The Little Door
Bang! The door slammed in my face. I cringed. What happened? It felt like forever ago when Paisley and I had been best friends. Paisley was my best and only friend for a long time. Sure we were sisters, and we had our squabbles, but now she just completely ignores me. I love her, but I just don’t know what I did to make her so upset. Our family had just moved to a new house in Colorado. The weather was so different from our previous home in Virginia. Paisley and I used to share a room until we moved to a much bigger house. Now we're just across the hall from each other. Paisley chose her room first; a large one with a huge window overlooking the old apartment building next door to us. I slowly walked back to my bedroom and crawled safely back under the warm embrace of my new sheets, in my new bed, in my new house.
The warmth of the sun was enough to make me drag myself out of bed and walk to the door, my eyes shot open, I knew that smell: Pancakes!  I ran out of my room, bolted down the stairs and burst into the kitchen. “Pancakes!” I shouted. My mother giggled, holding up a plate of chocolate chip pancakes with blueberries, strawberries, maple syrup, and the most delicious looking caramelized pecans I`d ever seen. “Yum!” I said taking the plate from her and finding a seat at the table. 
“What's the occasion mom?” I asked, “It’s not every day you serve us such a sugary breakfast.”  
“Well, you girls have been so good about the move, I figured you deserved a special treat.” she smiled warmly.   
The rest of the day was a blur; I was so caught up in my thoughts that I missed the whole day and realized Paisley had returned to her room. I sat on the couch downstairs until Paisley and my parents left for her piano practice. Once they were gone, I knew I only had a few hours until they were back, so I got straight to work. I searched all throughout Paisley’s room, looking for any clues to why she was upset with me. I looked underneath the bed, inside the dirt of a plant, and finally I found something that looked like a small door in the back of the closet. It was maybe three feet tall and two feet wide. I bent down to inspect the door and of course it was locked. It took me a long time, but I finally found the key behind the bookshelf. Just as I thought it would, the key fit perfectly inside the keyhole.
“Creak…” the door opened. To my surprise an old backpack stuffed full of paper was the only thing there. Disappointment washed over me, but then I realized these weren’t ordinary papers; they had the oddest, most haunting drawings on them. The worst thoughts began drifting through my head. Who drew these? Could it have been Paisley? One drawing was of a young woman, maybe in her early twenties, wearing a long skirt and a beautiful white blouse with small black flowers and lace along the edges. Wow. Paisley was an amazing, detailed artist. The thing was that every picture all had one thing in common. Each picture was of a human form, but they all had a different body part missing. The woman in the first picture was missing an arm, the next was missing a leg, another a whole face! I was not sure how to respond, but I knew Paisley would freak out if she found out I had been snooping around in her room. Knowing she and my parents would be home soon, I cleaned up her room and made it back to mine, just as I heard the front door open. 
 	Deep down I knew that Paisley had made those drawings, and it all seemed to tie back to the reason she wasn’t talking to me. Should I tell Mom and Dad? Is something wrong with my sister?  I felt sick to my stomach, thinking of all those people with missing body parts. I decided to get some rest and think more about it tomorrow. 
The next morning, I woke from a restless sleep, only to find myself feeling sick again. I remembered why a few seconds later. I had to decide whether or not to go talk to my parents about what I had found yesterday. Last night I skipped dinner, so my stomach growled uncontrollably. I slowly forced myself out of bed and downstairs to find some breakfast. I planned that tonight I would pull my parents aside to talk about Paisley. I was worried they would either believe me and take her to get help from a medium or something, or they would think I was just trying to convince them to move back home. That was all I could think about all day, until finally they had time to listen. I took a deep breath and told them everything. They didn’t think she was getting haunted, but they were worried, so we took her to the doctor. 
My parents and I waited nervously in the waiting room as the doctors took x-rays of Paisley’s brain. The twenty-minute wait felt like hours! Finally, the doctor pulled us aside and explained that Paisley had a brain tumor. I burst into tears. Was she going to be okay? I sobbed so hard I thought that everyone in the building could hear me. So that’s why she was drawing those pictures! 
Shortly after surgery we went to visit Paisley in the hospital. She lay in her bed staring up at the ceiling, 
 “I’m so sorry,” she sighed.
“About what?” I asked.
“I was so rude to you,” she yawned. 
“It's okay. I knew something wasn’t right and I just wanted to make sure you were okay.” I replied, as she slowly nodded off to sleep.
