DRACULA’S  WHITBY
Silhouetted against the starless, moonlit sky there stood -Whitby Abbey imposing, austere and prodigious. Brooding soundlessly and whispering secrets to the sky, the abbey remained muted like a midnight snooper spy. Covered in fog, which held ghostly shadows, the serpentine, moss-coated footpath was a snake slithering the way to the daunting pillars. Winding deviously, luring travellers onward, the path was a ribbon dancing in the wind.
Beyond the ribbon like trail a ramshackle, dilapidated fence stood strong and proud; it was on the verge of collapse, but it refused to let go. Although it was crooked, bleak and tenebrous, it remained loyal to Whitby abbey and would protect it forever more. Along the path over the fence lay a graveyard which were armies of soldiers protecting the great abbey. The grave stones had eroded epitaphs and dirt coatings; they leaned like books on a broken bookshelf.
Gusts of wind blew around making the gnarled, serpentine trees twist and twirl. The skeletal, contorted branches whipped and whirled like hurricanes guarding the eerie abbey from any harm. Howling wildly, the wind made skeletal dancers reach for the clouds. No sounds echoed from within the walls, nor did any light gleam underneath the moon’s beams. Just one lone lantern had the bravery to shine and show its golden light.
There was no movement beneath the crumbling arches, nor was there any shadows cast by the moonlit sky the abbey remained silent like a midnight spy. As the enchanting wash of moonlight announced the harrowing presence of Whitby Abbey, the children slept soundly. 

