
  
    
      
    

  


  
    
      Clarissa's Portal

    


    
      Rosemary McKinley

    


    
      Published by Rosemary McKinley, 2025.

    

  


  
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    


    
      CLARISSA'S PORTAL

    


    
      First edition. January 23, 2025.


      Copyright © 2025 Rosemary McKinley.

    


    
      Written by Rosemary McKinley.

    


    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


  
    
      Also by Rosemary McKinley

    


    
      Rosemary McKinley


      Unlocked


      Chinese House

    


    
      Standalone


      Libby's Choice


      Clarissa's Portal


      Those Who Walk Among Us

    


    
      Watch for more at Rosemary McKinley’s site.

    

  


Table of Contents


  Title Page



  Copyright Page



  Also By Rosemary McKinley



  Dedication



  Epigraph



  Clarissa's Portal



  Sign up for Rosemary McKinley's Mailing List



  Further Reading: Chinese House



  About the Author



  About the Publisher



  
     


    
      Many thanks to my mother, who always had faith in me

    

  


  
    

  


  first published in Boundless, published by Compass Flower Press, © 2018.  Clarissa’s Portal   2482 words 

Up until now, I had everything I wanted or needed. I feel all alone, so alone. I look at all the mail in front of me and sweep the envelopes to the side. Each day I place them neatly in piles on the mahogany desk in the living room. I won’t think of that now.

Papa had died a few years ago, but I still had Mama and I took good care of her every day. We had been close companions. We would take walks down the street and over a bridge looking down to a creek. We would stop and marvel at the changing colors of the water in spring and fall. The sound of the water rushing with the tide was calming.  When we returned home, we would sit at the dining room table and have lunch and later dinner. But life changes, doesn’t it? Mama got sick. At first, she could manage walking. She had avoided going to any doctor but that didn’t last. She couldn’t keep food down and then she couldn’t walk. I had insisted that she go to the doctor. It had been so long that he no longer practiced so we went to woman doctor who took over his practice. It was a sad day when we returned home.  No words were uttered about the illness, but it was clear that Mama was not going to get better.

More appointments and mores tests were ordered and later that became a routine. Then, Mama said she had had enough.

“I don’t want to go through this anymore. My mind is made up. No more. “

“But Mama, the doctor said you could have some treatments.”

“Clary. Please. No more. I would rather stay here with you and not be in a cold hospital. You can take care of me.”

I cooked and gave her medications at the proper time. I cleaned and did the laundry. More importantly, I cared for Mama’s every need. I wanted her to be comfortable and live as long as she could. We watched our favorite shows on TV and laughed about the different events that happened in the past. Time moved on.

Then one day, Mama said, “Clarissa, I am calling the priest at Saint Michael’s.”

“But Mama. We haven’t been to Church in many years.”

“I would like one to come to the house and hear my confession.” After making a few calls, a local priest from Saint Michael’s, our parish, did come to the house. He gave Mama communion and heard her confession. He also anointed her with holy oil, now called the anointing of the sick.

Mama didn’t have to tell me what she was thinking. I already knew. I kept her comfortable and called the doctor when she was in pain. I was sad because I knew Mama wasn’t getting better, but worse. I prayed for her to improve. Each day, we had the same conversation.

“Clary, you will be OK. Remember all the things I taught you. You will never be alone. I will always be near.”

I thought how could that be true?

The days went by slowly and then Mama went to sleep one night and didn’t wake up. I called the doctor and that was it. Mama had died in her sleep. I called and spoke to the priest who came to the house to set up the funeral Mass. Mama’s only friend left, Valerie, came to the Church. After the ceremony, Valerie came up to me and said, “Your Mama loved you very much, Clary. Always remember that.” At lunch, Valerie asked me something strange.

She said, “Do you remember much about a man named Robert?”

I said, “No, not really. But why are you asking now?”

“Did you ever ask your mother about him? I was just wondering.”

I thought that was an odd question but wasn’t sure what to think of it. After, I went home to sit in silence for the rest of the day. It was all very quiet and sad.

After that day, my life changed. I have no brothers and sisters; my friends have moved away, and all my close relatives are gone. I walked around the house and cried and cried for days. I am so alone.

I have lived in the family home since I was born. It was a small ranch style house with a living room, dining room, kitchen and two bedrooms all on the main floor. The kitchen had the original honey-colored cabinets and a green, Formica countertop used in the early 1950’s. The other rooms were decorated with furniture in the same color wood as the cabinets. The upholstered blue chairs and couch are faded and worn. Nothing much has changed in the house since it was built. I consulted a lawyer as Mama had instructed and found out that my mother’s will left everything to me. I expected that but was surprised at how much money was invested in a local brokerage house. I knew nothing of my parents’ finances. We never discussed it. I have enough to live comfortably, and the mortgage was paid for. When the mail comes, I continue to pile all the bills in piles on the table. Mama always wrote the checks and paid the bills. I never had to worry about such things. 

Years ago, my first-grade teacher, Mrs. Livingston, said to my mother, “Your daughter Clarissa is slow. She can learn and will understand the basics but beyond that she will be limited.” That was what the teachers told Mama when I was in first grade.

Later, when I was in high school, I worked as a clerk in the local drugstore and a cashier in the local grocery store. I never learned more complicated skills and I don’t want to get a job now. It would not be easy for a sixty-year-old woman anyway. I feel more alone than ever. When I look in the mirror, I can’t believe that a grey haired, blue eyed old woman looks back at me. Where has the time gone? I can’t be that old, I thought. The town is close by and I walk to the supermarket and pharmacy. I have everything I need, except the most important person, my mother.

One day when I was cleaning the house, I decided to go up to the attic to look for some of my old clothes. I need to go through mama’s things to discard them, as well. In this house, the attic stairs are in a closet in the second bedroom. Five stairs go straight up and then there is a short landing with more stairs to the right and up. At that landing, I almost lost my balance, so I pressed my hands along the left wall. Before I knew what was happening, I stepped, and fell into another place. I looked around as I stood up. “I can’t believe my eyes!”

I could see into my living room when I was a child. The couch was a much brighter blue as were the drapes and the rest of the room had sunlight streaming in. A young Mama was sitting there, knitting a sweater. Mama had her hair done and was wearing a grey skirt and blue sweater
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