
The Moss Door 

 

 
Moss was everywhere – dry moss, wet moss, green moss, brown moss, new moss, old moss – 

everything was bound in moss. The trees were bound with moss; the soil beneath my feet was also 

concealed with the slimy stuff. Everything was quiet. The only sound that I could hear was the 

squelching sound of the soggy and mushy moss all around me. There were no birds singing and the 

only thing moving was me and the crawling beetles that also surrounded me. I stumbled through the 

twigs and crunching leaves trying to find a way out of this labyrinth of trees, beetles and moss… 

I had walked for ages and I couldn't find a way out of this puzzle. Everything was so dull that I 

couldn't tell whether I was going in circles or not – even worse, I was hungry. No matter how hard I 

tried, I just kept on thinking about it. I had nothing to entertain me or keep me company; I couldn't 

see any sign of life anywhere, nevertheless I was determined to get out of the lifeless forest. Besides, 

the slimy moss was starting to get on my nerves. 

Suddenly, I stopped. All around me I could see identical trees except for one. That tree had a door on 

it. I walked towards it, without even thinking, and opened the door; I looked through the opening but 

I couldn't see anything. I turned around (forgetting to close the door behind me) and started walking 

away when I heard a creak. I was so frightened I could barely stand up. Luckily, I was able to balance 

myself on a nearby tree. Just as I started walking away again, I heard another creak. I looked around 

me but everything was motionless. I couldn't quite work out where the creak was coming from, so I 

walked towards the door again. I opened it but still saw nothing inside the tree. So I closed it. I started 

walking away from it. Another creak! I turned around and some of the trees started moving towards 

me except the one with the door on it. I was so awestruck and bewildered at the sight that I suddenly 

fell into a trance. I was walking towards the door without even knowing that I was doing it. My blood 

raced around me and I felt exhausted even though I still kept on walking. Trees about me still rustled 

and waddled towards me but I couldn't stop walking towards the tree with the door on it. Then, as all 

stories go, I knocked on the door three times and it opened. A little elf staring at me… 

I quickly stepped away in case the elf jumped out. Luckily, this didn't happen. Instead, he just watched 

my every move and stared intently into my eyes. I did the same to him to see his reaction but he just 

squealed with displeasure. I tried to understand what he was doing but since I was quite exhausted, I 

didn't bother trying any more. 

‘Hee hee hee!’ The elf giggled with a sudden delight at my arrival. 

‘Erm, I don’t mean to be rude but who and what are you?’ I asked with my knees suddenly wobbling. 

I didn't know what his response would be so I shuffled into a tense position ready to spring into action 

(if there was such a need). 

‘I am the door-elf step right this way please,’ I did as I was told without even thinking what might 

happen next. ‘All aboard the elf boat!’ Squeaked the elf with glee. 

‘Okay, this is getting a little weird now,’ I mumbled as I was about to step inside the tree. I peered 

into it and what I saw dazzled my eyes. It was as if I was surrounded by billions of stars. A flash of 

silver decorated the wooden panels of the tree and diamonds littered the surface of the stairway that  

stretched down through the middle of it. Further towards the right, I could see a shimmering river that 

flowed all around the bottom of the tree. It spurted out of all the fountains with little sapphire drops 

flying back into the river. I could also see small elves scattered about the place with little hammers at 

work swinging back and fourth, crushing the miniature rock mountains that grew upon the wooden 

panels. 

‘Come right this way please,’ said the elf as he jumped in front of me. ‘We must catch the elf boat in 

time!’ He leapt onto a little wooden raft that shifted on the water ever so slightly. I followed and then 

he produced a punting stick and let it plunge deep into the water until you couldn’t see the bottom of 

it. We sailed across the river and I marvelled at the beauty of this scene. I slipped my hands into the 

water and realised that it almost felt like a viscous syrup sort of texture. The elf handed me a wooden 

bowl encrusted in jewels and crystals. 



‘Put it into the water and drink,’ the elf exclaimed. ‘I trust you are thirsty.’ I let the bowl sweep in the 

shallows of the sparkling water until it had been filled with the drink. I drank it slowly, savouring the 

taste. It was the cleanest water I had ever had but there was something else in it that I could not quite 

describe. It was like an earthy flavour that I had never thought would taste so delicious and clean. It 

also tasted as if there was a hint of liquor or mead in the water but I don't think it was actually alcohol 

– it was probably a magical substance that made it taste so wonderful. 

‘How did you find such water and get it to go through this magical tree?’ I asked intently. 

‘Some secrets must be kept and this secret is one of those,’ the elf said sadly. ‘Come, I will take you 

home.’ 

‘Thank you!’ 


