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Henrietta woke up that morning in a terrible mood. Her tousled hair was a mess, falling into her eyes. Annoyed, she pushed her hair out of her face, and stared out her bedroom window. Henrietta took in the steely grey clouds, and the bare, leafless trees that shook in the blustering wind. It was a stormy January morning, and she was glad that she didn’t have to go to school yet. It was still Christmas break, for a few more days.  

She hadn’t had much sleep that night; the wind had rattled her windows, keeping her up. Henrietta’s bed was so warm, and comfortable. She never wanted to leave it – not for anything. Oh, if only she could just curl up all day with a good book, her sky-blue blanket wrapped tightly around her shoulders. It looked like a terrible day outside; damp, and frigid winds that ripped through your clothes like they were nothing. This was not the day to leave the house for anything.  

Henrietta sniffed the air, rolling onto her back to stare up at the popcorn ceiling, with its dusty stucco. Someone was making breakfast. She sniffed again. Was that . . . bacon? And eggs? Who was cooking? That was unusual. Usually, Henrietta would grab a piece of toast, or down a quick bowl of Rice Krispies for breakfast. But it smelled like her parents were cooking a delicious meal. 

“Henri? You awake?” Mom called out, giving two sharp raps on her bedroom door. “C’mon, breakfast is getting cold.”

She reluctantly rolled out of bed, changing out of her pyjamas. She tossed them into the laundry basket beside her. Henrietta yanked a clean t-shirt out of her overflowing dresser drawer, pulling it over her head. 

“Yeah! I’m awake!” She replied, yanking the bedroom open. “I’m awake, okay?” 

Mom eyed her critically, taking in her daughter’s dishevelled appearance, and the dark bags under her eyes. She raised her eyebrows at her young daughter, with a disapproving look. 

“You look tired,” she said. “What time did you go to bed last night?”

“I dunno,” Henrietta said, truthfully. She had stayed up late, with a stack of new library books to burn through. The last time she’d checked the clock, it’d been past three in the morning. She recalled hearing the screech of birds outside her window, and the faint, pink on the horizon. “Four-thirty, or five, maybe?”

“Five? Oh, Henri. I wish you wouldn’t stay up so late.” Mom tsked and gave Henrietta a reproachful look. “You’ve been making that a habit, lately.”

“It’s not every night,” She said, defensively. “Just sometimes. Besides, it was a good book.” 

“Oh, I bet it was,” Mom said. “It always is.” 

“I’m twelve, now. I can stay up later, that’s what you said on my birthday.” Henrietta rolled her eyes. “Anyway, it’s still Christmas break.” 

“Henri, you and I both know that when I said you could stay up a bit longer, I didn’t mean stay up until four or five in the morning,” Mom said, as they walked downstairs. “And I know that it’s still Christmas break, but you’ve got to make sure you get enough sleep. Once school starts up again, you won’t be staying up all night long.” 

“Okay, I hear you.” Henrietta slid into her seat, and stared at the large plate of bacon, and pancakes set out in front of her. It looked extremely appetizing. She picked up her fork, and started to dig in. 

“I have a lot of work to do in my study,” Mom said, sitting across from her. She started to eat, as well. “You got any exciting plans for today?” 

“No.” Henrietta’s best friends lived down the street, but the twins were both out of town visiting their grandma for the holidays. “Nothing exciting.” 

“I wish I didn’t have to work today,” Mom said. “I’d love to take you out on a fun outing. Maybe tomorrow, we could go to the mall? Do some shopping, grab some lunch afterwards. A fun girls’ day. How does that sound?” 

Henrietta smiled at her. “Yeah. That sounds fun.” 

That morning after breakfast, Henrietta tried to get back to reading her book. But she couldn’t concentrate. The rain pounded against the window, loud and impatient. She paced around the house, bored out of her mind. She put her tablet on the charger, because the battery was dead. There wasn’t even anything good on TV – and besides, Henrietta knew that she had to stay quiet during the day, because her mother had to make a lot of work calls, and concentrate on her work. Because of the bad weather, she couldn’t go outside and play, and there was just nothing fun to do. 

Henrietta went to the top of the basement stairs, and pulled the string. The weak yellow light illuminated the wooden staircase. The basement was always full of boxes, and trunks, and all sorts of interesting things. Henrietta liked to poke around, exploring their contents. Maybe, she thought, there was something down there that she play with. She needed some kind of distraction, to occupy herself with, until the rain died down. Henrietta grabbed a flashlight and headed down to the basement.

The basement stairs creaked as she descended. The air was cool and smelled like dust, and laundry soap. There were a few cobwebs clinging to the rafters, but as she raked her flashlight’s beam across them, she was glad that there were no spiders visible. They had long since vacated their webs. 

Shelves lined the walls, packed with boxes labeled in her mom’s neat handwriting. Holiday decorations. Old school projects. Some of Henrietta’s childhood toys and clothes, were neatly packed away in plastic tote bins. Things no one used anymore, like her father’s tools. Most of the stuff in the basement was old junk, but it was still fun to take everything out of their boxes and inspect them. 

Henrietta swept her flashlight beam across the concrete walls, pretending she was a scientist exploring an underground lab. Nobody had been down here for such a long time, Henrietta told herself, with a soft smile. She was an explorer. This was dangerous work. There could be monsters lurking in the shadows, or bottles on the shelves containing dangerous or corrosive chemicals. Henrietta had to be extra careful. She alone would be the one who’d unearth the lab’s secrets. Henrietta knew she had to look into every box, peer into every nook and cranny. No stone left unturned. And as she swept her flashlight across the room, its beam caught something surprising. 

Behind a tall shelf, half-hidden by paint cans and a folded ladder, was a small door. It was not grey like the rest of the basement. The door was dark wood, smooth and polished, with tiny carvings swirling across its weathered surface like vines. Henrietta’s stomach fluttered. She was sure this door had never been there before. 
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Curious, Henrietta moved the ladder, and the paint cans out of the way. She reached out, and tentatively touched the handle. The brass knob was warm to the touch. Henrietta hesitated, listening. The basement was silent except for the hum of the washing machine. There was just something so enticing about the strange door, that drew her attention. Even though a small part of her feared that whatever was behind the door could be potentially dangerous, Henrietta just had to know what was on the other side. Slowly, she turned the handle. The door soundlessly opened.

As soon as Henrietta opened the door, she could see that there wasn’t a concrete basement wall on the other side. The strange door led to a whole other world, another dimension. Henrietta stood there, in awe, her eyes shiny bright with excitement. From where she stood, she could tell that there was an entire world out there, just past the wooden doorway. This was much better than playing at exploring the basement, pretending that it was an old laboratory. This world was a beautiful, unexplored world – all for her. This was the perfect fun activity that she had been looking for. Since she couldn’t go outside because of the rain, this was the next best thing. Here, she could walk in the grass, look up at the beautiful trees. This world was perfect – and it was oh, so beautiful. Henrietta broke out into a wide, toothy grin. 

Soft blue light spilled out, and she felt a cool breeze brush her face – carrying the scent of petrichor, grass, and something fresh and wild. Henrietta swallowed hard and stepped through. The world beyond the door was enormous. The sky shimmered, in swirling blues fading into pinks, and purples. Everything was beautiful, iridescent. Henrietta looked around, taking in the thick, spongy moss that covered the ground underfoot, bouncing gently as she walked on it. The trees were tall as skyscrapers, their spires reaching up to the distant clouds. 

And everywhere she looked, Henrietta could see creatures scurrying about. They were all so strange, so unusual. Henrietta crouched down, and stared at the small, fuzzy caterpillars inching along the large, purple flowers. They stopped moving, looking up at her with a curious expression. 

“Hello,” Henrietta said, softly. She didn’t want to startle them; the caterpillars were so small, and fragile. “How are you?” 

As she continued to speak to them, the caterpillars began swaying, moving their fuzzy bodies back and forth. They let out high-pitched chirps that sounded like they were trying to talk to her. Henrietta smiled, because it sounded like the caterpillars were singing. And so, she sat down on the grass beside them, and sung to the caterpillars. Henrietta swayed back and forth in time with them, harmonizing with their high-pitched voices. 

Eventually, Henrietta stood up and continued walking. She looked up, and saw a flock of birds flying high above her. Their thin wings were translucent, with panels of colour
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