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Elsie found the staircase on a rainy Saturday. She was hunting
for blankets in the attic when she noticed a narrow gap behind
the old wardrobe. Her quick eyebrows shot up. The gap led to
a small wooden staircase that spiraled down into soft, golden
light. Elsie clutched her silver locket and stepped onto the first
stair.




The stair creaked, and the attic vanished. Elsie stood in a
sunny kitchen from long ago. A girl with dark braids was
rolling dough. It was Grandma Ruth at nine years old! Elsie
watched her grandmother sneak a bit of dough and giggle. The
memory felt warm, like fresh bread. Then the stair tugged her
back, and she was in the attic again.
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Elsie raced to tell Grandma Ruth. Grandma smiled and
touched her pearl earrings. 'That staircase shows our family
memories,' she said. 'Each step takes you to a moment from
the past.' Elsie's hazel eyes sparkled. She wanted to see more.
That evening, she slipped behind the wardrobe and climbed
down two stairs at once.




This time, Elsie landed in a snowy park. A boy with round
glasses was building a lopsided snowman. It was Grandpa Alan
at ten! He laughed as the snowman's head fell off. 'T'll fix it
with a stick,' he said. Elsie grinned. She saw how Grandpa's
practical nature started early. The stair pulled her home before
she could say hello.



The next day, Elsie took three steps and found herself at a
village fair. Grandpa Alan, now a teenager, was buying a
ribbon from a shy girl with dark hair. It was Grandma Ruth! He
gave her the ribbon and blushed. Elsie's heart swelled. She
saw the very beginning of their friendship. The stair brought
her back with a happy sigh.




Elsie kept exploring. She saw a memory of her mother, Claire,
as a young woman in a denim jacket. Mum was at a bookshop,
reaching for the same book as a tall man with kind eyes. That
was Dad! They laughed and shared the book. Elsie watched
them meet and felt the small moment ripple forward like a
stone in a pond.




One step took Elsie to a forgotten tradition. Her great-
grandmother was teaching Grandma Ruth to make a special
braided bread for New Year's Day. '"We share it with
neighbors,' Great-Grandma said. Elsie had never heard of this
bread. She watched the flour dust the air like snow. The
memory faded, but Elsie felt a new thread tying her to her
family.




Back in the attic, Elsie told Grandma Ruth about the bread.
Grandma's eyes widened. 'I'd forgotten all about that!' she
said. They decided to bake the braided bread together that
weekend. Elsie felt proud to bring back a lost tradition. But
then she thought of a memory she did not want to keep: the
time she tripped on stage during the school play.
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Elsie's cheeks burned whenever she remembered it. Everyone
had laughed. She wished she could erase that moment. The
staircase, she thought, could help her do it. She climbed down
many steps, searching for the school hall. The stairs felt colder
and darker. She found the memory: her younger self, frozen on

stage, face red.




Elsie stepped into the memory just as her younger self tripped.
She reached out to catch her, to stop the fall. But the memory
rippled and cracked. The stage flickered. Behind her, the
staircase began to fade. Steps disappeared one by one, like fog
in the sun. Elsie gasped and ran back, her heart pounding.
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She scrambled up the vanishing stairs and tumbled into the
attic. The wardrobe gap was smaller now, and the golden light
was dim. Elsie's hands shook. Grandma Ruth found her and
wrapped her in a lavender-scented hug. 'The staircase only

stays when we respect memories,' Grandma said softly. "We
cannot rewrite them. We can only understand them.'
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Elsie thought about the play. She remembered how her friend
Sam had clapped the loudest. She remembered how Mum had
hugged her after. The embarrassing moment had made her
braver on stage the next year. It had taught her that falling is
not the end. Slowly, she accepted the memory, and the
staircase stopped fading.
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The gap behind the wardrobe glowed softly once more. Elsie
knew she could still visit the past, but only to learn. She would
not change a thing. That weekend, she and Grandma Ruth
baked the braided bread. The kitchen smelled of yeast and
love. Grandpa Alan told jokes, Mum and Dad set the table, and
Elsie felt the past and present weave together.
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Elsie wore her mustard-yellow jumper and her silver locket.
She shared the bread with their neighbor, just as the tradition
said. The neighbor smiled and said it reminded her of her own
grandmother. Elsie realized that small kind acts tie people
together across time. She felt warm and proud, like a link in a

long, strong chain.




Now, when Elsie passes the wardrobe, she smiles. She knows
the staircase is there, waiting quietly. But she does not need to
go down it every day. She has learned that memories are
teachers, not puzzles to fix. The present is where she makes

new choices, one step at a time.
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Elsie still visits the past sometimes, just to watch and
understand. She sees Grandma Ruth's braids and Grandpa
Alan's lopsided snowman. She watches her parents meet and
her great-grandmother bake. Each memory is a lesson and a
gift. And Elsie knows that today, with her family around her, is
the best memory she can make.
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