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Dear Reader, 

 
When I was ten years old and writing scary 
stories, I had a special trick.

My bedroom was on the second floor of the house. 
My sisters’ room opened directly onto mine. Their 
room had two unusual doors. 

We did not like those doors. They led to dark attic 
spaces on either side of the house. We were sure 
something terrifying lurked behind them.

So this was my trick: I wrote at night with a 
torch, with my back to my sisters’ bedroom. I 
thought that if I had my back to those doors – 
and whatever lay inside! – I would be scared. And 
if I was scared while I wrote, the fear might seep 
from my fingers and become part of my stories.

Like those stories I used to write, the stories in 
this book were also written when I was frightened.

Will you be frightened as you read them?

Turn the page. Open the door…




