ThegSecret Dooy;

ay D“MIRK‘I'RAN.-. |




The Secret Door

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Jack was a curious boy with messy chestnut-brown hair and
bright green eyes. One rainy afternoon, he sat on his bedroom
floor in his blue striped pajamas, building a tall tower of
blocks. As he reached for a block, his elbow bumped the
bookshelf. The bookshelf moved! Behind it, Jack saw
something amazing: a tiny door with a glowing golden knob.

He grabbed his yellow backpack and his small silver flashlight.
"A secret door!" he whispered. His heart thumped with
excitement.



Jack turned the golden knob and the door swung open. He
crawled through and found himself in a world of bright colors
and soft music. Toys were everywhere! They walked and talked
like people. A wooden soldier marched past, his drum tapping.
A stuffed rabbit with one button eye waved hello. A tiny
clockwork bird with teal wings zipped around, singing a happy
tune. "Welcome to Toyland!" they cheered. Jack smiled from
ear to ear.




The toys led Jack to a cozy square with a fountain that
sparkled. But Jack noticed something strange. Some toys
looked see-through, like faded pictures. "What's happening?"
he asked. Sergeant Pip, the wooden soldier with a chipped ear,
saluted. "Children have forgotten us," he said sadly. "When
they stop playing with us, we fade away." Moppet the rabbit
nodded, her floppy ears drooping. "We need children to
remember the joy of toys," she said softly.
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Jack looked around Toyland. He saw a rocking horse with a
faded mane, a doll with a cracked smile, and a wind-up train
that couldn't move. "We have to do something!" he said. Tick
the clockwork bird landed on his shoulder. "Your world is full
of children," Tick chirped. "If they could just remember us, we
wouldn't fade!" Pip tapped his drum. "Then we need a plan. A
big, bright, noisy plan!" Jack's eyes lit up. "A parade!" he
shouted.




Pip organized everyone. "We'll need music and colors and lots
of noise!" he said. Moppet sewed ribbons and flags from
scraps of fabric. Tick flew around, telling every toy about the
parade. Jack drew posters with crayons from his backpack.
“We'll march through the secret door and into your world,"
said Pip. "But we must be quick. The fading is getting worse."
Jack nodded. "I know just where to go," he said. "The
playground at my school!"




That night, the toys lined up behind the secret door. Pip stood
tall, his drum ready. Moppet carried a basket of ribbons. Tick
wore his tiny red scarf and polished his silver key. Jack held his
flashlight like a sword. "Ready?" asked Pip. "Ready!" everyone
cheered. Jack opened the door and stepped into his bedroom.
The toys followed, their little feet pattering on the floor. "To
the playground!" Jack whispered.
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The playground was quiet under the moonlight. Jack turned on
his flashlight and the toys began to sing. Pip beat his drum:
boom-boom-boom! Moppet danced with her ribbon. Tick flew
high, his amber eyes glowing like tiny lanterns. "Come and
play!" they sang. "Remember the fun!" Windows opened.
Children peeked out, rubbing their sleepy eyes. "What's that
noise?" they wondered.




One by one, children tiptoed outside. They saw the toys and
gasped with delight. "A wooden soldier!" cried a girl. "A
clockwork bird!" shouted a boy. The toys danced and sang, and
the children clapped and laughed. Jack waved his flashlight
like a conductor's baton. "Come join the magical parade!" he
called. The children followed, marching and skipping. The toys
stopped fading. They grew brighter and more solid with every
smile.




More children came, and their parents too. Everyone danced
to Pip's drum and Tick's sweet song. Moppet handed out
ribbons, and the children tied them in their hair. "I remember
my old teddy bear!" said one girl. "I'm going to find him!" said
another. The toys glowed with joy. "It's working!" whispered
Pip. "They're remembering!" Jack felt warm inside. He had
never seen such a happy parade.
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But then the sky began to lighten. The sun would rise soon.
"We must go back," said Pip. "The secret door closes at dawn."
The children waved goodbye. "We'll remember you!" they
promised. "We'll play with our toys!" Jack led the toys back to
his bedroom. They hurried through the secret door just as the
first sunbeam touched the floor. "We did it!" cheered Tick. "You
did it, Jack," said Moppet, hugging him with her soft paws.
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Back in Toyland, the toys were no longer faded. They were
bright and solid, and the whole world sparkled. "You saved us,"
said Pip, shaking Jack's hand. "No," said Jack. "You saved
yourselves. You reminded children of the joy of play." Tick flew
loops in the air. "And we'll keep reminding them!" he chirped.
Moppet smiled. "Friendship makes every world brighter," she
said. Jack nodded. He knew it was true.
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Before Jack left, the toys gave him a gift. It was a tiny wooden
soldier, carved to look just like Pip, with a drum at his side. "So
you'll always remember us," said Pip. "And we'll never forget
you," said Moppet. Tick tucked a tiny red feather into Jack's
pocket. "For luck," he said. Jack hugged them all. "I'll come
back," he promised. "And I'll bring my friends."
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Jack crawled back through the secret door and pushed the
bookshelf into place. The little wooden soldier sat on his shelf,
a reminder of his adventure. That morning, Jack told his
friends at school about the magical parade. They laughed and
planned to bring their own toys to the playground. "Old toys
are special," Jack said. "They hold memories and friendship."
His friends agreed. They couldn't wait to play.
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That evening, Jack sat on his bed and looked at the wooden
soldier. He thought of Pip and Moppet and Tick. He thought of
the magical parade and the happy children. He knew that
Toyland was still there, just behind the bookshelf, waiting for
the next adventure. And he knew that as long as children
played and imagined, the toys would never fade. He smiled
and turned off his light.




The next day, Jack visited the playground. Children were
playing with old toys: a worn teddy bear, a chipped fire truck,
a doll with a missing shoe. They laughed and shared, and Jack
felt proud. He knew that the secret door would always be open
for those who believed in the magic of play. And somewhere in
Toyland, a wooden soldier, a stuffed rabbit, and a clockwork
bird were cheering. Their world was bright again.
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Jack never forgot his friends in Toyland. Sometimes, late at
night, he heard a faint drumbeat and a tiny bird's song. He
would smile and whisper, "Goodnight, Pip. Goodnight, Moppet.
Goodnight, Tick." And he knew they heard him. Because
friendship, like a secret door, is always open. And old things,
loved and remembered, hold great value forever.

16




