
The House That Refused to Stay Still 

On the first day the house moved, it only shifted a little - one quiet shudder, a 

rearranging of sighs, a quick adjustment of its foundations as though waking from a 

long dream. Maria felt it before she heard it. A kind of internal tilt, as though her 

bones were realigning to match the tilt of the floor. 

She was brushing her teeth. When the tremor passed, she spat into the sink and 

said, “Not today,” with all the authority a woman in pyjamas can muster.  

The house disagreed. 

Its windows blinked. 

Its chimney sneezed smoke in a startled puff. 

The walls stretched in a long, satisfied yawn. 

Maria wiped toothpaste from her mouth and stared at the mirror, which stared back 

with an expression that suggested it had been expecting this. 

“No,” she repeated, slower. “I’m not doing this again.” 

The mirror fogged itself in a sulk. 

Outside, the dawn had the tender colour of a bruise healing. A small wind tapped 

politely at the door, then impatiently, then gave up. The house flexed, eager.  

“Fine,” Maria groaned, pulling on a jumper. “If you must.” 

At once, the hallway brightened. The floorboards shimmered. The staircase 

straightened its spine. The house lifted itself from the earth with all the ceremony of a 

heron rising from water. 

There was a soft pop - like a bubble bursting - and then gravity politely stepped 

aside. 

The house was floating. 

Again. 

 

Most people suspected a fault in the plumbing or structural issues. A few suggested 

“unstable ground conditions,” though the ground had never appeared more stable. 

The postman once implied dry rot, but Maria didn’t have the heart to tell him dry rot 

rarely involves levitation. 

The truth was simpler and stranger: 



Maria lived in a house that refused to stay still. 

It had ideas. 

Ambitions. 

A migratory impulse typically reserved for birds, ghosts, and disgruntled prophets.  

She had inherited the house from her grandmother, who had simply said, “Don’t 

argue with it,” before passing away and leaving Maria with a set of keys and a 

handwritten warning: The house moves for a reason. Learn to move with it. 

Maria had spent twelve years trying to decipher that reason. 

Twelve years, fourteen kitchens, seven misplaced chimneys, two unexpected 

towers, one vanishing staircase, and a greenhouse that once wandered off entirely 

and returned smelling faintly of cardamom. 

This morning, as the house floated upward, she sipped her tea and braced herself 

against the countertop. 

“Where are we going?” she asked. 

The kettle rattled a clue: due east. 

The windows hummed confirmation: due east. 

The floorboards thrummed a single word: nearer. 

“Nearer what?” she demanded. 

A cupboard door gently bumped open, as if unsure whether to speak. 

“Never mind,” she muttered. “I’ll figure it out the long way.” 

 

By mid-morning, the house had drifted above the quiet fields, scattering sheep in 

polite confusion. A farmer waved his hat at her, but Maria pretended not to notice. 

She hated explaining things she couldn’t explain. 

The second shift happened at noon - a sudden tilt, a shiver, a breathing-in of walls. 

The kitchen stretched wider. The roof sloped steeper. The hallway elongated like a 

corridor in a dream. 

And a new door appeared. 

Not a door she recognised. Not a door that should exist. It was slender and blue, 

carved with unfamiliar spirals. 



“Oh no,” she sighed. “Not again.” 

She approached it carefully. The door pulsed faintly, like a heart remembering its 

own rhythm. 

“You can’t keep adding rooms without warning,” she told the house. 

The house did not agree. It opened the door for her. 

 

Inside was a small, perfectly round room. 

Round rooms made Maria uneasy - no corners, no anchors. Everything equal. 

Everything exposed. She stepped inside cautiously, feeling the floor warm beneath 

her feet. 

The centre held a table. On the table lay a book. It was closed, but trembling slightly, 

as though containing a trapped bird. 

Maria recognised its binding instantly. 

Her grandmother’s journal. 

Except - no - she had read her grandmother’s journal. This wasn’t it. This one was 

thicker. Older. The leather stained with age or sea-water or dreams. 

The cover bore an inscription: 

“To the girl who will learn how to stay.” 

Maria froze. 

“Is this about me?” 

The book twitched. 

“No,” she said, backing up. “Not today. I don’t have the capacity for cryptic family 

revelations.” 

The book shuddered harder, reproachful. 

“Fine!” She picked it up. It vibrated in her hands before going still, as if relieved. 

The first page held a sentence written in the looping hand of her grandmother: 

“A moving house belongs only to the unsettled.” 



“Well, that’s rude,” Maria said aloud. 

She read on: 

“Your mother was meant to learn its ways. I tried to teach her, but she never 

stayed long enough to understand. The house moves when the heart refuses 

to.” 

Maria blinked. 

Her mother. 

A name that felt like dust. 

She hadn’t spoken to her in sixteen years. 

The house creaked, impatient. 

Maria flipped the page. 

“The house will carry you to what you have avoided. It will not stop until you 

face it. It does not move to escape - but to return.” 

The air tightened. 

Her throat tightened. 

Memory tightened. 

“No,” Maria whispered. “No, no, no. We’re not doing this.” 

The house disagreed. 

The entire structure lurched forward, accelerating in a way houses were not meant to 

accelerate. Pots clattered. Windows rattled. The hallway groaned like a ship’s hull. 

“Oh, come on!” Maria yelled. “You can’t fly me into unresolved trauma like this - 

that’s emotional kidnapping!” 

The house drifted higher. 

Wind roared through the chimneys. The floorboards drummed insistently: closer… 

closer… 

“To what?!” 

The book snapped open on its own, pages flapping wildly until it landed on a map - 

inked with twisting lines and a red X marked on a coastline Maria recognised 

instantly. 



Her childhood village. 

The place she had left at eighteen and had sworn never to return to. 

The house angled toward the horizon. 

“Don’t you dare,” Maria warned. 

The house dared. 

 

By dusk, the coastline sharpened under the rose-coloured sky. Waves crashed 

rhythmically, as though applauding the house’s performance. Maria gripped the 

windowsill and glared at the familiar landscape below - cliffs like broken teeth, gulls 

like ragged thoughts. 

“Turn around,” she hissed. “I’m serious.” 

The house hummed a low, stubborn note: No. 

“This is coercion.” 

The roof tiles clicked smugly. 

She groaned and pressed her forehead against the glass. “I left for a reason.” 

The kettle rattled. 

“Oh hush. It wasn’t the tea. It was everything.” 

The house began its descent - gentle, careful - and landed with a soft thud on the 

grassy dunes just beyond the village. 

Maria felt her pulse beat everywhere at once. 

The door opened before she touched it. 

The air smelled of salt and long-held grudges. 

And standing on the path, staring up at the drifting house with wide, bewildered eyes, 

was her mother. 

Not older in the dramatic way Maria had imagined. Just… smaller. Shoulders slightly 

slumped. Hair greying at the temples. Hands twisting in the way Maria remembered 

from every anxious childhood evening. 

They stared at each other. 



The house held its breath. 

Her mother spoke first. “Maria?” 

She almost turned back inside. Almost closed the door. Almost ordered the house to 

flee as far as physics allowed. 

But the house whispered, floorboard to floorboard, wall to wall, into her heel bones:  

Stay. 

Her mother stepped forward uncertainly. “I didn’t think - I never expected - I mean, I 

always hoped, but -” 

Maria exhaled sharply. “Don’t make this emotional.” 

“I’m your mother.” 

“Yes, well, that’s debatable.” 

A gull shrieked above them. 

The house winced. 

Her mother did too. 

Silence knitted itself between them like a fragile net. 

Finally her mother asked, very quietly, “Will you come in?” 

Maria barked a short, humourless laugh. “Into your house? Mine literally flew here.” 

Her mother nodded with a small, nervous smile. “Then… may I come into yours?”  

It was such a simple question. 

It split Maria open. 

She stepped aside. 

Her mother entered the house slowly, reverently, as though it were a chapel made of 

weather. 

The house watched her. Walls tightening. Floorboards testing her weight. Windows 

judging her intentions. 

Maria felt all of it - the house’s apprehension, its protectiveness, its old grief lodged 

in the beams like sap. 



To her surprise, her mother reached out and touched the wall gently. 

“Hello, old friend,” she whispered. 

The house shivered. 

Maria blinked. “You said you never understood it.” 

Her mother’s expression softened. “No. I said I wasn’t ready to.” 

Something cracked open inside Maria - not forgiveness, not resolution, not anything 

so neat - but space. A small clearing where conversation could grow if tended. 

They sat at the kitchen table. The kettle warmed itself as though pleased at having 

company. 

Her mother looked around. “It’s changed.” 

“It always does.” 

“I never learned how to follow.” 

“You never tried.” 

“That too,” her mother admitted. 

The honesty startled Maria enough that she looked up. Properly. At her mother’s 

face. The lines around her eyes. The tension in her mouth. The hope beneath it.  

“You could have,” Maria said quietly. 

“I know.” 

It wasn’t an apology. 

But it was closer than anything they’d said in sixteen years.  

And somehow - impossibly - it was enough for the house. 

Because the house sighed, deeply, gratefully, and settled into the earth with a final 

soft thump, as though satisfied its long journey had reached a truth. 

Maria felt the ground under her feet again. 

Real ground. 

Stillness. 

Weight. 



The house had stopped moving. 

For the first time in twelve years, it was staying. 

Her mother reached for her hand. 

Maria didn’t move away. 

Not yet forgiveness. 

But not refusal either. 

Her grandmother’s journal lay open on the table.  

A new sentence had appeared on the last page, ink still fresh: 

“A house stops wandering only when the heart begins to.” 

Maria closed the book gently. 

“I don’t know how to stay,” she admitted. 

Her mother squeezed her hand. “We can learn.” 

And outside, under a sky thick with stars, the house settled deeper into the soil - 

anchoring itself, at last - as if staying were the most magical thing it had ever done. 

 

 


