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Keys to Knowledge

For as long as she could remember the attic door had been locked. She longed to ask 

for the key, but had neither the will nor the means to do it. After all, everyone knew the 

strange old man next door would never give the key to anyone. Though all the people in 

the town knew of the old man, few truly knew him. The death of his wife had shocked 

him and the town and only his closest family members had spoken to him since. She 

had wanted to go into the mysterious attic for ages, but the girl had told no one but her 

closest friend.

The old man walked to his desk and pulled out a key. He handed it with a scowl to his 

nephew. "You don’t know what you’re doing," he muttered to himself. He should have 

known the boy would one day want to know what he hid in the attic. Despite his grim 

outer appearance, the man could have laughed at the boy’s expression when he 

received the key. Oh, how surprised he would be when he found what truly hid inside 

the attic. 

Though the girl was small, she had a large imagination. She could not help but wonder 

about the strange attic and what treasures and mysteries lay inside. The rumors and 

mysteries that surrounded it had intrigued her since she had first heard about it. When 

she heard the screen door to the house creak open, she ran around to the other side of 

the large tree where she had sat for the last hour. Her friend scurried out of the dark 

house and over to her side of the tree. She saw a glimpse of something gold in his hand 

before he tucked it away in his pocket. Fine, if that’s how he was going to be. She would 

find her own way into the attic. 

The old man smiled as he watched the young girl. She glared at his nephew as if she 

knew what he was hiding from her, though the man supposed from the way she had 

been watching his house she may. Perhaps he should have saved his only key for her, 

she may have used his last secret better than the boy. 
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The girl knew the man must be watching. The curtains had moved exactly six times now 

and had blown out the window slightly once as well, as if he had sneezed. Two could 

play this game, she decided and sat down to stare straight back at him. Finally, the old 

man closed the curtains and moved away from the window. She left her tree, concluding 

that he must be tired. The girl walked back to her house checking behind her to make 

sure the man was truly gone. Maybe now her friend would give her the key she knew he 

must have.

The girl had watched him for hours. The man could not help but wonder at her motives. 

He knew his nephew would eventually give her his key, he had watched them together. 

Yes, soon the girl would find her way to the attic.

Her friend had gone home, her mother said. Said he was tired and that he thought she 

was busy. Well, the girl would get her key tommorow. After years of waiting, she would 

uncover the secret. Maybe the man had filled it with gold and jewels. Or maybe he had 

a secret pet dragon that he hid there. When her mother sent her to bed, the little girl 

could not sleep. She hoped her friend would share the treasure in the attic with her. 

The old man went to his bedroom as well. He watched the girl as she glanced out her 

window and saw him. She had a shocked look on her face, despite the hours she had 

watched. He smiled and waved and after a time she returned his smile. 

The old man was strange, but not as frightening as she had believed him to be. Maybe 

he would show her the attic, rather than her friend. She thought back to her past 

speculations of the treasures of the attic and replaced them with the most valuable of 

all. 

The old man slept soundly, more so than he had in the last eight years, since his little 

nephew had been born. Soon enough his secret would be out. Well, he decided, let 

them find it. 

The girl wished she could ask the old man what was in the attic. Despite her mother’s 

past warnings, she wished she could simply speak to him. From down the stairs, her 
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mother called. Finally, her friend had arrived. Maybe now was the time. She hurried 

down the stairs, leaping over the last two. If he was here, perhaps they could find the 

secrets of the attic together.

The old man watched them approach from his kitchen window. He wanted to see their 

faces, but the children already believed he had left. Perhaps he would give them a 

scare after they found it. 

The girl did not believe the old man had left. His car remained in the driveway and the 

front door was unlocked. She opted to play along, however, and tip-toed through the 

empty halls. Pictures and paintings lined the walls, ending with a handsome young man 

and a beautiful lady arm in arm. Her friend passed by the pictures without a glance. 

After all, he had seen them hundreds of times.

The man watched the children creep past his pictures. The boy barely glanced at them, 

but the girl studied each one, stopping at his favorite at the end of the hall. The boy 

pressed on, calling from the top of the stairs for her. The old man wished he could tell 

her about each photo, but he feared she would not listen, as his young nephew had.

The girl listened for signs of the old man and saw a shadow behind her. She wished she 

could warn her friend but she knew the old man was listening. Instead, she hurried after 

him. The sweeping stairs led to the large hall of the upstairs. Beautiful furniture filled 

every room, and the last held a wonderful grand piano. She longed to sit upon the 

bench and fill the room with music, but she moved away, to the dusty door leading to 

the attic.

Yes, they were near now. The old man followed them closely now. The girl was already 

aware of his presence and the boy would be oblivious until he walked up and yelled in 

his face. The old key creaked in the rusted lock and the door slowly opened. Oh, how 

long it had been since anyone had been in the old attic.

The door opened and the girl flicked on the light. The bare bulb barely cut through the 

shadowy darkness that lay before them. The girl would have cried for joy, had she been 
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able to. She pushed past her friend in a rush to finally see the secrets of the attic. She 

reached the top and stopped.

The girl had found his secret at last, though she did not yet understand it. The poor boy, 

who had hoped for treasure would find something much greater. There was no gold 

hidden here, only the last thing he had given his wife, the last thing he could give this 

girl.

The girl knew her friend was angry and confused at the lack of treasure in the attic. She 

knew, however, that what was here was far better. She had dreamed of dragons and 

piles of gold, but the old attic and the man had given her a gift beyond the words racing 

through her mind. 

His treasure was in the pictures in the halls and the books stored in the attic. Books in 

teetering stacks and tall bookshelves covering all the walls, books years of collecting 

and travel had found. The old man finally entered the attic after years of avoiding it. His 

memories of his beloved wife and their years together rushed back as he walked among 

his old, dear friends. 

The girl took in the orderly chaos of the attic and watched the old man as he walked 

through his books. She could feel the time and love put into the attic and wanted to be a 

part of it.
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