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A young boy named Toby is playing with his cousin Max 

when he makes a surprising discovery. 

 

“One, two, three...” I could hear Max – my ten-year-old cousin 

- yelling as I frantically searched for a place to hide. Scanning 

my surroundings, I considered my options. Could I fit under the 

bench? No, he’d spot me instantly. This garden didn’t really 

have many places left; we’d been playing for the last hour. 

“Seven, eight...” he called. Running quickly, I dashed to the end 

of the garden and ducked behind the trees. If I could just climb 

the tree..... but I knew I’d never be able to manage it. Suddenly, 

I spotted a small wooden door that I hadn’t noticed previously. 

Hoping it was unlocked, I sprinted towards it as I heard Max 

shout, “Ten! Coming, ready or not!” 

Adrenaline surged through my veins.  I grabbed hold of the 

door handle and instantly noticed how hot it was. Snatching 

my hand away in surprise, I looked down to see that the 



handle was glowing an eerie scarlet colour.  A strange wisp of 

grey smoke reached out towards me from under the door. A 

shiver ran down my spine: I knew there was something very 

wrong about this door. Trembling, I tried to back away but 

realised I couldn’t move. My heart thudded in my chest and I 

could do nothing but stare as the sinister door slowly creaked 

open. Everything around me – even the birds singing in the trees 

- seemed to go quiet.  

Suddenly, I felt an invisible force pulling me towards the door. 

I tried to fight against it but it was no use. Terror-stricken, I 

opened my mouth to scream but was suddenly picked off my 

feet and hurled towards the doorway. My hands desperately 

grabbed around for something to hold on to yet they found 

nothing. Before I knew it, I was pulled through the doorway 

and falling, spinning out of control. Darkness, like a moonless 

night, was all around me. With panic surging through my 

veins, I tried to stop myself spinning but it was useless. I was 

dizzy with fear. Moments later, the breath was knocked out of 

me as I crashed down onto an unknown surface. 

Dazed and confused, I surveyed my surroundings. In the 

distance, I could make out snow-capped mountains. Despite the 

mist, I could see a hint of lilac peeking out behind the rolling 

clouds. At first glance, the snow appeared to be similar to the 

snow back home, however as the mist cleared, I realised it was 

actually a pale pinkish colour instead. I felt calmness wash 

over me like waves lapping on a sandy beach. As my gaze 

travelled down the mountains, I noticed a tranquil lake 

glimmering in the sunlight. I felt like I was in a dream as I 

drifted towards it. As I approached, I saw tiny fish darting 

amongst the rushes; a small red frog jumping across lily pads; 

dragonflies zipping gracefully as if they were dancing; and a 

hummingbird gliding across the rippled water. 


