I arose again. Too warm, fully dressed, unaware of where I had been or where I was going. With a heavy and wary step, I eased through my maternal halls in desperate need of clarity. As soon as I saw her, I understood. Her image floated in place, it distorted and recovered slowly as if placed underwater and seemed to become more comprehensible without ever clearing as I neared.  I understood then. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]I continued to wander unabashedly. There was a new crispness to the air, a new softness to the light, something had become far less terrifying about my familial halls now. Whether it was my age or the age of the walls I did not know, nor did I care. Drunk on recollection, I stepped slowly as if any could be my last and grazed my fingertips over each doorknob, revelling in the screech of the hinges I teased. I thumbed over worn light switches, tapped on tin pipes, scraped at the chipping paint on the window frames before closing them against the wind. I touched each inch of my home again and filled with desperate sentiment over items I did not know I longed for. 

When the sun’s honey had dripped away and the clear waters of the moon began to envelop each window, I searched for her again. A lost lamb in the field without her mother in sight. I retraced every step and found her hunched over, reading from her computer screen with her glasses pushed high and her hair pushed higher. I sat in front of her and watched, smiling softly with the knowledge that I was not completely alone, although neither of us were completely accompanied either. As she lifted her hand to reach for her glass of wine, her fingers passed through mine. I balled my fist and cursed the ache of it. White hot and icy in a way only pain can be. She did the same, shaking her hand as if the discomfort would fall away. Tentatively reaching out again, she took a deep gulp from her glass and turned her attention back to her article, the word “haunted” highlighted in flamboyant yellow. 

