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Hettie was daydreaming, so she was more surprised than she should have been when a
strange person stepped out of thin air.

The person froze and looked around. They had appeared in the Surprising Garden, among
scattered trees and ferns. Then they noticed Hettie standing dumbfounded nearby.

"What the hell?" came flying out of their mouth like a weapon.

Hettie was mildly entranced.

The stranger was wearing a worn blue dress. They looked maybe a year or two older than
her, or the same age, but tall. They had long, curly black hair, dark skin and a face so
beautiful it held Hettie still.

She attempted to speak. "Umm... hello?"

"What just happened?" they said, quite forcefully.

"Were you here a second ago?" asked Hettie, already knowing the answer.

"No, not even close," they replied.

"Well, okay, I've never had to explain this before," she said tentatively, "but you've
probably fallen from your home universe into this one."”

Their eyes narrowed.
"l know, it doesn't sound true, but it is. Around here, things sometimes travel between
worlds. | can't explain how, | don't know the science, but passages just open up in other

places and lead... here."

"And where is this?" asked the stranger.

"Elle's Flight, an island. Um, the only thing here is the boarding school. We should go
there actually, we're supposed to bring new arrivals to see the
Principal. She can explain all this much better than me."



Hettie watched the stranger. They seemed to accept her explanation, but were definitely
on edge. They were studying her in return. Those eyes... Hettie didn't even know how to
describe them.

She told the beautiful stranger, "My name is Hettie."
And the stranger replied, "I'm Sybil."

Hettie brought Sybil up the hill to the school, found a teacher and then the principal. The
principal told Sybil how, unfortunately, the island would never take her back to where she
came from. But the school would help her find her feet in the unfamiliar world, and she
was welcome to stay or leave.

Sybil looked out over the island towards the ocean, and stood there, wondering.
Eventually Hettie asked if she wanted to meet one of her friends.

Tiffany, Hettie's closest friend, was reading a book at a picnic table in a mossy stone
courtyard. Hettie called out "Hey!" and they looked up at her.

"Hi Hettie, who's this?" Tiffany asked with a tilt of their head.
"This is Sybil. She's come through the Garden," said Hettie. Tiffany knew what it meant.

They said, "Well, hi, I'm Tiffany. Welcome to the school. Has someone shown you around
yet?"

The three of them walked among the school buildings and Tiffany introduced everything.
"That building in the middle there is the dorms, but the most important place is of course
the kitchen, which is on the other side of the courtyard. Those are the classrooms..."

They looked out over the island. Beyond the slope and rough sandy beach lived the ocean,
and beyond that sat the barely visible edges of the sprawling green coast. Hettie didn't say
anything. Tiffany could chat enough for the both of them, but she didn't think Sybil was
listening. She was studying the ocean intently with a kind of awed expression on her face.
It made her look softer, less intimidating, so Hettie added that there was a pine

forest on the other side of the island, facing out to sea.

Sybil at last spoke. "I love forests. What do you mean by 'pine'?"

Hesitantly, Hettie said, "It's the kind of tree." And then, "I love
forests too."




Sybil turned and smiled at her. "l want to go there, sometime."
Hettie marvelled.

They talked with Sybil again the next day. When Tiffany asked, she said she would be
staying a few days at least.

"The teachers here don't seem to know what to do with me. What are you guys doing
today?"

Sybil seemed to be counting Tiffany and Hettie as People She Knew, because she kept
sitting with them at mealtimes and asking them about things. Sybil was so bright and
loud and wonderful. Hettie didn't know what to say around her.

One afternoon, outside in the cold spring sunlight, they walked past a group of other
students that all stopped talking when they got within earshot. Sybil blinked at them.

"Were they talking about us?"

"Probably about you. You're new here. Don't worry, they'll move on soon. In a few weeks
everyone will be talking about the end of year dance, anyway," said Tiffany.

"Do you get a lot of people, you know, appearing from other universes?" Sybil asked.

"No, actually you're the first one in ages. Twenty years or something. Mostly only
animals come through. There was a fire-breathing bird last year, that was crazy," they
replied with a grin.

Hettie chimed in, "Do you remember the lizard that ate half of Ms Farrow's hat the first
month | was here?" and Sybil's laugh rang out across the room, raucous and lovely.

The next week, Sybil joined Hettie and Tiffany's geography class for a day. The teacher
asked them to help teach Sybil about the world, and twenty or so students gathered
noisily around the biggest table and unrolled a large, crinkly-edged map. Tiffany
announced with a wave of their hands, "Sybil, we present to you, our planet!"

Sybil leaned over the map, eyes wide, drinking in the shapes of the continents and
oceans.

Hettie pointed out the island the boarding school was on, tiny compared to the lands
spread out over the paper.

"And this city on the mainland is where most of our families live."















