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The House Had Two

Walking through the parents' room, I tripped over a rusted, raised floor plank. I had just arrived this morning, and the Vane’s hired me to babysit for the weekend. I didn’t live nearby, but I had always felt an urge to visit the southern land of Louisiana, and I had known them closely for years. It already felt like I was messing up. I lifted the floor plank to set it back in place, but noticed something between the cracked paint. I didn't mean to find it. A note, neatly folded, with browned edges, but it seemed as if it had just been written earlier, like it was meant to be seen today. The note read: “I'm not who you think I am, but you'll find out, very… very soon.” I quickly slammed the wooden plank back in place. The atmosphere breathed thick and smelled stale, yet it was strangely cold.  
	“What was that?” A small child stood behind me. 
	“Oliver! It was nothing, do you want to go color?” I walked him toward the playroom entrance. As I’m grabbing coloring books from the rack near the closet, I peered into the dark seam between the door. It felt as if an eye was staring back into mine.
	“She doesn’t like it when you go near her hiding spot.” Oliver stood behind me, tugging on my coarse, grey linen shirt.
	“Who? Is someone in the closet?” I asked, attempting to stay calm in front of him. 
	“No, of course not, Ms.Vivy, you’re so silly!” Oliver exclaimed, snapping back to normal. I felt a little shaken, as if someone other than Oliver were watching my every move. 
	The wood creaked with each step, as if I were crushing someone's skull beneath my feet. The warped, stained floorboards were tightly curled up like brittle fingernails. I glanced toward the kitchen, and Oliver was fixing a glass of milk, humming to himself. The tune of a slow, breathy lullaby that I had never played around him before, or had even heard. I convinced myself he must have heard it from his parents. 
“Hey, Oliver,” I reach out of the cupboard to grab a glass, leaving it open.
“Hi Vivy.” He hands the carton to me. The air suddenly becomes unbearably cold. 
“Would you wanna watch-” I began to speak, but then the cupboard behind me slammed shut, and I was sure I left it open. 
“Miss, you’re maddening her.” He puts the milk back in the fridge, placing the glass back in the cupboard. “You have to keep it closed, or she’ll get angrier.” He looked as if I had betrayed his imaginary friend.
I look over near him, waiting.“Who is she?”  I asked. Oliver doesn’t answer, slowly tiptoeing away.
In the depths of the night, I lay awake as whispers came from down the hall fill my ears. 
“Is she asleep yet?” A young girl's voice echoes through the thin walls. She begins to sing breathy lullabies, the same ones Oliver was singing earlier. 
I slowly peek out near the end of the hall. A figure in a small, scuffed dress runs across the hallway to Oliver's room, making her cold presence known. I immediately sprint toward Oliver's room. I feel myself beginning to fall while racing across the edge of the floorboards, my skull smashes against rotted wood. Digging my knees against the splintery wood, it felt as if a thousand tiny needles were spread across my legs. I stood up and noticed a small satin-pink ribbon placed under my feet. It seemed as if it were intentionally placed there to slip on. I continue to rush towards his room, swinging his door open as fast as I can. 
Oliver glares toward the door, tucked in bed neatly. “Vivy, why are you in my room?” He continues to look back and forth between me and his closet. 
“Who is in here, Oliver?” I demanded an answer.
“It's nobody, Vivy, you're imagining things.” He looks at me with guilty eyes. 
“Oliver, you’re telling me now.” I begin to go toward the unlatched closet. 
“Elowen. She lives here, she’s lived here before me, and my family, she owns the house.” Oliver unfolds his bed sheets, approaching the closet. 
A small girl comes out, she stares with narrowed eyes, no expression, dark knotted hair covering her pale skin like curtains. 
“I'm Elowen. This was my home.” A high-pitched voice leaves her thin, light-pink lips. 
I stare in disbelief.“What's going on? I'm calling your parents, Oliver.” I head toward the hallway near the wall phone and begin to dial. 
“Vivienne, no, please, she's my friend, and I want her to be in her home.” Oliver runs over, reaching for my hands. I set the phone back down, glaring at them both. The room turns cold, and the dust becomes stronger, heavier. 
BAM, the front door slams shut. I begin to sprint towards the front of the house. I realize, as I'm running from the hallway, that I don't hear both their footsteps behind me anymore. I glance back and find only Oliver. I grab his small hand, and I take off toward the door. It’s shut, but nothing seems out of the ordinary. I carefully open the creaky door, and I see nothing. Only the hanging Spanish moss caressing the foggy swamps below, no life around for miles on end. The sunrise slowly begins to reflect across the deep waters. I double-lock the door and turn to Oliver. 
I stare back at Oliver, “Where is she?” I ask, skimming the house.
“Shes gone. She won't come back; you scared her away.” He looks mad, mad at me. 
I grasp the phone tightly, trying to spin the dial, but no connection is coming from it. I scream with fright, trying to spin it over and over again. I quickly run toward the kitchen to the second phone. The dial begins to click as I spin it. 
“Hello? Vivienne? Oliver?” Mr. and Mrs. Vane answer with confusion to the soundless response. 
“HELP!” I scream as the phone cuts out. Turning around, I see Elowen, and she’s holding Oliver's hand tightly. 
Elowen lets out a whisper. “You shouldn’t have done that, Vivy”. 

