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I open the magical door and I saw  

Mountain goats leaping from rock to rock,  

A wild pack of wolves howling into the night,  

A cheetah riding on an elephant 

 

I opened the magical door and saw shadows dancing,  

Prancing in the moonlight,  

Whistling in the wind. 

Legs like tree stumps, gaping caves for eyes.  

An orchestra of the night. 

 

I opened the magical door and I saw,  

The last beat of a broken fairy wing,  

The sight of a burnt-out land,  

The crunching of a carpet of bones. 

 

I opened the magical door and I saw,  

A bloody crime scene, waiting to be solved,  

And scattered, shimmering shards of crimson stained glass. 

 

I opened the magical door and I saw 

A paradise of sweets dancing 

On a floor of candy floss,  

With a bubble gum sky.  

 

 

 

 



I opened the magical door and I saw,  

A cackling cowboy on a neighing broomstick 

Galloping through the sky,  

And a witch on a magical horse shouting “Giddy up”. 

 

I opened the magical door and I saw,  

The swish of a silk silver sun on a summer night,  

Flaming fire from the nostrils of a Chinese dragon 

And the tip of a tall tongue touching a tooth.  

 

I opened the magical door and I saw,  

A  rollercoaster  as large as a giant, 

made out of rainbow coloured candy floss 

And the floor below: a dozen giant, soft, silver clouds.  

As soft as Santa’s beard. 

 

I opened the magical door and saw,  

The most fanstastic firework display I have ever seen, 

And people having the time of their lives. 

 

I opened the magical door and saw  

A world turned black and white,  

The landscape toppling over 

Like a wave about to crash 

The past into the future. 

 

 

 

 

 

 


