Dracula’s Whitby
Shrouded in heavy fog, there it stood -Whitby Abbey- haunting and harrowing lingering in the blackness of night. It was a soldier guarding secrets from deep within.
Like a snake, the serpentine paths slithered its way towards the Abbey, coiling away from light. Dense mist swallowed the path thick enough to choke someone, and make it never-ending. The rickety dilapidated fence, which was on the verge of collapse, silently groaned in the billowing wind. The fence was a cage with no key, imprisoning the Abbey.
Beyond the deformed path, there was an isolated graveyard, which looked like crooked, rotten teeth sinking into the damp soil. Leaning inwards, the deviating, frightful gravestones guarded the souls concealed by the earth. The gnarled, warped trees, which were waving in the wind, twisted and turned in the silver moonlight. Wild grass, which was as curled as hair, rippled in the billowing wind.
No light slipped through the cracks of the Abbey, nor did any sound float in the breeze, the only light came from a lone, golden lantern swaying in the soft wind.
Glimmering beautifully, the dazzling wash of silver moonlight restored the light of the obscure arches, removing the eerie presence of the Abbey.

The abysmal, ghostly and cryptic Abbey is alive… 

