re too young to be so tired every day.” She smiles faintly.
“Yeah.” I reply shortly. I have been tired everyday for as long as I can remember.
I hear the bell to the flower shop open, it’s Cody, again.
I sigh, too exhausted to care.
“What are you doing in here?” He asks me.
Lacy pops her bubblegum while she stands behind the counter.
“Just getting flowers.” I mutter to him.
I glance back at Lacy, she has a strange expression on her face,I tell her, “Bye, Lacy.”
before I walk past Cody and out of the gift shop.
“Are those for her grave, Ashley?” He asks, following me out of the gift shop.
Irritation laces his words.
“You mean the grave you never visit? Yeah.” I snip.
I walk the last block of Cassie Rd. before it turns into Hilsdale. A couple more blocks
on Hilsdale and then a quick turn right to enter the Child’s Play Cemetery.
I stop at the gates, my lungs feel tight whenever I visit, like I can never get enough
air to feel normal again.
“I don’t visit because she’s not even there, Ash! You have to stop letting something
that was an accident four years ago turn you into this person.. It’s like you’re a
prisoner of yourself..” He gestures to me like I don’t see the person I have become.
“An accident?” I ask, taken aback by his words, whether he means them or not.
“That’s exactly why I don’t have time.”
I walk over towards the small pink slab that has a little angel engraved into the stone
along with the date, December 1st, 2013. The flowers I left here last week, Lilies,are
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dead. I replace the lilies with the daisies. The fresh scent of the flowers helps soothe
the feeling of being surrounded by graves.
“I hope you like these ones..” I whisper, sitting down on my knees in front of her
grave. I notice a small brown teddy bear propped up against the stone. I hadn’t left it
for her or seen it anywhere before.
I pick it up, it’s fur is patchy and it only has one eye, the other is sewn into an “X”. I
smile faintly at the sad looking bear and hold it in my lap when I cross my legs.
Cody stands back at the gate impatiently, not entering into the graveyard. I can hear
his coat crackle while he bounces to try to stay warm in the cool breeze.
“Hey, baby girl..” I whisper to her, placing the daisies in front of her grave.
“I can’t wait til I get to see you..” I whisper to her with a smile.
The fresh scent of soil from the newest graves fill my senses. It makes me feel ill. No
child should ever have to die so young, they never even get a chance to make
mistakes like the rest of us.
“It’s so much harder to live, than it would be to die.” I tell myself. I know saying it to
her grave won’t change anything. I couldn’t save her, I couldn’t go back and change
what happened.
I hear his cough back at the gate, it breaks me away from the thought of how easy it
would be to join her.
I shake my head, the sound of his irritation plays on a nerve like he is scraping his
nails on a chalkboard. I place my hand on the gravestone.
“I’ll be back tomorrow..” I promise.
It feels as though my heart is being ripped out of my chest when I turn away from her.
It never gets easier. Tomorrow always feels like I have to have hope that I’ll wake up
from this nightmare with her in my arms. The past four years haven’t been the same.
There was nothing left for me to hold on to in this city and Cody knew he wasn’t ever
going to be enough.
She wasn’t here, but I had to tell myself, until I get to see her when I die - this is all I
have left.

A grave.
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Chapter Two
Red Light

Cody follows me from Child’s Play Cemetery and up the hill towards the apartment
complex we used to share four years ago.
“Hilsdale Apartments” the welcome sign displays.
“Would you like for me to stay with you tonight, Ash? I know you’re going through a
lot..” He says, leaning against the door frame while I unlock the door with my key.
“No, I’ll be fine..” I’m distant. I open the door, “I have to study tonight.” I state as I
pass the threshold.
“You wouldn’t have to study tonight, if you would have studied last night..” He points
out. I stare at him lazily from inside of the door way.
“I would still have to study.” I snip, letting the door fall from my hand, and close in
his face.
I breathe a sigh of relief. I lay my keys onto the table in the kitchen. I walk across my
small studio apartment. The kitchen connects into the living room, my wooden table
that once seated two, only has a chair for one now.
I notice the red light blinking on my voice mail. I walk over and press the green
button to play the voice mails that blink red on my call waiting.
The first three calls are bill collectors begging for money. The last call throws me for
a loop..
“Hey Ashley, it’s your brother Aaron, remember me? .. I hate to leave this on your
voice mail but I really need you to call me back. Aunt May passed away yesterday..
Well, she was.. found.. I need to talk to you about the will.. I hope you’re well.. call
me.”
The voice mail sounds off with a long drawn out beep at the end of the messages. I
stare at the machine, it feels like I swallowed a rock, the lump in my throat forms. I
hadn’t seen my aunt in four and a half years. She was living alone when I had left, her
ex had been sentenced to prison for rape that same year.
Aaron and Aunt May had no idea why I ran away in the first place. They didn’t even
know about the loss of her. Nobody besides Cody had known I was pregnant. We
didn’t have a funeral for family, just a short private visitation for the two of us.
Aunt May didn’t even know she had existed. I hadn’t kept in contact with family
since moving here with Cody. I didn’t know how I would even resemble the person I
used to be when I was home.
I walk out of the kitchen and around the corner and into the bathroom. I notice myself
in the mirror while I walk over toward the tub.
My cheekbones are so prominent that my cheeks look hollow, the dark brown circles
under my eyes are only sinking further in. I look down at my hands, my fingernails
are chewed to the point that they are red around them.
I shake my head, walking over to the bath tub, I turn the faucet on and begin to fill it.
Pulling off my jacket and the tank top underneath. I undress and walk back over to the
mirror. The sight that meets me makes me ill.
The sight of the skin that is too tight over my rib cage annoys me. I no longer have
hips, the bones point outward and the stretch marks have grown longer from the loss
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of weight. The only memory of her I have to hold on to is the five inch scar I wear on
my lower abdomen.
I can no longer stand to eat. Fat, pregnant, or skinny… I was not beautiful.
I avert my eyes from the mirror and turn to the bathroom door. I leave the water
running in the tub and head back into the kitchen.
Opening the fridge, I look through the empty shelves. Noticing a half empty bottle of
wine, I settle for it over food. Again.
I grab the bottle of wine out and turn back towards the bathroom when I hear a knock
on the door.
Standing naked, I stare at the bottle of wine then glance at the door. Feeling like I
only wanted the company of the wine. I guess that Cody is probably at the door again.
I sigh, slamming the bottle down on the counter. I walk over to the small peek hole in
the door.
An older man stands outside with a trucker hat and a denim jacket on. His face is
bearded with gray hair. I back away from the door.
“Weird.” I mutter, walking back to the bathroom.
I rush over and stop the faucet from overflowing the bath tub. I grab the white robe
that hangs on the back of the bathroom door and head back out to the front door.
I open the door a crack with the latch still locked, “Can I help you?” I question the
man. He lifts his head quickly, his eyes are a light grayish blue color.
“Hi.. uh.. Ashley Niallson, correct?” He asks uncomfortably.
I nod my head, “Yes..?” I respond cautiously.
His face is serious, but sadness changes the expression on his face when he pulls out a
paper from his denim jacket. Another 30-day notice to get out of Hilsdale.
“I hate to do this, but you’ve missed two payments, Ashley.. and I’ve gotten an offer
for the apartment, so this has to be the last notice..”
“Oh, Dale? I didn’t realize it was you.. I’m sorry, I just, I don’t have a job right
now..you know?” I unlock the door to grab the papers.
“I know, Ashley.. but I need money too, you know?” He shrugs tiredly.
I nod, grabbing the paper from him. I unfold the notice to read it, “Dec. 1st, 2017” I
feel my eyes burn.
“I’m sorry, Ash-” I cut him off, “It’s fine.. I have to visit family soon anyway..” I
smile quickly at him, “I gotta go, thanks for coming by, Dale..”
It was hard to get mad at an elderly man who needed money as much as I did.
Nobody was hiring around this part of town, not enough that would pay the rent
anyway.
I throw the letter onto the table, looking over at the red blinking light on the voice
mail machine. I know I need to call Aaron, now more than ever, but my stomach feels
like I lit a match and swallowed it.
The thought of going back brought a whole new feeling of sickness that I hadn’t felt
in over four years. I grab the phone anxiously and sit down at the table. Dialing
Aaron’s number, it rings three times and I quickly turn the phone off.
“Ugh..” I lay the phone down on the table and rest my head in my hands, it begins to
ring. Aaron.
I stare at it a long moment before picking it up and answering, “Hi, Aaron..I was just
returning your call.. I’m so sorry about Aunt May.” I say slowly, “You needed to
discuss Aunt May’s will?”
“Hey, kid. I thought maybe you were the next funeral I would have to arrange.. its
been forever..” He points out, “Yes, Aunt May left you the house, kid. I just need to
know if you want it.” His voice sounds a bit irritated by this bit of news.
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“The house?” I think back to the house I used to live in with Aunt May.
“The big blue farm house?” I ask, a lump forms in my throat.
“Yeah, the farm house..” He says shortly.
“Is the rest of the family okay with this?” I ask curiously.
The phone is silent for a moment, “It isn’t about the family, it’s about what Aunt May
wanted.. She left a message for you..”
“Oh.. okay?” I listen carefully.

“It says.. “Dear, Ashley..
I leave you the house from your memories, the blue farm house that holds my own
memories of you. I hope you will be open to coming back home. I know life has been
hard but I also know the farm house will show you who you truly are..
Love, Auntie May.”



Sleepwalker: a Keyhole Novel

Sarah A. Kenney

Chapter Three
Going Alone

I hang up the phone after talking with my brother. Aunt May’s message she left me
echoed in the back of my mind. I grew up living with my Aunt and for a large portion
of that time her abusive husband lived with us as well.
I was very young when our parents passed away in a car accident, so Aunt May and
John took both of us in. I remember very different memories than what she made her
message sound like.
I always believed that the big farm house was haunted. Voices always yelled my
name when I tried to pack or when I thought about leaving. Many nights I told myself
I was going to run away. Then, one day I actually did, I ran away with Cody to
Chicago..
Life didn’t get better like I had thought it would. Most nights I don’t let him stay. He
just doesn’t get it.
I walk back to the bathtub, the water is ice cold now that it has sat so long. I pull the
plug and forget about it for now.
Walking into my bedroom I grab a nightgown that is on top of my dresser and pull it
on, then, I sit on the end of my bed. I had gotten used to this small apartment. What if
this was some sign that my aunt was reaching out to me. Maybe she knew me better
than I know myself.
Either way, I had to go home for her funeral so I might as well ..Stay.
I crawl up to the head of my bed and pull up the covers and lay down. Rolling over
onto my right side, I look at the empty pillow next to me. It had been four years since
I had let Cody stay over. That the right side of the mattress was fluffy compared to my
side only solidified that he was right. My side of the bed was almost indented with a
print of my body, almost like it had created its own chalk outline.
I couldn’t let go of what had happened, but I also couldn’t stand that here in Chicago
there was no life left for me.
I had no job, I was losing the apartment, I barely ate anymore, life here was far from
full. There is no “glass half empty” point of view, the glass is empty.
I roll onto my back and stare at the ceiling. A reminder of how long it had been since I
dusted this place. The ceiling is laced with cobwebs. The spiders have a more
productive life here than I do.
“I’m going alone.” I think to myself.
The thought sinks in deep for a brief moment. If I am going to leave alone, then I will
have to do it tonight. Cody will be at my door in the morning, asking me for another
answer. He would do everything he could to convince me not to go back. He always
wanted to save me from my life, but at this point, I had a hard time believing I could
be saved.
I sit up and throw the comforter off. I get on my knees next to my bed and look under
my bed for the suitcase. It was the only bag I had packed when I ran to Chicago. I pull
out the beige suitcase that has a sewn on stamp that says, “FREEDOM.” It makes me
smile at the memory of how hopeful I used to be.
I remember being so excited. I was scared, but mostly excited to finally run away to
the Windy City. It had been our plan all along.
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I am doing this.. I am running away again. Except this time I am going back home and
I am going alone. It is more frightening going back than it was when I left.
I throw everything in my bag that I think I will need. Whatever will fit into this one
suitcase anyway. After I’ve packed my bag, I get dressed to leave. I roll the packed
suitcase to the car.
On my way out of the apartment complex I drop the keys to my apartment along with
a letter explaining my whereabouts into Dale’s office drop box.
I absolutely dread the three and a half hour drive from here to Granted, Michigan, but
I also know it will give me three hours to fully prepare myself for the inevitable
family reunion I am going to have. It would also give me time for the regret of my
decision to sink in.
The thought of being alone in my aunts house without her there made me feel uneasy.
I hadn’t been home in over four years and I hadn’t called. I knew she wasn’t going to
change her relationship with John, but I couldn’t stand the excuses she always made
for him.
The last time I had heard Aunt May’s voice was on my voice mail machine, when she
begged me to come back home. She made the same promise that she always did while
I was growing up, that things would change. I knew they wouldn’t though.
I knew that was why Aaron had an attitude. Why should I inherit a house big enough
for a family of 5, when I never thought about going back home even once in all those
years.
I turn up the radio to mute out the voice in my head that’s always telling me I’m a
disappointment.
An hour passes when I see the “Welcome to “Pure” Michigan” sign over head. It is a
sign that I had hoped to never see again, but there it is, hanging high above the
highway, mitten and all.
I sigh, forcing the regret out of my mind. I try not to think about what I am leaving
behind in Chicago. Cody will be angry once he finds out I left alone. He had known
Aunt May for years and now he didn’t even know that she had passed away.
I’m leaving her behind. Next week and the week after that and the week after that. I
will not go to the flower shop and put new flowers by her grave. It would seem like I
had forgotten about her. I knew different, I would never forget her, but to a child, it
would be as if they were left all alone.
I had two hours left to drive until I made it to Aaron’s house in Grand Rapids. As mad
as he may be about Aunt May giving me the farm house, we both know he would
never want to leave the city. Especially to live in an old farm house out in the middle
of nowhere. He lives for going to meetings and parties, he wants to feel needed by
other people. There is no way he could handle a quiet farm life.
I don’t know if I can handle a quiet life out in the country, but I have no choice!
Driving North on I-196 N/US-31 N, I can see the sign over head that reads,
“Holland/Gd Rapids.” I follow the high way until I see the exit I need, turning off
onto Market Ave.
I call Aaron and tell him I’ve arrived in town. He tells me to come over to discuss the
will and meet his family.
In the four and a half years I have been gone, Aaron had received his degree and went
on to be promoted head officer of the G.R.P.D. He’d gotten married to his high school
sweetheart and had twin boys. Life had went on.
It isn’t far off the highway when I see the townhouse. It has burgundy shutters
framing the two wide windows on the front of the house. These style of windows
always remind me of a face. The front door has a small roof over it and three short
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cement steps leading up to its entrance. There are window boxes with neatly trimmed
shrubbery in them. The bushes along the walkway are like perfect soldiers, standing
to greet company, with not a limb out of place. A slight dusting of snow is on the
walk way.
That would irritate Aaron to no end.
They don’t have much of a front yard being in the city. Their neighbors seem like
they are only a foot away.
I pull into the small paved driveway and turn the engine off. I step out of the car and
pull my one suitcase out of the backseat.
Walking up to the house, I have the phantom feeling that I am being watched. I look
to my left, a man stands out on his lawn. He wears a robe that seems a little too short
for me to feel comfortable looking at him for long. He reminds me of a man you
would see out golfing every Sunday and also the occasional Friday afternoon.
I can tell he’s scrutinizing my appearance, someone he has never seen at his neighbors
house and carrying a suitcase. I know this will be a conversation Aaron will be having
later.
I walk up the steps to the small porch. I stand in front of the door, staring at it like its
a portal to doom rather than my brothers front door. Taking a deep breathe, I can feel
the regret of coming back alone raise the hairs on the back of my neck. I lift my balled
fist to the door to knock, when I see a little girl peek out of the curtain that covers one
of the large windows.
With a whoosh, the door whips open and reveals Aaron.
“Hey! You made it here quickly!” He exclaims.
“I left early so I could get here at a decent time.” I say.
He stands nodding his head impatiently. The awkward silence hangs thick for a short
moment, until he breaks the silence by inviting me into the house.
“Well, come on in!” He gestures for me to enter the house.
I roll my suitcase through the doorway and enter the house. I look over to where I had
seen the girl peeking out of the window. To my surprise, she is no longer standing
there.
Aaron is talking while he leads me into the dining room. He introduces me to his wife,
Chelsea. She is sitting at the table, two small twin boys sit in a dual high chair next to
her. One spits out the the food she tries to feed him while the other eats every
spoonful like its the last meal he’ll ever eat.
“This is my wife Chelsea and our boys, Tomas and Jacob.” He smiles proudly while
he looks at his wife and twins.
I introduce myself to his wife. She nods at me and gives me a half smile. I find it odd
that he never mentions their daughter.
“You have a little girl too, don’t you?” I ask Aaron curiously.
He tilts his head slightly, “No..” He glances at his wife with mournful eyes,
“Unfortunately, after the difficult birth that we had with the twins, Chelsea had to
have a hysterectomy.” Aaron admits, Chelsea looks away from him and back at the
twins. Clearly the topic bothers her.
“Oh..” I look back at the curtain confused.
“Is everything alright, Ashley?” He asks me.
I nod, dropping the subject. “Yes, I’m fine, just was a long drive!” I laugh lightly.
Aaron laughs, “I bet! I still can’t believe that you ran away to the Windy City..” He
smirks, “To think you made it almost five years outside of the Mitten, think that’s a
record for anyone in this family.”
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He walks over to the desk that sits tucked into the corner of the dining area, he pulls
out a thick envelope. It’s Aunt May’s will.
“I suppose we better go over what the will says?” He suggests.
“Yes.” I nod in response.
We sit down at the table along with Chelsea, Tomas and Jacob. Aaron unfolds the
letter that was inside of the envelope. A small list of Aunt May’s belongings are on
the paper.
“She didn’t have much to leave the family.” he sounds disappointed, “We inherited a
couple hundred, and you were given the house. She assumed you would want to come
back to the memories of the house.” He glances at me slightly with irritation, “I’m
sure you understand what that means more than what I do.” He says hoarsely.
I reach over and place my hand on his, “Aaron, I know she raised you too. I don’t
understand why she wanted me to have the house either. Maybe she assumed since
you already had a house that you wouldn’t want another?” I suggest.
His lips tighten, “Whatever the reason, she chose you.” He smiles tightly at me.
Chelsea glances over at Aaron, then stands and unlatches Tomas and then Jacob from
their high chairs.She lifts each child and places them on a separate hip like an expert
and quietly leaves the dining room.
Aaron waits for her to leave the room before he growls, “Why did you ask if I have a
daughter?” His voice is accusatory and throws me back.
“I-I .. just thought you mentioned having a daughter before..” I lie.
His eyes are slits, burning with anger. Aaron rests his elbows on top of the table and
rests his head in his hand.
“Chelsea and I had a daughter, yes, before the twins. She was very ill though and
passed away when she was only three.”
“I’m so sorry..” I glance back at the living room, where I had seen a small girl
glancing out of the window.
“I didn’t know.. How did she pass?” I ask carefully.
His jaw pulses as it tightens, “She was sick..We didn’t invite you to the funeral
because you never even called after you left, Ash. We figured you didn’t know about
her,so there was no sense bothering you.”
I nod, his words making my chest clench. I can understand the pain it brought him to
talk about it. I think to mention my loss, wondering if it would bring him comfort
knowing that the last four and a half years hadn’t been paradise in the Windy City.
Then I think of the difference. I had never met my daughter, he had known his
daughter for three years when she was taken away.
“I understand..” I say, dropping the subject.
He coughs to clear his throat and straightens in his chair, “You can stay here for the
night and in the morning I’ll go with you to the farmhouse. I would like you to know
more about Aunt May and her condition before you decide on if you want to inherit
the house or sell it..” He slides his chair back and stands up, “I’ll show you to your
room..”
I follow him down wooden steps that lead into the basement. We walk down a narrow,
neutral painted hallway. No decorations or pictures are on the walls. He leads me to a
white wooden door.
The small bedroom inside of it has a twin sized bed tucked into the corner of the room.
An old black and white television sits in the other corner. The blankets on the bed are
a soft pink with white pillows that were more a cream color now from sitting on the
same bed for years. A teddy bear rests in the window sill.
This was his daughters room..I think to myself.
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“It’s the only spare room we have, I hope you don’t mind.” His face is expressionless.
“The room is fine, Thank you..” I reply quietly.
He stares at the room for moment before nodding at me curtly. He turns to leave the
room, while passing through the open doorway, he mutters,“the bathroom is down the
hall on your right if you need it.. Goodnight, Ashley.”
“Goodnight..” I turn to say to him but he is gone back upstairs already.
I roll my suitcase up to the end of the small twin sized bed, feeling as though I would
not be welcome in this room anymore than I was upstairs. Aaron and I grew up
together, we were brother and sister, but nothing felt the same as when we were
younger. Aunt May and her husband had taken us both in after our parents had died in
a car accident.
I look at the teddy bear in the window sill.
I want to run away again. I think to myself.
The baby pink curtains sway slightly from the breeze that is coming through the
window that is slightly open.
The little brown bear sits on the window sill, I walk over and pick it up. Its hair is
barely attached in patches, dust covers the top layer of the hairs that are still attached.
It has one eye and the other is stitched into an “X” shape.
I smile sadly at it, thinking about the little girl I had lost and how she would have a
teddy bear that looked the same as this one, after four years of cuddling it and playing
with it. These thoughts play in the back of my mind. I set the teddy bear down and
step away from it. Hoping the thoughts will vanish, but I know better. They will be
there for the rest of the night.
I open my bag and pull out the pajama shirt and shorts I had packed. Leaving the
bedroom, I walk down the hallway towards the bathroom. No other bedrooms are in
the basement besides the little girls room. The bathroom and a closed room that I
assume is for the water heater and electrical things most basements have are the only
other rooms down here.
I open the bathroom door and walk in, the bathroom is clean but you can tell it hasn’t
been used in quite some time. I turn on the faucet, brown water drains out and slowly
turns to clear.
Ew. I think to myself.
I lean forward and splash my face with the now clear running water. Next, I brush my
teeth. I look at myself in the mirror, dark circles form rings around my eyes. I can’t
help but think that leaving to come here in the night was a mistake.
I use the cream colored towel to pat my face dry, wondering if it originally had been
white like the pillowcases. I leave the towel hanging over the sink and go back to the
bedroom.
I glance to the window when I don’t feel a soft breeze anymore. The sad looking
teddy bear is gone and the window is shut, curtains drawn. I stare at it curiously.
Trying to find a reason as to why or who had shut the window and moved the bear. I
tell myself that Aaron probably came back down and took it, I wouldn’t want a
memory of my daughters to be in the room someone was staying in either.
I leave the blanket the way it is and lay on top of it, the last thing I wanted to do was
mess up the bed.
I stare at the ceiling, the corner is damp and covered in black mold. I can smell the
mold leaking down the wall. I turn on my side to ignore it, I would be leaving
tomorrow anyway. I can feel the tightness in my chest from breathing the scent of the
mold into my lungs.
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I tell myself I will be at the farmhouse tomorrow night. I couldn’t decide if that was
any better than sleeping in a deceased girls bedroom, but I would be out of Aaron’s
hair and away from his bitterness.
My eyes begin to feel heavier, the tiny lamp that is lit in the corner of the room seems
to flicker in and out. My sight begins to darken, then I see her. Her light olive toned
skin and dark brown eyes stare at me, she leans against the wall and slides down to sit
on the floor. She pulls her knees up, she has the teddy bear. She sets him in her lap
and smiles lovingly at the sad looking bear.
I blink, unbelieving of what I am witnessing.
I try to stay awake. The heaviness in my chest is causing me to become even more
tired. I don’t feel nervous or scared, I just know now that it wasn’t Aaron who had
shut the window and moved the teddy bear. It was the same little girl that I had seen
peek at me through the curtains when I first arrived here.
She lays her head back against the wall and watches me, her eyes blink heavily, like
my own.
Neither of us say anything. I wasn’t sure what to talk to her about or if she could talk..
Why can I see her?
I close my eyes and squeeze them, when I reopen them she is still sitting there looking
suspiciously at me. Her eyes are slanted with mistrust, she doesn’t seem to be looking
at me but behind me.
“What’s your name?” I whisper to her.
Her eyes flicker to my face, she glances down at her teddy bear. Her eyebrows are
almost knitted together. She looks like she is thinking hard about what to say then she
lifts up the bear to show me its paw.
“Paula,” it reads.
I smile at her, “Hello, Paula..”
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