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Sophie had never seen a village like Openbrook. Every house

was round and painted bright colors, but not one had a front

door. She stood on the cobblestone path, hugging her green

backpack, and blinked. 'Grandpa Ollis, where do people go in?'

she asked. Her grandpa chuckled and pointed with his wooden

walking stick. 'Wait and see, little one.'
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Just then, a girl in teal overalls slid a whole wall sideways and

popped out. 'Hi! I'm Mira,' she said with a gap-toothed grin.

'Welcome to Openbrook!' She showed Sophie how the wall

rolled back into place. Sophie's hazel eyes grew wide. 'A

sliding wall instead of a door?' Mira nodded proudly. 'We have

tunnels and ladders too!'
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Sophie followed Grandpa Ollis to his house. Instead of a door,

a rope ladder hung from the rooftop. He climbed up slowly, his

rust-orange vest flapping. 'Come on up!' he called. Sophie

scrambled after him, her red rubber boots squeaking. Inside,

the house was cozy and warm. 'But why no doors?' Sophie

wondered aloud, pushing her curly hair from her face.
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The next morning, Mira took Sophie on a tour. They visited

houses with trapdoors leading to underground tunnels. 'This

one goes to the bakery,' Mira explained. 'And that one pops up

in the schoolhouse!' Sophie's small dog, Pip, squeezed through

a tunnel and barked happily, his red collar bell jingling. Sophie

laughed, but she still felt puzzled by the strange entrances.
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At lunch, Sophie asked Grandpa Ollis, 'Did Openbrook ever

have doors?' He adjusted his round spectacles. 'Long ago,

maybe. But our village sits in a windy valley. Doors banged and

broke. So folks built sliding walls and tunnels instead.' Sophie

frowned. 'But aren't doors easier?' Grandpa smiled. 'Easier for

some things, maybe. But our ways have kept us safe for years.'
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Sophie tried to get used to the entrances. She crawled through

a tunnel to visit Mira's house and climbed a ladder to the

rooftop garden. But she kept bumping her head and losing her

way. 'I miss doorknobs,' she sighed. Mira laughed kindly. 'You'll

learn! Every house has its own trick.' Pip wagged his stubby

tail and followed Sophie everywhere.
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That afternoon, dark clouds rolled over Openbrook. The wind

howled, and rain lashed the windows. Sophie watched from

Grandpa Ollis's rooftop as the main road flooded. 'The storm is

blocking the road!' she cried. Grandpa nodded gravely. 'We

must make sure everyone is safe.' Mira arrived, her tool belt

jingling with chalk and rope. 'We can use the tunnels!' she

said.
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The storm grew fiercer. A tree crashed across the main road,

and the river rose high. Villagers needed to reach the hilltop

shelter, but the usual path was gone. Sophie felt scared, but

Mira grabbed her hand. 'Follow me!' Mira shouted over the

wind. 'I know every entrance in Openbrook!' Pip barked and

dashed ahead, his bell ringing.
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Mira led Sophie to a house with a sliding wall. 'In here!' she

yelled. They slipped inside, then down a trapdoor into a tunnel.

The tunnel was dry and safe. 'This goes under the road!' Mira

explained. Sophie's heart pounded, but she followed. 'Wow,'

she whispered. 'This is actually perfect!' They popped up in a

neighbor's house and helped an elderly woman to safety.
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One by one, the villagers used their unusual entrances. Some

climbed rooftop ladders to reach high ground. Others slid

walls open to pull neighbors inside. Sophie helped Grandpa

Ollis down a ladder, his walking stick tucked under his arm.

'Your strange entrances are amazing!' she said. Grandpa's

dark eyes crinkled. 'They've been waiting for a day like this.'

10



By evening, everyone was safe in the hilltop shelter. The storm

had damaged the main road, but no one was hurt. Sophie sat

with Mira and Grandpa Ollis, wrapped in a warm blanket. 'I'm

sorry I thought your village was weird,' she said softly.

Grandpa patted her hand. 'Different isn't weird, Sophie.

Different is just another way of being smart.'
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Mira grinned and nudged Sophie. 'Tomorrow, I'll teach you the

rooftop ladder race!' Sophie smiled back. She looked at the

village below, its round houses glowing in the lantern light. 'I'd

like that,' she said. Pip curled up at her feet, his bell silent for

once. Sophie realized that Openbrook's traditions had a clever

reason behind every wall and tunnel.
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In the morning, the sun shone bright. The villagers worked

together to clear the road. Sophie helped carry branches, her

yellow raincoat muddy but cheerful. She saw how the sliding

walls let in fresh air and how the tunnels connected everyone.

'You know,' she told Grandpa Ollis, 'I think I understand now.

Your village is like a puzzle, and every piece fits.'
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Grandpa Ollis beamed. 'That's exactly right, Sophie. Our

traditions may look strange to visitors, but they come from

living wisely in this valley.' Mira nodded. 'And now you're part

of the puzzle too!' Sophie laughed. She looked at the houses

with new eyes. No doors, but so many ways in. Each entrance

was a story, and each story was a kind of welcome.
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On her last day, Sophie stood at the edge of Openbrook. She

hugged Mira and Grandpa Ollis. 'Thank you for showing me

your village,' she said. 'I'll never forget the sliding walls and

tunnels.' Grandpa pressed a small wooden compass into her

hand. 'To remember that every path is different, but they all

lead to friends.' Pip barked and wagged his tail.
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As Sophie walked home, she thought about Openbrook. She

had learned that different ways of living deserve respect. What

seemed odd at first had turned out to be clever and kind. She

smiled, her curly hair blowing in the breeze, and waved

goodbye. 'See you soon!' she called. And she knew she would

return, ready for another adventure.
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