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Juliette had done everything to try to get out of this school field trip to the Botanical Gardens. 

That morning, she had faked coughing fits and said that she didn’t feel well, but her father hadn’t 

taken the bait. Then she had purposefully dragged her heels when she walked to school, hoping 

to miss the bus hired for the activity. That had almost worked, but she’d gotten unlucky: the bus 

had taken the same street that she was walking down. Her teacher saw her on the sidewalk and 

told the driver to stop. 

 

“Come on, Juliette, get in.” 

 

So there she was, a half hour later, in the kingdom of too-strong-smelling flowers. And under a 

blazing sun, no less. When the group started wander up the paths around the ponds and floral 

arrangements, she hung back a bit, her obstinate look even more noticeable than usual. She was 

only half-listening to the explanations given to them by an actually very enthusiastic guide. The 

Rose Garden, the Chinese Garden, Orchid Greenhouse—this visit was just a big waste of time, 

since she’d never had any interest in botanical life and had nearly killed the house plants each 

time her father asked her to water them.  

 

After a time, Juliette realized that she had been separated from the group. Her nonchalant steps 

had taken her down a less busy path, where heavy flowers in strange shapes seemed to lean 

towards her to whisper their secrets. It was at that moment that she heard a sound whose origin 

she couldn’t identify. A percussive noise, spasmodic, like if someone was knocking a rod of iron 

against something hard, a rock for example. The knocking seem to be coming from a little 

mound, in the centre of the landscaping display. 

 

Intrigued, Juliette couldn’t resist the desire to approach the source of the sound. After looking 

both ways up and down the path and realizing that no one could see her, she made her way 

through the exotic plants, parting the shining leaves with her hands. The sound was getting 

louder and louder, thwack thwack thwack, but she couldn’t understand how it was coming out of 



a hump of earth. She knelt in the damp soil, disappearing completely into the vegetation. She 

could make out a kind of burrow, an opening about the diameter of a basket ball. Her eyes took a 

few seconds to adjust to the darkness. What she saw in the hole made her blood run cold. She 

wanted to shout, but no sound would come out. 

 

[…] 


