
Imagine that you have found a 
magic doorway into another world! 

What does you door look like?

Where is your door? (In an old 
house, in a tree trunk that only opens 
when a magic word is spoken or at the 
bottom of a garden?)  I found mine in 
the bell tower of an old church in the 
middle of a forest.

What sort of magic will be on the 
other side? (Another planet, the 
past, the future, a magic world of 
wizards?)  My doorway led back to 
the Stone Age.

How does you get back to the real 
world? 



So where did 
you discover 
your magic 
doorway?

What is it like 
on the other 
side of the 
doorway?

What happens 
to you?

How do you 
get back?



Imagine a short video of where you are and where you find the door…

I imagined walking through a 

forest in the Autumn and coming 

across an old, dilapidated 

church. I imagined the cobwebs, 

broken stained glass, discarded 

chairs, broken floorboards, 

crumbling stone staircase…

I imagined finding my magic 

doorway up in the bell tower.  



Red brown leaves

Broken twigs     mist

Dilapidated old church

Crumbling steps

cobwebs

Twigs snapping

Raven caw

Squealing, rusty gate

Breeze rustling the  

leaves

Dust tickling my 

nose

Rotting floorboards

Mildew growing on 

the stones

Excited

Nervous

Scared

Hair going up on back on neck

Heart hammering in chest    

Rough bark

Smooth wood paneling

Crumbling, peeling paint

Cold iron gate

Next I used my senses

to list some of the things 

I would see, hear, feel… 

in my story…



I made my way though the forest   Mist covered the whole of the forest floor. I 

could hear the leaves crunching under my feet.  Up on a branch a raven cawed 

loud.  It shattered the silence.

Ahead of me I could see an old ruined church.  It was half hidden by apple trees 

in the church graveyard.  The branches were filled with rotting, sour-looking 

apples.

I pushed open the iron gate.  It was cold to the touch and it gave a loud screech.  

I looked up at the crumbling walls and could see the broken stained glass 

windows.  

Pushing back my hair from my face I stepped into the open doorway.  The doors 

were hanging open and off their hinges.  I could see the stairs leading up to the 

bell tower.  Up the stairs I went, holding on to the wall for support.  There were 

broken lightbulbs on the stone steps.  I had to take big steps to avoid the glass.

Finally I reached the top.  There in front of me was this big stone door with a 

golden lion’s head.  Surely this door could only lead to a certain fall from a great 

height!  I tried to open the door.  The handle turned with a big clunk.  The door 

swung open.


