
Through The Door 

Below is the beginning of a story for you to complete.  Read it through carefully at least 
twice before thinking of your own ideas of how to continue it.  Next make some notes, a 
storyboard or a mind map to use as a plan.  An interesting way to plan might be to fill in 
the end first.  That way you will know where you need to end up.  Finally start writing.  
The story should be exciting with elements of suspense or adventure. 
 

Things to think about: 
 

 What do you notice as soon as you open the door? 
Can you see what’s there or is it too dark or dirty? 
Can you smell or feel something, perhaps a draft? 
Does anything jump out or move – like a spider, or is it eerily still? 

 As you walk through whatever you find on the other side, describe what you 
see, hear, smell, touch or taste 

 Do you meet anyone?  If so what do they look like, how do they act? 

 What made you go through the door?  
Were you just curious, if so do you get scared by something? 
Were you looking for something, if so do you find it or not? 

 Do you travel through time? 

 Are you still in the house or have you been transported somewhere, if so, how 
are you going to get back? 

 
 

As always, make sure you show off all 
your writing skills.  The reader should be 
able to ‘see’ where you are in their mind 
so describe the places you go to and 
what you see.  Remember: 

 
 
 
 

 conjunctions 

 expanded noun phrases 

 prepositions (usually where 

things are e.g. The curved 

candlestick above the sideboard) 

 some speech 

 interesting adjectives 

 interesting adverbs 

 paragraphing 

 Try to show the feelings of 
the characters from 
describing how they do 
things rather than just saying 
how they feel. 



It was the third week of the summer holidays and I was staying in Cornwall with my 
family.  When the weather was good, we’d enjoyed the beautiful sandy beaches and all 
had a fabulous time.  Because it had rained solidly for two whole days, we hadn’t been 
near a beach in what felt like ages.  As I woke up the next day I can remember crossing 
my fingers and whispering under my breath, “Please let it be dry!  Please let it be dry!”  
It was pouring!  No beach again. Instead, my parents decided to take us to a castle.  I 
decided that at least that should be dry and I may even be able to chase my brother 
around and buy a toy sword at the gift shop.  Little did I know… 
 

We joined the short queue of assorted cars on the way in and parked as directed by 
the attendant.  I must admit, as I got out of the car and looked up at the building, I was 
impressed.  The castle itself was enormous with layer upon layer of enormous, grey 
stone slabs that seemed to reach up into the sky.  Each corner had a turret reaching 
further into the sky like colossal pointing fingers.  I could almost imagine climbing to 
the top and finding myself in the land of the giant from Jack and the Beanstalk. 
 

As we started to wander around the various rooms, it became clear that each resident 
of the castle had made their own mark in some way.  There was a games room 
dominated by a snooker table, several kitchens of various shapes and sizes and a most 
peculiar room which just seemed to be filled with row upon row of boxes and jars on 
shelves filled with unusual, sometimes scary, objects. 
 

When we turned the next corner, what I saw took my breath away.  A library, a vast 
library, with shelves stretching as far as the eye could see.  Cautiously, I approached 
one of the shelves.  I touched a book.  I took it from the shelf.  I started to read. 
 

I didn’t hear my name being called.  
Didn’t notice my family assume I was 
behind them as they left.  No, I was 
absolutely unaware.  With my head stuck 
in the book happily reading page after 
page.  Lost it its world completely. 
 

After who knows how long, I looked up 
and noticed that there was nobody in 
sight.  It was still bright outside but I 
couldn’t hear or see anyone else in the 
library.  I quickly grabbed my bag and 
started dashing to the doorway but as I 
did so I caught my foot against a solid oak 
table.  I started to fall but stopped as my 
shoulder painfully crashed into one of the 
bookcases.  Then the strangest thing 
happened.  It opened.  It turns out it 
wasn’t just a bookcase like the others 
around it.  It was a secret door… 

 


