
Longing For London 1st 

The first rays of morning sunlight caressed Emma's ashen face. Her limp, worn out body slid 
under the soft white coverlet as her clammy eyes sealed like shells. She began to ponder... 

Emma's steady pace, led her onto the escalators, down to the platform of the underground. 
Peering into the dark shadow distance, she could see the vivid headlights of the 11:20 train 
illuminating the pitch black tunnel. WHOOOSH! HISSS! SCREEECH!  

The train deafened Emma's ears as it came to an abrupt halt, bringing with it a hurricane of 
madness that tumbled her golden tresses across her face. There was only one thing she 
desperately wanted to do: scramble into the carriage of the train. Packed with a forest of 
passengers, Emma knew they would squash her, like a rolling pin flattening dough. With her 
heart throbbing like a rapid drum beating, she let out a squeal of delight and stepped inside.  

As the train crawled away, she unzipped her leather rucksack, took out a red shiny apple and 
grazed on a mouth-watering bite. Emma felt comforted and the sweet taste was succulent. She 
closed her eyes for some time. There was a calm silence...  

 

Hop inside a tour bus, a gleaming scarlet apple,  

The awe inspiring adventures are about to happen.  

Buckingham palace, soldiers on guard,  

Breath-taking views, the soaring Shard.  

 

The London Eye, a bangle overlooking the dancing Thames,  

The glass pods carry tourists that are hanging gems.  

Each turn takes me into the glorious blue sky,  

A view of London, from above so high.  

 

National museums, jam packed with educational wonder,  

What a priceless study of science and nature.  

Blast off on a space mission to explore,  

Or travel back in history to the land of dinosaurs.  

 

Grandeur stands tall, the golden tower,  

Brass bells patiently await the hour.  

Swaying of the bells that echo and chime,  



Big Ben proudly rules the time.  

 

Time to wrap up, colours burst in this velvet dark,  

I'm a box of fireworks, eager to glow and spark!  

Lightening up the sky with a glittering shower,  

Spraying a palette of colours,  

ruby, roseate, sunset and sapphire.  

 

…BOOM! CLAP! BANG! Emma woke up with a chilling gasp and frantically sat up. Confused, 
bewildered, anxious - "Can this really be happening?" Emma panted.  

There was a long eerie cold silence...  

A powerful wave of sadness dragged her to the frosty window pane. The dark gloomy 
thunderclouds sparked forks of lightening. Flashes ripped the sky apart as booming 
thunderclaps ruptured London. The hospital room felt like a frosty winter’s night. Emma's hands 
were firmly glued against the window. Her warm breath hit the arctic glass pane, forming a grey 
fog that blurred her picturesque view of London.  

Emma was heartbroken. Her heart pounded. Her pulse raced. Her eyes were flooded. Her 
cheeks were drenched by the shower of tears. Emma whimpered...  
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