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Part One- Awakening

The light was as bright as the sun. It overtook everything – the buildings, the people, the land. Everything was bathed in gold.

After the light came the cloud, rising so high into the sky it could be seen from all around, even over the tops of the tallest skyscrapers. It spread out until it covered the whole sky. The world which had been so bright only a moment ago was suddenly plunged into darkness, deeper than any night. Everything was gone except for the cloud. There were no more buildings, no more land, and no more people.

The boy woke up slowly from his dream, the way he always woke up during holidays when he didn’t need to get up early for school. The world was dark, the way it always was during winter mornings. He could lie in bed for as long as he liked.

Except as his senses returned to him, he realised he wasn’t in his bed. He wasn’t even in his room. Had he fallen asleep on the couch after claiming that he could stay up late? But he wasn’t in the living room, either. The ground beneath him was hard and cold. 

He sat up slowly. Everything was still dark. There was no light coming from anywhere. As his eyes adjusted to the dark, he realised he was in the basement. Why would he be down here? He usually had no reason to even come down here. It was cold and had a musty smell. There was nothing down here but the washer and dryer and boxes full of old books, toys, and souvenirs from vacations years ago. His mom always said she was going to take them somewhere and donate them, but she’d never gotten around to it, so they had lingered in the basement.

The boy couldn’t remember why he was down here. Had his parents put him down here to punish him? No, they wouldn’t do anything as cruel as that. Had he hidden down here and fallen asleep before his parents had found him? That couldn’t be it, either. He was twelve and too old for silly games like hide and seek.

He tried to look out the small window high up on the wall, but he couldn’t reach it. It was too dark to see outside, anyway. He could only hear a faint wind. He couldn’t hear the garbage truck or cars heading to work or any of the usual sounds he could hear from his bed first thing in the morning. It was as if the whole world had gone still and silent.

He had probably just woken up early and not realised it. That was why everything was so dark and quiet. Yet he felt a deep pit of hunger in his stomach, the way he always did first thing in the morning. But it had to be hours before breakfast time.

He walked through the dark towards the stairs. Surely his parents wouldn’t mind him having a snack before breakfast. He had to hold tightly to the rail to find his way in the darkness. He reached the top of the stairs and grabbed the door handle.

Nothing happened. The door didn’t open like it was supposed to. He tried it again. It only opened a little bit. It seemed like there was something blocking it from the other side, as if something had been put in front of the door to keep him from getting out.

He tried the light switch. Nothing happened. He flipped it up and down several times, growing frustrated now. The room was still enveloped in darkness. 

His heart started beating faster and his breathing slowed. He knew now that something was wrong, but he didn’t know what. This was all too strange. He didn’t understand anything. 

He tried the door again, feeling weak and stupid that something so easy wasn’t working. Why would his parents punish him like this? What had he done wrong?

He was about to sit on the top of the stairs and cry until his parents let him out again, no matter how long it took. They couldn’t leave him there forever. They wouldn’t just forget about him.

Looking around the dark basement, he knew he didn’t want to stay there any longer. He didn’t want to be spooked by the slightest noise or shadows which weren’t really there. He had to get out, even if his parents punished him for it. Nothing they could do would be any scarier than being trapped down here. 

“Mom, Dad, are you out there?” he called out through the crack in the door. He didn’t hear anything else from the house. Putting his eye to the crack, the house seemed as still and dark as the basement. His father had to get up early for work and his mother always got up later during holidays. “Mom, are you awake?”

There was still nothing but silence. He couldn’t hear the clattering of his mother making breakfast, or the smell of the coffee his father made every morning for work, leaving the pot on for when his mother woke up and drank the rest. 

He realised there was nothing else for it; he would have to break out himself. He stood back slightly then slammed against the door with his full body weight. He wasn’t exactly the strongest kid, but perhaps it would be enough. He did it again, then again. The door opened slightly more. Whatever was blocking the other side had shifted slightly. There still wasn’t any more light coming in through the gap. 

The boy took a deep breath then slammed his body against the door several more times, like a character in a video game. Finally, the door was open just wide enough for him to squeeze through. It was a tight fit, but he just about made it. He almost tripped on the thing which had been blocking the door. He looked down and saw a shoe and a leg wearing jeans. Crawling out through the door, he took it in further.

It was his mother.

“Mom, what’s wrong? Why are you sleeping here?” he asked as he leant down to shake her prone body. He immedietly felt stupid for asking the question, because he already knew she wasn’t sleeping. But he still shook her and asked her to wake up over and over again. He was still confused why he couldn’t wake her up. He still expected it to work.

His mind was spinning. He didn’t understand anything. Why was his mother still in the clothes she’d been wearing yesterday? She hadn’t even taken off her makeup. What about his father? Had he gone to work already? Did he know about this?

He started scrambling for what this could all possibly be. Maybe it was just a stupid prank. But his parents wouldn’t do something like that. He’d heard that people could pass out when they had too much alcohol. But his mother hadn’t been at a party last night, and she never usually drank alcohol at home anyway. This had to still be a dream. There was nothing else it could be.

He squinted through the darkness to take in his mother closer. It was difficult to make out, but her skin looked odd, almost like it had been bleached and then grown mould. Her body was lying in an unnatural position, pushed into place when he’d opened the door. 

Suddenly, the boy realised why she’d been blocking the door with her body. It hadn’t been to keep him inside; it was to prevent something else from getting in. But what? Was it the same thing which had done this to her?

He wanted to stay by his mother’s side and wait for everything to be ok again, like he’d done when he was a little kid. But he couldn’t anymore, because nothing was ok. 

He reluctantly turned his eyes away from his mother and took in the rest of the house. It was so dark he could barely see anything. He had to find out what was happening. In video games, you had to explore the space to look for clues and find items you would need. He would need to do the same thing. 

He reached out a hand to feel his way along the wall in the darkness. He had only taken a few steps when the wall vanished from his touch. But it shouldn’t yet. That was when he looked further and realised why.

The rest of his house wasn’t there anymore. 

It was like half of it had been ripped away, or bitten off by some giant creature. The half that was still there had a giant hole in the roof, but it still didn’t let in any light. Everything stood there the same as it usually did; the couch, the television, the cabinets. But they were coated in dust and debris. 

The boy didn’t want to go any further. He almost wanted to crawl back to the basement, curl into a ball, and hide until this bad dream was over. But he knew that would be useless. He knew nobody would find him down there. He had been told that if you were in trouble, you should stay where you were and wait for somebody to come and rescue you. But he already knew that wasn’t going to happen. Nobody was coming for him. Not even his mother could save him now. He would have to leave and he would be all alone.

A lump formed in his throat at the thought. He’d always fantasised about going off on his own on a big adventure and do whatever he wanted; wake up as late as he wanted, stay up late, go to the places he found the most interesting. But now that possibility was before him, he didn’t want to go any further. He just wanted things to go back to the way they had been the night before; a regular life of school, video games, and all the normal pats of daily life. He wouldn’t complain about having to go to bed early or brushing his teeth anymore
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