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I


At first the house was only a house,




wood remembering trees,




walls remembering hands,




the ceiling a pale sky that never answered back.




At first the night arrived politely,




knocking with wind,




asking to be let in through the cracks. She stood in the doorway of herself, holding hope like a thin candle, and I watched the flame shake but not yet go out.




Then something shifted beneath the floorboards, not loud, not dramatic,




just a small rearranging of darkness.




The house inhaled,




and I swear it learned her name.




II




The creatures did not arrive all at once.




They never do.




They come like doubts,




like questions asked too late,




like regrets that pretend they are harmless.




One claw at a time,




one whisper sliding out of the wall, one eye opening where a nail had been.




They crawled from places no one cleans anymore:




under the sink of forgotten promises, behind the couch where laughter fell and was never retrieved,




inside the vents that carried warm air and old arguments back and forth.
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She did not scream.




Hope teaches you to be quiet.




III




I saw the first creature curl around her ankles, thin as a bad thought,




sharp as a memory that refuses mercy. Its skin was made of dust and apologies,




its mouth stitched with names she used to trust.




It did not bite.




It only stayed.




That is how hope begins to lose its weight.




IV




The house learned how to move without moving.




Doors leaned closer.




Hallways stretched their necks to listen. The stairs forgot which way was down. Every room became a mouth waiting for her to finish a sentence so it could swallow the rest.




She walked carefully,




as if carefulness could save her,




as if love had not already failed that way.




V




The creatures multiplied when she slept.




They fed on dreams,




on the soft places where she still believed someone would come back different. They grew spines made of calendar pages, teeth shaped like “maybe,” tails knotted with prayers




that never learned how to leave the body.




They whispered to her from inside the walls:




You tried.




You waited.




You bled quietly enough.
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Now lie down.

VI

Hope sat beside her like a tired child,

knees pulled to its chest,

eyes too old for its face.

It asked her questions it already knew the answers to.

Do you still believe?

Do you still want tomorrow?

Do you still see yourself in the mirror?

She did not answer.

Silence is the first language of surrender.

VII

The house began to smell like endings.

Not rot, not fire,

but the faint metallic scent of goodbye.

The windows watched her

with the patience of executioners.

The lights flickered

as if they were ashamed to stay.

One creature crawled out of the bedroom closet wearing her voice.

Another stepped from the bathtub

wearing his absence.

A third unfolded itself from the kitchen table and carried the shape of all the meals she never ate because she was waiting.

VIII

She sat on the floor

and let the cold learn her spine.

The creatures circled,

not hungry,

just curious.

They are always curious about hope

at the moment it begins to crack.

One reached out and touched her wrist.
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It felt like the last time




someone promised to stay.




IX




I remember when she believed the house was safe.




When walls meant shelter




and doors meant choice.




When the night was just a night




and not a rehearsal for grief.




Now the ceiling lowered itself




to hear her breathing fail.




Now the floor hummed




with the sound of giving up.




Now the house was no longer a place




but a verdict.




X




The creatures spoke in a language




made entirely of almosts.




Almost loved.




Almost saved.




Almost enough.




They sang it softly,




so softly it sounded like comfort.




She leaned into it.




That is how hope dies




without violence.




XI




Her memories crawled out next.




They had claws too.




Every laugh sharpened.




Every kiss learned how to cut.




The past is a patient predator.




It waits until you are tired




and then reminds you of everything




you were supposed to become.




She pressed her hands to her ears,
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but the house amplified her heartbeat, turned it into a drum

for the creatures to dance to.

XII

Hope stood up then,

thin, trembling,

a small animal with broken legs.

It looked at her

like it wanted permission to leave.

Like it was tired of being brave alone.

She nodded.

Hope does not argue when it is dismissed.

XIII

The creatures celebrated quietly.

They always respect the moment.

They folded themselves into the corners, into the shadows behind her eyes, into the long pause between breaths. One crawled into her chest

and replaced warmth with weight.

Another nested in her throat

and made every word feel pointless.

A third settled behind her eyes

and dimmed the world just enough

to make leaving it seem reasonable.

XIV

The house exhaled.

It had been waiting.

The walls relaxed.

The doors stopped pretending.

The floor accepted her

like a confession.

Outside, the world continued

with its rude insistence on life.

Cars passed.
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Lights changed.




Somewhere, someone laughed




without asking permission.




Inside, she became still.




XV




I wanted to pull her out of there.




I wanted to tear the creatures




from the walls,




from her skin,




from the soft machinery of her belief.




But the house had already claimed her name.




And names are powerful things.




I could only watch




as she folded inward,




as hope packed its small belongings




and slipped out through a crack




no one ever notices.




XVI




The creatures did not kill her.




They never do.




They simply stayed long enough




to make survival feel like a mistake.




They taught the house how to keep secrets.




They taught the silence how to speak.




They curled up beside her




like loyal pets of despair,




breathing with her,




waiting for nothing.




XVII




When morning came,




it arrived without conviction.




Light crept into the room




and found no one to impress.




The creatures retreated slightly,




as they always do,
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leaving behind their fingerprints

on her thoughts.

She stood up,

but she did not rise.

XVIII

The house looked ordinary again.

That is the cruelest part.

From the outside,

nothing was wrong.

From the inside,

everything had learned how to hurt quietly.

She walked through the rooms

like a ghost still pretending to be human, touching walls that remembered her despair, passing mirrors that no longer recognized her. XIX

Hope did not return.

It never does all at once.

Sometimes it leaves permanently.

Sometimes it waits years

for a moment weak enough

to let it back in.

For her, the space it left

was filled with creatures,

with silence,

with a house that now knew

how to crawl inside a person.

XX

And if you ever stand in that house,

if you ever feel the floor listening,

the walls leaning closer,

the shadows breathing your name,

know this:

The creatures are real.

They crawl out when belief grows tired.
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