
 

Lockbox 

Fae was eight when her mother disappeared. Her father never seemed to know 

where she went. Fae had a vague idea. The night she left, her mother stopped in her 

bedroom and spoke to her.  

“I’m so sorry Fae, but I need to go. I don’t know if you’ll understand. I don’t know 

if you’ll hate me, but I just can’t live here. I thought I could do it, but I just can’t be a part 

of your world.”  

She placed a small wooden box on Fae’s desk. She didn’t notice it until the 

morning after. She was dying to open it, but she made the mistake of sharing it with her 

dad. He took it and hid it. Fae wanted to know why, more than anything, but he refused 

to answer Fae’s questions. “ I’ve known her for a lot longer than you, and if you only 

ever learn one thing from me, it’s that you can’t trust her- with anything. She’s good at 

pretending but every time, she’ll let you down.” This only made Fae trust her father less. 

He loved fae, that she was sure of, but she still loved her mother, and there’s not a 

whole lot he could have done about that. 

  Seven years later, Fae resolves to find the box. It was well hidden, but Fae was 

determined to find it. She stepped into her father’s room, a place she doesn’t see often. 

It felt like she wasn’t supposed to be in there, like any second her dad would walk in and 

yell at her. She rifled through all of the drawers of his oak dresser, practically dismantled 

his king-sized bed, and removed and replaced every item in his closet, but she couldn’t 

find it. Does she even remember what the box looked like? She tries to imagine it. It 

was a cube that perfectly into her hands, but touching it felt dangerous. It’s volatile 

wooden surface threatened to stick her with a splinter. The box felt weightless, 

physically- though Fae had trouble holding it up since it reminded her of her mother. To 

Fae, this box weighed more than the entire world. Wait, was she holding the box? Her 

memory of the box was so powerful, it manifested in her hands. She was shocked, but 

the desire to open it was stronger. She moved into the living room and sat on the floor. 

Her heart beat like she was on a rollercoaster, the ones she was always too afraid to 



actually ride.  She carefully lifted its lid, but as soon as she moved it just very slightly, it 

sprung open and a beam of white light erupted from the box. It shot straight through the 

attic and out of the roof. She stared up at the hole it made, the edges were seared 

black. She looked back down at the box, which thankfully had not fallen over and 

destroyed the rest of her small house.  

She stared at the light for a few seconds until it died down. The box was still glowing, so 

she decided to peer into it. It was a small envelope, about the size of an index card. 

She picked it up and inspected it. There was no stamp on it, but written dead center on 

the back was: For Fae. She really felt like this was her mother’s handwriting. Clearly this 

was never intended to be sent anywhere. The post office would have no idea what to do 

with it. She peeled the lid off of the envelope and inside was a notecard with some 

writing on it.  

Dear Fae, 

If you’re reading this, then It’s time for you to join me. You might have 

guessed that magic is real. Magic comes to earth from another realm. That’s where I 

am. I needed to take care of some really important magical business. I’m not exactly 

sure how old you’ll be when you see this, time works differently here. I need you to 

follow these steps: 

Step 1: Spill a drop of your blood on this card (sorry) 

Step 2:  Use the card to draw a circle in the air. It should be about as tall 

as you are. 

Step 3: Step through. I’ll see you soon. :) 

Love,  

Mom 

 

Fae took in a deep breath and let it out slowly. She was trying to calm herself 

down. She went into the kitchen junk drawer in search of something sharp. She rifled 

through old objects she hadn’t thought of in years. She found a thumbtack. She looked 

at the tack, and then her hand. She almost kicked herself for hesitating. She plunged it 



into her finger, probably harder than she should have. She let her finger drip onto the 

paper, it sizzled, and the red from the drop of blood spread all over the card. She tried 

to draw a circle in the air. She started at the top and slowly came back around. It was 

ugly, but it seemed to work. The red edges of her pseudo circle drained inward, until a 

bright red portal whirled in front of her. Just then, her father slammed open the front 

door. He was supposed to be at work. 

“STOP!” He was straining to yell as hard as he did.  

“But, it’s mom.” 

“I know.“ He spoke softer now. “I’m sorry for how things have been between us, 

but she’s dangerous. She’s not from our world. She was never meant to have a family.”  

“You hid this box from me for all these years” Her voice was rising. “You knew I 

could see her again, and you kept it from me. How can I trust you now” 

“How can you trust her? I don’t know what she’s told you, but she’s a witch. I 

know you have this perfect image of her in your head, but she’s not ever going to be 

who you need her to be.” He was staring at her, and she challenged his gaze. 

“I’m sorry dad. I have to.” 

“NO PLEASE!”  

She threw herself through the portal, and it closed just as soon as she was all the 

way through, leaving no time for anyone to follow. Her father dropped to his knees.  


