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Tears welled in Faith’s eyes as she stood at the foot of the cobblestone pathway, her chin trembling. Ominously above, clouds rammed together, the promise of rain permeating the air as Faith struggled to compose herself. The Uber driver had already driven off and she had no real idea how long she’d been staring at the house. Her feet felt glued to the sidewalk. 

“Are you going to stand out there all night, Faithy or are you coming inside eventually?” 

Gran’s quavering voice was oddly strong as it met Faith’s ears. She looked toward the front door, her hand curling around the handles of the trunks in each hand and stepped forward. 

“Hi, Gran,” the younger woman murmured, ambling toward the front door, trying to paint a smile upon her face. “You look great.”

Gran snorted loudly and rolled her rheumy eyes. 

“Don’t lie to an old woman, Faith Christine George,” Gran sighed, stepping aside to usher her granddaughter into the sweet, A-frame house. “I’ve been around the track and on the farm longer than you so I got a good nose for horse manure.” 

Faith had no response to that but she could not help but smile. She fixed her attention on the house that had kept some of her happiest childhood memories. 

Virginia George had lived in the building since her marriage in the early 60s but the house was at least a hundred and fifty years old. To Faith, it had always been a secondary home to her, even though she hadn’t been in years. 

I can thank Rob for that, she thought bitterly, ambling after her father’s mother to close the door behind her. He made damned sure I cut off everything important in my life, didn’t he?

“You need to leave all your negativity at the door, Faithy,” Gran chided her, pausing to put her hands on her hips. “You know the house rules.”  

Faith tried to smile, remembering Gran’s mantra to all of them when they entered they house. 

“All the bad stays out of the pad,” she said softly. 

“I know it’s easier said than done right now,” Gran said firmly but with sympathy. “However, it’s important. This house can feel things.” 

She seemed so serious and Faith nodded in agreement. 

“Of course, Gran. I’m here to start over, not bring my negativity from Oregon.”

“Or from anywhere else,” Gran replied, holding Faith’s eyes insistently. Faith wasn’t sure what it was her grandmother was expecting but she offered Virginia a reassuring smile. 

“Or from anywhere else,” she replied. “All my negativity is back in Portland.”

“Good. Now come inside and have some marzipan cookies. I just made them.”

Faith left her trunks at the charming entranceway and followed the feeble bodied woman toward the kitchen. Virginia had not changed much since Faith had last seen her. The woman had always been old, even when Faith was a little girl. 

“I have some herbal tea,” Gran murmured, pulling open the pantry to loo, as Faith took a seat at the table. “I think...”

“Don’t go out of your way, Gran,” Faith said quickly. “I’ll probably go crash soon.”

Gran turned and nodded, closing the door to join her son’s only daughter at the scarred table. 

“I imagine you’re exhausted after everything you’ve been through,” Gran muttered sympathetically. “I never liked that asshole.”

“Gran!” Faith had never heard her grandmother cuss before and the sound was both amusing and appalling. Gran shrugged. 

“What? He is one, isn’t he? Any man that can’t keep it in his pants when he’s married to such a beautiful, smart, gifted woman ought to be castrated.”

“Oh my God, Gran...”

Faith snorted, her face flushing as she sat back to stare at her grandmother with renewed admiration. 

“If your grandfather had ever stepped out on me, I can safely say that divorce would have been the least of his worries.”

“Grampa loved you, Gran,” Faith replied, reaching for one of the cookies Virginia had set on the tray in the center of the table. “Rob never cared about anyone but himself.”

“Good riddance,” Gran said with confidence. “You’ll be much happier here in Washington. I know I’m happier that you’re here.”

Faith beamed warmly at the elderly woman but inside her chest, her heart was cracking again. 

I wasted ten years with that son of a bitch, she thought mournfully. A divorce and a change of scenery isn’t going to erase the pain that he caused me. 

A weathered hand slid across the cracked wood and found its way into Faith’s. 

“It’s always darkest before the dawn, child,” Gran told her. “And you don’t see the good when you focus on the bad.”

Faith nodded vehemently. 

“I’m only fixating on the good going forward,” she insisted. “Rob can go to hell.”

Gran chuckled and squeezed her granddaughter’s fingers. 

“That’s the spirit, dear,” she laughed. 

~ ~ ~

Despite her tiredness, Faith’s mind refused to turn off and long after Gran had retired for the night, she was still awake. 

It was all so unfamiliar, the bed, the shadows, the eerie sounds of nature, so unlike everything Faith had known in Portland. Gran’s house was on the outskirts of Yakima but tucked away in the thick of lushness that Washington was renowned for. 

Don’t be stupid, Faith chided herself, pushing aside the heavy quilt and rising from the bed. This is the most familiar place on earth. It’s frigging grandma’s house. Get over yourself. 

It appalled Faith to realize that she missed Rob, despite all he had done to her. She longed for the security of his burly nearness and the sound of his heavy snores. 

And if he were here or I were there, I’d be seething in resentment, she tried to remind herself but it did little to alleviate the pang of longing inside her. Not for the first time, Faith considered that she had made a terrible mistake letting her husband go. 

He’s human, after all. We all make mistakes. 

Faith’s face flushed with humiliation, the realization that she was again justifying Rob’s terrible actions slapping her in the face. She didn’t want to imagine what her grandmother would have to say about her thoughts. 

With a deep breath, she made her way into the dark hallway, careful not to wake her grandmother. 

Down the single-file staircase Faith moved, toward the kitchen to search for the tea that Gran had promised earlier. The sentiment had been forgotten but that didn’t bother Faith. She hadn’t been in the mood to sit up all night chattering with Gran anyway, well-meaning as her father’s mother was. She loved Virginia but the woman didn’t understand her situation well enough to give sound advice. 

No one does, not really. 

She turned on the stove’s hood light and turned toward the pantry, biting on her lower lip. She wasn’t even sure she wanted something to drink but at least this took her mind off the impending sleepless night ahead. 

Faith had purposely left her cell phone on the small bedside table, knowing that if it were in her hand, she would be too tempted to use it. 

And there’s absolutely nothing left to say between us. I shouldn’t even have his number in my phone anymore. We’re not together, nor will we ever be again. 

She slammed the pantry shut with more force than she had intended, her hands empty. She turned to storm up the stairs, determined to delete Rob’s number from her contact list but before she could take a step, the handle of a door gleamed in the darkness. Faith blinked and eyed it, confused by the sight of it. 

She had lost count at the number of times she had been to her grandmother’s house over the years but never once had she seen the door in front of her although how she could have missed it made little sense. It was painted black, a gold handle adjacent to an old-style key lock. 

Where does that lead?

Without thinking about Gran’s privacy or anything else, Faith headed toward the strange portal and twisted the knob. It gave way without any effort, opening to a dark staircase. 

“A basement...?”

This was also news to Faith and she wracked her brain to recall if there had ever been a lower floor. 

One doesn’t just build a basement after the house is already constructed...

Her hand reached out toward the walls, feeling futilely for a switch but as she tentatively stepped down the stairs, there was nothing to click on. Walking into darkness didn’t seem like a smart idea and yet Faith couldn’t seem to stop herself. She was captivated by what lay beyond, even though she had no real reason to think there was anything there. 

Go back upstairs! A small voice squeaked at her. Nothing good can come of this...

But whatever logic prevailed inside her was quickly ignored and another bare foot touched the cold, wooden steps until she found herself at the bottom. There was barely enough light from the stove to illuminate anything on the basement level, no matter how many times Faith blinked her eyes. 

She turned her bright blue eyes left but as she did, a glimmer of sheer light captured her attention. Immediately, Faith turned and gasped aloud, stepping back at the unexpected sheen. 

What the hell is that?

A combination of fear and awe overwhelmed her as she gaped at the strange orb. It glowed in gold, a blob of something that Faith couldn’t identify. 

Don’t touch it!

The word reverberated in her head but they didn’t stop Faith from inching closer, her hands outstretched. She struggled to make sense of the sight but nothing came to mind. 

Slowly, she drew nearer, feeling the oddly warm sensation overcome her until her open palms were aligned with the glow. For a long moment, she did nothing but stand, relishing the heat that rushed through her body. It felt like the blob was calling to her, an ethereal humming radiating from within the orb. A lump of excitement formed in her throat and before she could stop herself, she leapt forward. 

~ ~ ~

“Are you still sleeping?” 

Faith’s eyes popped open at the angry voice, her heart pumping as she recognized the voice immediately. Rob glowered at her from the full-length mirror, adjusting his tie. 

“Get up!” he roared. “Where’s my breakfast?!”

Faith sprang up, blinking wildly. 

What am I doing here? How is this happening?

She looked around the unfamiliar condo, the sterile white of it unmistakably Rob’s taste but she didn’t know the place. 

I’m dreaming. Something must have happened to me in Gran’s basement and I’m unconscious. 

She pinched herself as hard as she could and gasped at the pain. Unfortunately, Rob’s furious face did not disappear.   

“Are you deaf?” he yelled, advancing on her. “Get the hell up!”

Choking on her fear, Faith sprang back, pulling the comforter around her to gape at her ex-husband with shocked eyes. 

“W-what am I doing here?” she whimpered. “What did you do to me?”

Rob blinked twice. 

“I don’t have time for your crazy shit today, Faith. I have a meeting this morning. Where’s my breakfast?”

Gooseflesh erupted over Faith’s arms. 

“B-breakfast?” she echoed. “W-what...?”

“Forget it,” Rob snapped, spinning to leave her alone in the too-white room. “I’ll grab Starbucks on the way to the office.”

He was gone before Faith could respond but she was grateful for that. A moment later, she heard the slam of the front door and she scampered out of bed to race through the apartment. 

A quick survey of the unit told Faith that she did, in fact, live there with her ex-husband. 

But is he my ex-husband? Why are we together? What happened last night?

Hyperventilating, Faith found a landline and dialed out with trembling fingers. She stared down at her lace nightgown, shaking her head as the phone on the other end rang. Voicemail answered after the fourth ring. 

“Hi! You’ve reached Virginia and Bob! No one’s here to take your call but leave us a message and we’ll get back to you soon!”

The phone beeped and Faith gaped at the receiver in her hand. 

Who the hell is Bob?

“G-gran? It’s...it’s Faith. I...”

She pressed her lips together and shook her head, unsure what else to say. Instead of finishing her sentence, she hung up and rushed back into the bedroom to change her clothes. Suddenly, she was feeling stifled in the apartment and she didn’t want to be there when Rob returned. 

Hastily, she found a blouse and expensive pair of form-fitting pants, neither item her style. When she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror, Faith’s knees buckled slightly. Her long, red mane was shorn to the base of her neck and it looked as though she had undergone Botox treatments, her face taut and lips too full. She didn’t recognize the woman staring back at her. 

This
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