

BOX 1: MC in frightening setting
I’ve stopped. It’s dark. This bible-black, inky shroud coats everything. Cold air laces between my limbs and rushes eagerly up into my flaring nostrils. I listen. Far below me, over the edge, into the black abyss, I can hear the waves rushing to the shore; I can see the lighthouse off Flamborough Head in the distance. The pale light stretching like a hand into the night seems to be warning me to turn back. Dracula lives; he’s calling you; turn back.
As I try to heed the warning, my body seems possessed by a potent force. Pulled forward by this energy, I move. Fear drags me on.

Box 2: Fear strengthens
Stretching out in front of me, like a cold grey noose for my neck, the pathway, the rope of fear that ties me to the building ahead, taunts me to proceed. I walk. Crunching step after crunching step takes me closer and, although I know that I may never again see dawn; although I struggle to fight the unbending will of my legs to tread the route, I walk to find out the truth. Does he live? Are the rumours true?
I walk. 

Box 3: Some comfort
[bookmark: _GoBack]Taking comfort from the moon’s silver embrace, I watch as her white, ethereal arms spill out of the ghostly heavens and surround me with hope. Her silver fingers trace the very tips of the iron fence; the wet stone wall; the unsettling gravestones that guard my escape and, beyond that, Whitby. I see warm lights pour from recognisable windows and welcoming doors but I am here on the cliff: no comfort will be found here. My heart turns and strides out across the bay toward the light; my heavy limbs continue on their mission. I walk. Ahead of me lies The Abbey. Ahead lies the truth.

Box 4: Tension increases
I am now gripped by fear: it networks across my body like a poison. My breathing tightens. My hands pulse and the hairs on the back of my neck bristle. Someone’s there! Someone is behind me! I freeze. Fear now takes over. The hurricane lamp that once lit my route flickers out. All the hope I have flickers out. The moon forgets her duty and hides her colossal eye. A shrill shriek of the raven rips through the sinister veneer but still I walk. Then, then I see the doorway. 

Box 5: Disaster/Discovery
Heavy iron gates open up to me. Three loud shrieks rupture my heart and as the whispering sea bleeds into my brain; as my last scrap of will disappears; as a shadow grows near, I turn to the gates. I stretch out for the silver metal and then I see it. Written into the hard iron in filigree; above the crumbling archway.

Look out!
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