On the Other Side of the Door

By Kristy Basolo

On a main street in broad daylight, we search for a way to break into the huge Victorian house.  My heart races at the thought of it, but I can’t enjoy the mischief.  My legs turned to Jell-O about ten minutes back.


I called the boys when I couldn’t find her.   No one had seen her after she left work last night.  I thought the boys had given her a ride home; they thought I had.  She left a note at my place for me to call and make sure she got up in the morning for her final exam.  But that black eye and bump on her head left me worrying all night, despite her attempted optimism.


I called her cell phone and her house phone every ten minutes from 8:30 to 10 a.m.  No answer.  Then I realized I was going to have to go over there; all her roommates were gone home for Thanksgiving.

I went to drag the boys’ hung-over asses out of bed first.  I brought them along for moral support, with hopes that they would be my strength, my voices of reason.  But now they are forcing me to peak around the corners, check in the bathrooms, to walk up the stairs to her bedroom first.  Damn cowards.

With the stairs creaking loudly beneath my flip flops, I’m not so bold.  Her shoes were not in the pile at the bottom of the stairs.  I am isolated, unaware of who is behind me, or if they have even followed.   I notice articles of clothing strewn about the steps, but none are hers.  Visions of what we may find in this house are making my head slosh.  I mount each step more slowly.  At the top of the steps, there are three doors in front of me.  Instantly, I know which room is hers.


Unfuckwithable.


The sticker on her rickety door jumps out at me.  Ugly white typewriter font on black background, the word breaks down into syllables as I read it.  Usually she is just that.  Toughness is her middle name.  She is in rough shape, we realized this morning.  But she didn’t let on.  And you should have seen the guy who hit her when she got through with him.


I look around, hoping someone will move my body for me.  My legs are glued to the top step.  I hear the scurrying of little feet, and it startles me into action.  As I glance to the left, two ferrets are huddled in their cage, forlorn looks on their faces.  The whiteness of the walls and high ceilings blind me.


“Chris?”  My voice is hoarse, and barely escapes my lips.  I knock on her bedroom door.

“Chris? Are you here?”


The boys are suddenly behind me.  The house is silent except for our breathing.  There is no response from beyond the door.  I turn and look at them.  They look at each other.  I reach for the shiny gold door handle, expecting it to be locked, almost hoping it will be.


It turns easily in my grip.  I barely have the strength to push it open.  I release the handle and the door squeals, opening slowly with what little momentum I can give it.  I see a lump beneath the well-used Chicago Bulls blanket on the bed directly in front of me.


“Chris?”


Lucas pushes past me.  His tall form looks like a father bending over his child.  He puts his hand on her head.  I’m doing somersaults without a net.


“Chris?”


My head sloshes.  I’m falling faster now.


“Dammit, Chris!”

He shakes her lifeless body.  I see her pale hand protruding from beneath her blanket.


“Chris! Wake up!”


They’re both yelling now.  I watch Lucas lean over to grab her wrist, to see if she has a pulse.  I slump against the doorframe.  Before I can see the look on his face, my back slides down the doorway and I come to rest on the dusty hallway floor with a light thud.


“Chris!”


Finally, I hear her weak voice.  Tears of relief spring out of my eyes, washing the grief from my face.  One of the ferrets shifts his weight in the cage next to me.  I reach over and rub one of their little noses with my index finger.  I have never touched a ferret before.


“Girl, you gave us a scare.  We thought you were …”
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