
A DOORWAY TO 
MAGIC 

 

Exclusive Preview  



CHAPTER ONE 

The Door in the Tree 
 

Fog Beach, April 6, 2015 
 

Fifteen-year-old Mason stared at the gray sky. 
His sister April was observing a seashell she had 
found the day before. They were both bored and 
tired out- and who could blame them? They had just 
moved into a new home so that their father could 
start a new job in a nearby city. They were miles 
away from the next house, and in that house lived a 
couple at least a couple hundred years old. 

 It was in late afternoon, and the waves at the 
misty beach rolled back and forth. 

“Let’s go for a swim,” Mason suggested. 
“Nah,” April replied. She was thirteen and 

was always bored. 
Mason lay down on the sand and sighed. 

April, still sitting up, noticed something unusual. By 
the beach was a tree, which their parents, Liam and 
Hope Richmond, were not fond of. They disliked it 
because of the way it blocked their view of the beach.  

It looked like any normal living oak tree 
(Well, perhaps its extraordinarily large trunk made it 
look rather strange), but today it didn’t. It was sort 



of glowing, ever so slightly. And this was the most 
peculiar part- sparkles and shimmers were floating 
out behind it. April got up and started running 
toward the tree. 

“April?” Mason got up, puzzled. 
“Mason, look!” April stared in bewilderment. 

There was a red door embedded in the tree trunk, 
shimmering and sparkling. Mason thought his eyes 
would pop out. 

“Let’s go in,” April said eagerly. 
“Wait, it might be dangerous,” Mason 

cautioned. 
“I don’t care. This smells like magic,” April 

argued. 
As soon as the word magic left her mouth, the 

door swung open. There was nothing inside but a 
few nuts, some dirt, and wood. 

“See? Nothing,” Mason said. “and you know 
perfectly well that magic is not real.” 

“How cute. It’s like a little house. We could 
set up a workshop here,” April said, ignoring her 
brother. “We’ve just moved into this area, and we’re 
already bored. This might be fun.”  

April stepped in, and Mason followed. The 
hollow interior of the tree was lit by a small lantern 
hanging by a rope. 



“Funny,” Mason observed, “it looks like 
someone’s already claimed this place.” He pointed at 
the lantern.  

A squirrel emerged from behind a rock and 
chattered at them. 

 “I suppose that proves me right. April, we 
can’t just take this little guy’s...?” 

“And how did the door open by itself?” April 
wondered. 

“It swung open after you said it smells like 
magic,” Mason suggested. “Come on. We’re wasting 
our time.” As soon as the word magic left his mouth, 
a portal made of a mysterious blue energy opened. 

“Shall we?” April asked. She stepped in. 
Mason hesitantly followed. 

 
April could still see Mason, and he could still 

see her. A wall of blue and purple surrounded them. 
“I see something,” April observed. It took a 

few seconds, but soon Mason could see patches of 
grass around them. Suddenly, the wall of energy 
broke into a brilliant sky of blue, and they could see 
trees, rivers, and cottages. 

“What is this place?” April whispered in awe. 



“Someplace,” Mason replied dismissively. He 
looked around. “How on earth are we going to get 
home?” 

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” 

Mason and April turned abruptly. A little man 
about four feet tall flew through the air and landed 
in front of them. His red hat fell to the ground. 
Getting up, he brushed himself off and picked up his 
hat. Then he noticed the two children staring at 
him. 

“Oh!” 
He straightened his hat and bowed. “I 

apologize. Just testing out my new catapult. I am 
Caro,” he said in a thick accent. 

“Are you an elf?” April exclaimed. Mason 
looked rather confused. Elves weren’t real… were 
they?  

“Indeed I am. You must be a Human,” Caro 
replied. 

“Uh, yes. Can you show us the way home?” 
Mason asked. 

“Back to the Human Realm? Of course,” Caro 
said. “Just say the words it smells like magic, and 
you’ll immediately be transported back.” 



“Oh. Well, in that case,” Mason answered, 
“We’ll be going now.” 

“All right, but you sure you wouldn’t want a 
tour?” Caro persisted. “There’s so much to see and 
do here in Crissarona!” 

“No, thanks,” Mason said quickly. He gave 
April the Listen to me, I’m older than you look.  

Caro looked disappointed. Seeing this, April 
quickly cut in. “I’d love a tour! Is this place called 
Crissarona?” 

“Well, yes,” Caro replied, “this whole realm is 
called Crissarona. Crissarona has many smaller 
realms and kingdoms inside it. We are in the Capital 
Realm- the Village of the Elves.” 

“That sounds amazing,” April said eagerly, 
ignoring the fact that Mason was pulling her away. 

“April,” Mason protested in a frustrated voice, 
“Mother and Father will be worried about us. We 
must go back.” 

“There are more realms, such as the Realm of 
Rainstorms, the Mountains of Haroo, the River of 
Singing Swamp Tigers,” Caro continued. Mason 
perked up. 

“Singing Swamp Tigers?” 
“Indeed,” Caro said with a smile. 



“I’m in,” Mason said excitedly. He loved 
Tigers and in fact always wanted to go to Africa.  

“First, let’s go meet the Chief, my father. We 
rarely get Human visitors, and he would love to see 
you,” Caro said. 
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