Dracula’s Whitby

Haunting the coastline, there it was prodigious and harrowing, yet undeniably picturesque. The Abbey towered over holding the town’s secrets and whispering them to the shadows within. Dense mist, which was so thick you couldn’t breathe, made the path appear endless as it slithered towards the Abbey like a snake lined with weathered cobbles. The derelict, decrepit fence clung to the floor stubbornly as the billowing wind tried to blow it over.
Beyond the decrepit fence and the prodigious Abbey, an eroding graveyard lingered lining the path with eroding epitaphs and a haunting appearance. A thick layer of dust from the graves danced in the biting wind. Billowing wind blew the [serpentine, weathered] trees and made their skeletal branches dance like a ballerina. And the only petite light came from the dingy lantern; the rest of the path looked like the void. The gorgeous Abbey sat on top of the eerie hill whispering lullaby to the shadows within. It took away the haunting appearance and gave it a majestic ambiance instead, especially when it was silhouetted under the tender moonlight.
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