
 

 

 

 

Chapter One: Elizabeth 

  

I’ve stood with this empty feeling inside of me way too many times: 

always restless and waiting. Honestly, I’ve done this so many times in my long 

past that it gets so wearisome sometimes. Now don’t get me wrong, I truly love 

where I am and who I am. This is such a beautiful and quiet neighborhood, 

nestled here on the outskirts of Chicago. Most of the people are so nice and 

caring and, as I was saying this really is a very nice, quiet neighborhood.  

 On summer nights children play in the streets and families are always 

chatting on their front lawns. Oh, and the smell of edible substances is 

sometimes overwhelming.  

 During the winter children can be seen building small dwellings in front of 

me with the frozen water that falls from the sky and throwing this frozen 

substance at each other. Sometimes I get so worried for these little men and 

women and how they might hurt themselves with these frozen water balls. I 

finally found out it was called snow. Such strange names for things, don’t you 

think? 

 Families make statues out of the frozen water, or snow, putting hats on 

them and dressing them up to look human. The men always complain about how 



 

 

they have to push it all over and pile it up high but this only makes the children 

more and more happy. They stand on these hills of snow and come rolling or 

sliding down it. Why they bother to move it is beyond me. In all my years I’ve 

always watched it disappear on its own. 

 I have learned many words in my long years of living here. When you 

listen and don’t talk you tend to learn more than if you speak and don’t listen. I 

learned that long ago and the things I know and have learned could fill a book or 

three. Trees line my street and all the houses are separated from each other by 

a space where these strange metal containers sitting on round, squishy things 

transport the families. I have learned that these are cars and oh my how these 

people love their cars. I do like the separation from the other houses though. I 

have so much room to expand; and expanding is especially good when a new 

family moves in. 

I’m a Georgian colonial house.  Or, at least I was a house.  You see when 

empty and alone, a house is a house, but when occupied a house usually 

becomes a home.  I remember the day I became a home to an extraordinary 

family—the Lesos. Yes, when the Leso family moved in I was loved again for  

what I was, but hold on, I’m racing ahead of myself, which is something houses 

or homes very seldom do. We don’t make decisions quickly and never race. We 

are quite stationary and have time to think about the consequences of our 

decisions.  We also don’t think about the future because we revel in the present 

and are built on the past. The way men and women should be if they want to be 

happy. 

  I do have a name but it escapes me right now, which is quite odd because 

houses never forget anything.  

 I have been told that I am a very beautiful house in a very beautiful part of 

a very beautiful city. That’s what most humans usually say when they meet me. 

They also say I have aged wonderfully thanks, in part, to most of my occupants; 

or wards as I like to call them. 

 I think it’s the way I was built that has kept me in shape.  Although I have 

to admit that I must rely on people to take care of me.  It’s such a pity that I’ve 

had to rely on people, though. I found that some of them were all quite full of 

themselves and they were less than reliable, with their comings and goings and 

goings and comings. That’s exactly what I started to call them, “comers and 

goers”.  

 My last family, the ones who moved out recently and left me empty, were 

full of life in the beginning. Yes from the moment the large one carried the 



 

 

smaller one, the woman, in through the doorway and up my curved staircase I 

felt a purpose. They really started off, as I said, extremely full of life. Happiness 

and love could be felt for such a long time until things started to turn. A 

darkness had started to settle into the daily lives of this once wonderful, loving 

family. The laughter turned to sorrow and the once pleasant sweet sounds 

turned into loud voices and shouting.Then everything stopped and again I was 

alone.  

 Why do these people always expect me to be perfect when they were so 

imperfect? A door would warp or a window wouldn’t open and right away other 

strange humans would come in and pull and poke and replace parts of me. So I 

had quirks, I was just like these humans who built me. In fact houses are just like 

people, only more reliable, if you ask me, but we do have our imperfections and 

certainly our idiosyncrasies. We need to be loved and cared for and nurtured. 

 And of course my floorboards creaked; at least they do when I’m 

occupied. That’s the way houses talk. The creaking and cracking of our 

floorboards are the way we communicate if you only take the time to listen. I 

once had some people move in who were so set on shutting me up. Imagine 

that? The nerve. More strange men came in and pulled at my rafters and poked 

at my beams in order to keep me quiet but I would have no part of that. I would 

not be silenced by a bunch of comers and goers. Well, never mind. What I was 

trying to say is that these comers and goers move in and fix me up only to leave 

and give it to another family of comers and goers.  Which is why I still think it 

was the way I was built that has kept me in shape.  

  As you step into my front door you are met by a large foyer which reveals 

a sweeping staircase to the second floor. I am oh so proud of this stairway; so 

regal! All of my doorways have curved entrances. Lots of time was spent making 

me and the men who built me were experts in their craft. Brick and wood were 

finely set so that even after 150 years I stand as strong and sturdy as the day I 

was built; and as beautiful!  

 Over the years I was expanded to three stories. They took my top off, 

imagine that. As you age you do tend to get a little bigger though and the people 

who love you don’t seem to mind. That’s a house joke. One family gabled my 

roof to make more space in the attic. Oh my, I did love the facelift! “More 

rooms, more life” is what I always would say as I creaked and groaned in 

appreciation. 

  I am what most people would also call a welcoming house, one that 

invites you in before you step through the doorway. There’s something 



 

 

irresistible that tugs at you and pulls you in to look around and conveys a 

comfort to your soul. I am not a house that wants you to leave quickly. I do 

know those, but I am one that wants you to sit and stay awhile. People seem to 

especially like sitting around my rather large fireplace in my living room.  The 

living room is lined with built-in shelves and decorated with ornate woodwork, 

almost like a library. When I was waiting for a new family to occupy me I would 

often think of all the changes this man creature had set forth on my being. Along 

the way someone closed in my porch. That was fine with me, really, because it 

gave me another room to collect memories and feelings. I also remember when 

one family used that porch area to see if there were spirits living in me. I loved 

to play the game too although no one knew I did, how could they? Why would 

they? Houses aren’t alive. Haha. It was so much fun feeling the excitement of 

this game and feeling the shock of the soft human creatures involved when I 

ever so slightly moved the pointer without anyone touching it. It took a lot of my 

energy and I was so much younger back then but I do think back on all the years 

I’ve been here. For all my years I have always been most happy when there was 

a family living in me and loving me. 

 Houses want families, people who will stay and feed it new memories. 

Houses live off of life itself. Not the life of the house but the lives of the families 

that live in them. When a house is happy that’s when it talks the most and just 

as people get wrinkles as they get older a house gets cracks and splits. These can 

be fixed by plaster, which is not unlike the makeup that the women folks wear, 

but the cracks always seem to come back. A lot like wrinkles, I guess. 

 They say a house is just wood and brick, no feelings and no memories but 

they, whoever they are, are so wrong. A house has a soul. There is a saying that 

“if the walls had ears….” Well guess what, they do. A house carries the lives of all 

who live in it and it retains the memories of those lives.  

 I have watched families coming and going for 150 years; some have taken 

care of me and some have abused me.  

 My creators built me out of love, brick by brick and lived here for about 

forty man years. Laughter and giggles, dancing and hugs were always being 

given or gotten by these two lovers until the strong one became weak and was 

gone before the weaker one. I had always liked the weaker one, the woman, 

because this one always smelled so sweet.   

 The little ones always gave me such joy. They were the glowing ones even 

though they were the hardest on my poor walls and floors. They were the ones 

full of light. My creators had that light for most of the years they lived inside me. 



 

 

There was always singing and dancing in my sturdy frame. The woman always 

made me look and smell so beautiful with lovely flowers from the gardens that 

surrounded my foundation. I was always prim and proper and beautiful. 

 The other houses on the street were always so jealous of me. She also had 

the most wonderful smell and most lovely voice. There would be large 

gatherings of these human folks till the early hours of the morning. Always 

laughing and filling me with such beautiful sounds of music. That all stopped 

when the man person left. Then the woman one no longer made anything smell 

good. The laughter and songs had turned to crying and weeping until one day I 

looked around and I found myself empty. My creators, my parents, were gone. 

What a loss. 

 New families moved in, then they moved out and then others and it was 

always the same. I was just another house now. My insides were painted and my 

walls had pictures hung on them but no one treated me as the house I truly was, 

a house with a soul, a house with a memory, a home. 

 Now my waiting was over. Another family had purchased me. What would 

they be like? What would they change? I do have lots of time to think as most 

houses do and I wondered what kind of people had come to live in me. I was so 

nervous, as any house would surely be. I have always known that I have an inner 

strength as if I was built for one family in mind. Could this be them? Could this 

be the reason I felt so excited? Was this what I was put here for, my purpose? 

   Well I didn’t have to wait that long and it turned out that this family was 

like no other I had ever experienced. What love and joy and, oh my, the light. 

What a pure and radiant light. For a while I really couldn’t pinpoint where such a 

beautiful light was coming from because it shone all around me but then, there 

it was, I spotted the source. I would have thought that such a big light would 

mean a big human but it was the small one. The small one was the source. She 

was special. Oh yes you could see and feel it immediately! Love and warmth 

radiated from this one as a star radiates light in a dark sky. I would have to keep 

my eye on this one. How could I not? This little one was going to give me such 

joy and pleasure as she grows, oh and memories! 

 I almost even forgot my name until the little light one called to me. When 

I heard her I remembered that my creators used to call me that. How did this 

child know my name when even I had forgotten it?  

 Houses remember everything. Hmmm I will have to dwell on this later.   

Giggle, Oh my I made myself laugh. I love that joke. Get it? A dwelling will 

“dwell” on this. Oh never mind, only another house would get it. The reason 



 

 

houses take their time thinking about things is because we have the time to 

think things over and over and over before coming to any decision and even 

then we continue to think about it. 

 I was so busy thinking I hadn’t even noticed that my rooms were being 

filled with furniture until that bright little package of light was carried up my 

front steps. The warmth that filled me that day brought all the memories of my 

past back to me as if a flood gate had opened. As soon as this little creature was 

set down onto the wooden foyer floor, this little thing warmed my soul. Yes my 

soul. As the small one touched my floors I let out the loudest floor  

 “CREAKKKKKKKK.” It was one of my most welcoming creaks. I felt like 

shouting and I guess I got carried away. I’ll never forget that day. 


