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The train hissed to a sudden stop, releasing a puff of steam into the crisp coastal air. With a 
mixture of anticipation and anxiety, I gently stepped onto the platform, the worn stones cool 
beneath my feet. Whitby lay before me, its ancient streets winding like a labyrinth, the sea 
breeze carrying whispers of secrets yet to be discovered. The air smelt fresh. Unlike where I 
had come from. Breathing in the salty tang of the sea air, I felt relaxed. The wind calmed me. 
I felt alive as the breeze flowed against me. 

My backpack, heavy with the weight of uncertainty, pressed against my shoulders as I 
admired the captivating scenery. I had come alone and ventured a far distance. I’m still not 
quite sure what brought me to come, however I wanted peace and comfort. Such a place like 
this is perfect. After gazing for a while, I journeyed into the streets. 

Lost in the maze of unfamiliar streets, I found solace in an old-fashioned shop window 
embellished with bottles of handmade shampoo, their labels promising to transform even the 
most tangled of locks. The sunlight danced on the glass, illuminating the vibrant tints of each 
bottle like jewels in a treasure chest. 

Suddenly, a voice shattered the silence, its warmth enveloping me like a comforting 
embrace. “Sorry!” A girl appeared beside me, her eyes alight with curiosity. “Are you new 
here?” 

I nodded, feeling a spark of connection amidst my loneliness. “Oh, yeah. I just arrived here. 

I’m Nini.” 

The girl smiled warmly, her laughter filled the streets like bubbles in shampoo. “I’m 
Anastasia. Welcome to Whitby! Want me to show you around?” 

I nodded softly. With Anastasia as my guide, we embarked on a journey through the hidden 
corners of Whitby, our laughter mingling with the rhythm of the waves crashing against the 
shore. And as the day unfolded, I felt the weight of loneliness begin to lift, replaced by the 
thrilling memories I made along with the pleasure of adventure. Whitby, with all its mysteries 
and wonders, invited us forward, promising to allow us to find warmth and happiness in the 
journeys we make. 



Together, we uncovered the secrets of Whitby – the hidden caves where mermaids were 
said to swim about, the mystical forest, where trees told ancient stories, and the abandoned 
lighthouse, where ghosts were said to haunt the grounds. But between the laughter and the 
adventure, there was a shadow lingering in the depths of my heart. As much as I cherished 
my time with Anastasia, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was missing, that a part 
of me remained unfulfilled. 

As the days turned into weeks and the weeks into months, our bond grew stronger, but so 
did the sense of unease within me. It was as if Whitby was calling out to me, alluring me to 
uncover its deepest mysteries and unlock the secrets hidden within its ancient walls. Little 
did I know, the greatest adventure of all was yet to come, and it would test the limits of 
friendship and courage in ways I could never have imagined. 

As me and Anastasia continued our adventures, I found myself drawn closer to the mythical 
tales and stories that lay deep in the history of Whitby. I longed to uncover the truth, but fear 
held me back. I wasn’t quite sure what truth, or even if there was a truth to the tales. 

However, as days passed, the call of Whitby grew stronger. 

One fateful night, as the moon cast its silvery light over the calm town, I found myself 
standing at the edge of the abandoned lighthouse, its silhouette towering against the starry 
sky. The air was thick with anticipation, as if the very night itself held its breath, waiting for 
me to take the next step. 

With Anastasia by my side, her hand warm in mine, I made a decision – to embrace the 
unknown, to confront my fears, and to uncover the truth hidden within the heart of Whitby. 
My hand grew sticky, and shivers were sent down my spine. And so, while the chill breeze 
caressed my skin, Anastasia and I embarked on a journey that would unknowingly change 
our lives forever. With each step forward, we drew closer to the answers we earned for, and 
to the realisation that true friendship knows no bounds, even in the face of the darkest of 
shadows. 

As Anastasia and I strolled along the uneven coastline, the salty breeze tugged at our hair, 
and the rhythmic crash of the waves provided a soothing backdrop to our exploration. The 
cliffs towered above us, their worn-out faces loomed over us like shadows. Among this 
timeless place we stumbled upon an ancient tome, hidden between the crevices of the 
jagged rock like a forgotten treasure. I felt myself about to explode with curiosity, so I 
carefully pried open the book's weathered cover, revealing pages yellowed with age and 
inked with cryptic symbols. As I traced my fingers over the faded words, a tale emerged, 
shrouded in mystery and intrigue. It spoke of a young girl named Anastasia, whose destiny 
was intertwined with the fate of Whitby itself. 

According to the ancient legend, Anastasia was no ordinary girl but a guardian of the sea, 
tasked with protecting the town from the wrath of vengeful spirits that lurked beneath the 
waves. With each passing generation, the duty passed from mother to daughter, a sacred 
bond forged in blood and sacrifice. But as I delved deeper into the tale, I discovered a darker 
truth hidden within its pages – a prophecy foretelling of a great tragedy that would befall 
Anastasia and the town she swore to protect. It was said that there was no way to overcome 
this fate and as generations passed, she who holds the bond shall one day die. As lightning 
flashed overhead and thunder rumbled in the distance, I couldn't shake the feeling that the 
legend was more than just a story – it was a warning. 

Suddenly, chaos erupted as the storm unleashed its fury upon Whitby. The once-calm 
waves grew turbulent, crashing against the rocks with a ferocity that mirrored the turmoil 



within my heart. Amidst the tempest, Anastasia found herself alarmingly close to the edge, 
her fate hanging in the balance. 

With a cry of despair, I watched helplessly as she slipped from view, swallowed by the 
churning waters below. The storm raged on, leaving destruction as it passed, and I was left 
alone by the coast, the crashing waves a haunting reminder of the loss that now weighed 
heavily upon my soul. 

In the solitude of the seaside, I found solace amidst the turmoil, reflecting on the precious 
memories shared with Anastasia and the journey that had forever changed me. As the 
waves continued to crash against the rocks, I vowed to honour her memory by embracing 
the legacy she left behind and protecting the town she loved with all my heart. 

In the days that followed, I found myself drawn to the abandoned lighthouse, the place 
where Anastasia’s fate had been sealed. With each step, memories flooded my mind – of 
laughter shared and dreams woven together, now shattered by the cruel hand of fate. As I 
stood at the edge of the cliff, gazing out at the endless expanse of the sea, a sense of 
determination welled within me. Though Anastasia was gone, her spirit lived on in the heart 
of Whitby, a beacon of hope through the darkness. 

With newfound resolve, I dedicated myself to uncovering the truth behind the ancient legend, 
determined to unravel its secrets and protect the town from the looming threat that still 
lingered on the horizon. As the days turned into weeks and the weeks into months, I 
immersed myself in the study of the mystical arts, seeking answers in the pages of forgotten 
tomes and the whispers of the wind. 

And though the road ahead was filled with danger and uncertainty, I knew that with courage 
and determination, I could honour Anastasia’s memory and ensure that her sacrifice was not 
in vain. And so, as the waves crashed against the rocks and the seagulls cried out overhead, 
I stood resolute, ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead and fulfil the legacy that 
Anastasia had left behind. I sat there on the soft sand. Gazing softly at the rising, bright 
orange sun while the comforting sound of the crashing waves embraced me like a tight hug. 


