The Embroidered Portal
I fluff my tutu, put on my shoes, and check my hair and makeup in preparation to go on stage for my first ever solo, I grab my good luck charm–a bouquet of flowers embroidered on a pillow that I made when I was ten years old–and hold it to my heart. As I hold onto the pillow, I run my fingers over the familiar embroidery, easing my jitters by feeling the smooth, rough, and bumpy stitches. As I finish tracing every flower, I sense someone running up behind me “It’s your time to shine!” I hear my best friend, Diana, say. I turn around to see her smiling at me and give her the biggest hug ever. “I’m so nervous,” I whisper into her ear, 
“Come on Ella, there’s no reason to be scared. You have your dance memorized perfectly, and it looks beautiful.” she replies. 
“I know, but it’s still scary,” I say.
“Just have fun and dance!” Diana tells me.
“Okay, I will,” I declare, smiling at her.
After giving Diana one more hug, I peek through the curtain and see that the dance before mine is almost over. As soon as all the dancers have run off stage, the curtain lowers and I walk out to the middle of the stage. Once there, I take a deep breath as the curtain rises, and smile out into the bright lights. I hold my position until the music starts, and then I dance my heart out. As my dance is nearing its end, I do my last few moves, extending my arms in a V towards the sky, and pointing my toe behind me in an arabesque. I breathe heavily, smiling out into the lights for a few seconds, curtsy then run off the stage. 
After that, the rest of the show passes in a blur, and it is suddenly time to go on stage again for the bows. Everyone takes one final bow together and the curtain lowers to hide us. While everyone is cheering and congratulating each other, I tell all my friends that they did a great job. As I walk to the changing rooms with Diana I tell her about the cool way I’m going to remember my first solo. “I’m going to choose my favorite part of the dance and embroider a picture of it!”
	“Oh my gosh Ella, that’ll be so cool! When you’re done you’ll have to show me.”
“Okay, I will!”	
	Once we arrive at the changing rooms, I get changed and walk out to where my parents are waiting for me. I give my mom and dad giant hugs and ask them how they liked the show. “It was super fun to watch, and your solo looked great” my mom tells me. My dad agrees with her and asks, “How do french fries sound to celebrate?” 
“That sounds good!” I tell him. 
As we’re driving to Lord of the Fries (my favorite french fry shop), we talk about what we’re going to order. After we’ve all told the clerk what kind of fries we want, we find a table and sit down. “Did you get a video and lots of pictures?” I ask my parents.
“I sure did,” my mom answers.
“Awesome! Can I look at them all tomorrow?” 
“Of course!” she tells me.
We finish our fries, drive home and I get ready for bed, yawning as I brush my teeth. I fall asleep right before my head hits the pillow.
	As soon as I wake up, I find my mom and ask if I can see the pictures from the night before. When she hands me her phone, I find them and scroll through, looking for a good picture. I find the best one, print it out, and give her the phone back. “Thanks Mom!” I tell her, running to grab the picture from the printer, then upstairs to my room. I pull out my embroidery thread and needles, find some fabric, a hoop, and an embroidery marker. Once I have everything I sit on my bed and get ready to embroider. While I’m tracing the picture onto my fabric, I look closely at the colors and decide which thread would look the best.
I grab all the thread and start embroidering, recalling this moment in my dance, remembering the feeling of all the different dance moves. As I make the tiny stitches feel I bubbly with all the joy I was feeling at that time, and remember how it felt like I was the most beautiful dancer in the world. 
Once I’m finished, I hold onto my newly embroidered piece, almost wishing that I could relive that moment again. While I imagine this, I suddenly notice a weird tickling feeling and see lights flashing out at me like they were in my dance. I close my eyes really hard, waiting until these weird sensations stop. Opening my eyes slowly, I realize that I’m not in my room anymore. I keep looking around as I see that I’m back outside the theater.
I look down at my hands and see that I’m holding my embroidery. “Did you bring me here?” I ask it, pondering what could have happened. As I’m thinking, I look at the digital clock on the outside of the theater and see that it is almost four o’clock, which was the time that I arrived at the theater yesterday. Just as I realize this, I hear a car pull up outside the theater. I quickly look over, and there’s my mom’s car! I see myself getting out the passenger side in the clothing I wore yesterday, and quickly turn around and start walking the other way. 
Did my embroidery take me back in time? I ponder to myself. I bet it did that because I sewed so much emotion and feeling into it… I think of the way I had imagined how cool it would be to relive that moment. I have the ability to go into my embroidered projects! This is so cool. I think to myself, collapsing on a bench in front of the theater. As I contemplate what that means, I realize that I don’t know how to get back to real time. I get up off the bench and start to walk towards my house, pondering how I’m going to get out of the embroidered memory.
As I walk up to my house, I finally decide that I’m going to embroider a picture of my room, and put all the emotions of wanting to go back to my time into it. I climb the tree outside my bedroom and jump onto my balcony, open the door quietly and walk into my room. 
I grab all my embroidery supplies, sit down on my bed and start embroidering my room just how I remember it from when I woke up this morning. As I’m embroidering, I put my heart and soul into it, thinking of how much I wanna go home and how devastated I would be if I were to be stuck back in time forever. When I finish, I make sure not to wish myself home just yet, because I don’t want to waste the chance of being able to watch myself dance. I quickly grab some money from my dresser and run into the bathroom, knowing that if I go like this someone will recognize me.
As fast as I can, I put on makeup to disguise my face, throw on a hoodie, and shove both of my embroidery pieces into my pocket. I walk down the quietest streets to the theater, and get into the ticket line. At the front of the line, I buy a ticket, and quickly find a seat in the middle of the theater. Waiting for the show to start, I see quite a few people look at me like they might recognize me, but no one actually does. 
When the curtain rises the first dancers come out and begin their dance. After that, all the dances go by in a blur, and suddenly, it’s time for my solo. I watch awestruck as I dance more beautifully than I ever thought I could. I applaud the loudest of everyone, feeling so proud of myself. After the show is done, I run out of the theater and grab the picture embroidered with my room from my pocket. I hold it tightly, wishing with all my might to go home, I quickly detect the tickling feeling and close my eyes. After a few seconds, I open my eyes and see that I’m back in my room the day after the show. I smile to myself, deciding that this would be my own secret adventure. I run and jump, flying through the air onto my bed, already planning what my next embroidery project is going to be, and thinking of all the cool places I could go with this ability. 

