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The Third Portal

 

Snow is falling on the street and melting.  Half the streetlights are out due to budget cuts, so the streets don't shine like they used to, but they sound the same, with a soft ripping sound every time a car drives past.  It's not supposed to be snowing here, not here, not July, but that's the third portal for you.

Henry looks at me, I look at Henry.  "She's not coming back," he says.

Another car drives by.  "She'll come back."

"She shouldn't come back."

I shake my head.  He's right; she shouldn't.  But she will.  You want them to grow up, spread their wings, and fly; you want them to stay with you forever; you want them to somehow, magically, be able to do both.  But she won't.  She'll be back.

They will damage her, just enough that she'll be helpless for the rest of her life.  And she'll be back.

···

I go to work.  This is what you do, when you've sent the brightest and best off to a war they can never win.  I back slowly out of the driveway.  We live at the exact top of a hill, not a big hill, just one big enough that you can't see traffic coming until it's on top of you.  This time, nobody pops out of nowhere, driving too fast, skids and swerves, and leaves treadmarks in our neighbors' yard.  We have treadmarks in our yard, from someone doing that to the neighbors.  I don't know who they are, their names, nothing.  They have political signs in their yard every year.  
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Her daughter went through an alien portal.
But only her body came back.
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