
The Citadel of London 

Nervously, I clambered out of my boat and looked up at the drawbridge - rotting and haunting.  

Nervously I trudged over the mossy planks. Terrified, I look up at the towers of the gloomy 
castle. Suddenly it hit me, I was at my worst nightmare destination: The Citadel! Rain fell 
incessantly, accompanying my mood. This place had a terrible reputation; it was an open secret 
that it had an awful past. I looked down at the toasty package in my hand. Uncomfortable heat 
warmed my hands, the peculiar pungent smell added to the mysteriousness of its contents. My 
Dad had insisted that I deliver this package at once although I really didn't want to...  

Quickly, I dashed up the slippery steps, however, I noticed a shadow. Whirling thoughts were 
feeding on my bravery.  

"Don't hurt me!" I called out to the shadow.  

Sadly, it was still following me despite my efforts... I arrived at the castle, now the remaining 
drops of my courage called out to be cautious. Absolutely not will I become a crumbling cadaver 
I thought to myself. Realizing I was at the tower I needed to be at, I wanted desperately to run 
because the whole of me had had enough (especially my injured spirit).  

Slowly, the door creaked open. A skeletal hand gripped the door.  

"Package..." it slurred, so I passed the creature the package.  

I was so glad that that was over. "Wrong" it whispered coldly. "wrong!" the creature screeched! 

 "I don't understand!" I retorted.  

"WRONG!" the creature bared its rotting teeth at me.  

Swiftly I turned around and dashed for the boat. One million worries darted around my mind. 
Adrenalin raced through me, everything was out of control. There was my friend... the black 
shadow, and he was following me! The cold of the rain and the air combined bit my face. 
Suddenly a black shadow transformed into a hideous creature... then I knew all hope was lost... 
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