
The C losi n g  Door 

Rachael Goldman 

W hat I remember most about mov ing was the echothat sounded 
as Dad wen t  through the house. now em(J ty of all t he essen t ials 
wh ich had made i t  home. and shut each door. Speaking to no one. 
he said. "This'l l hold the heat in un t i l  the new people move in . "  

Peg was just a k id  then .  no more than five or  s ix .  She stood nex t  
to Mom.  hold ing her  hand and crying soft ly .  Mom said noth ing. 
d id nothi ng. Her face was blank. her eyes vague and empty .  

She'd worked hard for weeks to pack up the house. Two days 
before. wh i le going through the au ic. she came across an old 
scrapbook. I'd seen the a l l ic door open and ventured up the dark 
padded steps. I caught sight of her s i t t ing on an old trunk.  a 
moth-eaten . s i lky gown hanging behind her. From where I stood . 
h idden from her v iew by boxes pi led high against a waiL I cou ld 
see the d ust cover ing her Levis and the loose s trands of her fa ir  
hair cl i nging to her damp cheeks. I watched for a long t ime as she 
thumbed obl iv iously through the yel lowed pages, a t  t imes softly 
giggl ing. at t imes sighi ng and ru nn ing her gent le hand over the 
page. 

I snuck qu iet ly back down the steps th ink ing how beau t iful she 
was and wondering if I'd ever be able to tel l  her in words how close 
to her I fel t  i n  those few min utes. She had spoken barely a word 
when she came down from the a !l ie and for the time we remained 
there in that  ha lf-naked house, she was si lent .  

Dad spoke optimist ical ly about Cal ifornia, his new job, our new 
l ife. "Just th ink ,  M ike, i t's warm a l l  year round.  We'll be able to 
throw the ball around i n  the middle of January." I was ten and 
knew that I couldn't cry around h im so I sm i led a t  h is words, 
shook my head in what  I hoped resembled opt im istic affi rmat ion,  
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and fel t  deep with in me the dreary sadness which seemed to 
permeate the very rooms of our house. 

The moving men had the truck packed and were on t heir way. 
Mom stood m ute in the m iddle of t he l iv ing room, absentmindedly 
clu tching Peg's hand , staring at the wal l  in  front of her, at the 
fireplace, where the fami l y  portrait with i ts smi l ing faces had hung. 

Dad s lowly walked towards her, gent ly squeezed her shoulder. 
"Ready?" he whispered . She reached down, pul led Peg's l i tt le body 
in to her arms and hugged it close as she walked out the front  door. 

Dad looked at me where I stood, leaning against a wal l .  " Ready 
to go, son?" Sudden ly I knew that i t  d idn' t  matter that I was the 
best fi rst baseman in the league or that Joey and I had worked so 
hard plann ing a biology experiment for class. 'C'mon Mike," he 
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said gent ly .  I wanted to shout "No!"  I remember wishing that I 
were Peg. that Dad would walk over, pick me up in his strong arms 
and carry me out .  Instead, I pushed myself bodi ly away from the 
wall towards the fron t  door. 

Silent ly ,  heads down, we stepped in to the porch w here a chi l l  
wind at tacked us .  "We won't  have any of this cold i n  Californ ia, 
son. You' l l  love i t !"  

l tu rned my back to h is  words and the front door, wh ich he was 
slowly closing. The wind shook the branches of the tree that I first 
learned to c l imb. I glanced at the barespot in the grass that had 
always served as home plate . 

Then Dad fi nal ly,  firmly shut the front door and turned t he key 
in the lock. I t  was that sound that fi l led my ears; above the roar of 
fright. confusion, sadness, above the cold wind and the laugh ter of 
my friends p laying up the b lock, the vacant thud of that closing 
door was what I heard . I t  crashed and echoed through my body 
and soul .  It sounded l ike heavy footsteps in an empty marble 
hal lway-ominous, distant, cold .  As I look back, I see that the 
echo was nothing more than the fears of a young boy leaving 
behind al l  the th ings he's ever known and loved, and goi ng in to a 
new world which he rea l ly  had l i tt le incl ination to explore. But I 
find, even now, I'm st i l l  apt to leave doors ajar. 
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