
 

 

Through the doorway 

 

By Nikki Lockwood 

 

My heart beat faster the harder I tried to slow my breathing. I knew something was waiting on 

the other side of the door, lurking in the darkness. I stared at the door knob, frozen in place, 

touching the door knob seemed an almost impossible feat, as my hands hung like lead weights at 

my side. I had to open the door, but the fear curled into a lump in my throat. I glanced back at 

my cowardly friends, who were hiding behind the stone wall. I dare you, they’d said. 

Supported by my left hand, I raised my right hand and I grasped the door knob, gently 

turning it. Adrenaline coursed through my body. Could I do this? I’m such a big scaredy-cat. The 

white paint chipped door cracked open just enough to peek through to the other side. Small rays 

of the remaining day light beamed through small gaps of the dust-laden windows, allowing me a 

partial glimpse of the immediate room. The coast appeared clear. Apprehensively, I pushed the 

open a little wider, and this time I cautiously poked my head through to see. Nothing! Instantly I 

felt relieved, and a little silly for being so scared. 

Flashing a cocky smirk back at my friends, I thrust the door wide open, and stepped 

through the doorway, keeping a firm grasp on that rust-covered door knob. 

Suddenly the smirk was gone from my face, as a sound like a shuffling footstep came 

from a dark corner of the room – something or someone had just moved. 

“Ahh!” I shrieked, nearly jumping out of my skin. My survival instincts took over, and 

without knowing who or what had made that sound, I quickly backed out of the room and 

slammed the door closed. I’m out of here. I wasn’t brave, I was smart. I jumped off the broken 

wooden porch, landing on the brown dirt driveway and ran home, without stopping, not even to 

curse at my friends. I should’ve picked truth. 
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