
Revenge of London 1st 

Thunder rumbled. Grey dark clouds raged into war, dictating the sky and threatening to explode. 
Lightning awakened the river; transforming as the waves became huge and angry. The sky shed 
tears, pounding amongst the land. Buildings rose to the occasion donning their best grey suits. 
This was London.  

I stared out into the gloom; fists clenched. The rain thrashed against my head. The tall 
monument of Buckingham Palace towered above me, eerily. I, Henrietta Hardrada, the rightful 
Queen of England should be there, sitting on my throne, wrapped up in a snug blanket with a 
crown upon my head. But instead here I am in this cottage full of disasters. A leaky roof, cracked 
floorboards and ripped curtains surround me. Tonight, I will avenge my brother Harald’s death 
and I will reclaim the crown.  

I walked away from the palace down the Mall clutching my bag. Feeling rough cracks through 
thin soles, I made my way to the Tower of London. Walking against the river Thames, the wind 
moving as if I weren’t there at all, as if I were a ghost and nothing more. How could a poor 
orphan like me penetrate the Tower of London?  

Two years ago, I began working there as a cleaner. Enduring a humiliation for the greater prize 
that awaited. I built trust with the Jewel Keeper and eventually earned the job of cleaning the 
crown jewels! Each day as I lay my eyes upon the Imperial State Crown, I yearned for it. I began 
memorizing every gem for I had a plan.  

“Who goes there?” shouted a guard.  

“The jewel cleaner, sir.”  

For two years I have been working on a replica, copying every jewel to make it perfect. Today 
the replica was safely hidden in my satchel, ready for my plan to take action.  

“Your bag, madam.” He said with a smirk. Anxiety rushed through my veins. I gripped my bag 
tightly; would he see it? Slowly I began to open my satchel pushing the replica to the bottom. 

“Don’t worry about her,” said the Jewel Keeper who appeared like an answered prayer. All those 
years building the fool’s trust had paid off.  

I entered the tower and began polishing, making my way to the crown. A quick turn of the head 
confirmed no one was watching. I snatched the crown. Glory raced through my body, from every 
strand of hair to my rigid thin soles. This was the moment I had been waiting for. But the replica 
had slipped out of my hands. Clank! Footsteps were approaching. I grabbed the replica, put it 
in position and ran, I didn’t know where, but anywhere was better than to stay.  

That night I lay in bed with a blanket of glee. I may not have the throne, but I had the crown. My 
brother’s fight and death had finally been avenged.  

Each year thousands of tourists flock to the Tower admiring the imitation, when the real crown 
lies in my hands. 
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