
The corridor leading to destiny. 

Mercifully, the deed was done and it was time to head towards my 

destiny. Stealthily, I scanned the corridor thinking about how easily this 

day had arrived. I hadn’t been caught… yet. I knew which room to find it 

in but it involved some careful planning. I mapped out a route zigzagging 

down the corridor like a mouse searching for cheese in the night. Panic-

stricken, breathing heavily, I paced from side to side trying to calm my 

nerves by distracting my thoughts towards the treasure I was searching 

for. My heart was pounding a thousand beats per minute. The gem was 

calling me, “You’ve been dreaming of me since the day you were born.” 

Suddenly, a noise interrupted my plan. I froze. 

Daring not to make a move, I remained as still as one of the stone-

carved gargoyles peering over the city from the castle’s battlements. My 

outstretched arms kept me steady and my knees were bent down 

slightly to maintain balance. My crooked back didn’t help my posture so 

keeping steady was a challenge. What was that thumping sound? Was it 

heading toward me? I could hear distant, deep-sounding and heavy 

footsteps… they were on the same corridor as me. Quick. I needed to 

make a decision. Thump, Thump, THUMP! Hesitantly, I changed my plan 

from zigzagging down the hallway to pushing my bent back as far into 

the shadows of the wall as I could. Without making a sound myself, I slid 

along it like a basilisk slithering through the pipes in the cavities. 

Carefully, my knuckles guided my way around the obstacles along the 

route. Thankfully, I could see the golden handle of the door glinting in 

the light as the corridor was faintly lit by candles. I was close but so 

were those footsteps. 

Full of adrenaline, I knew this was it. My kinked fingers wrapped 

themselves around the rounded handle and my wrist turned it 

clockwise… CLICK! The door creaked open and there it was. Finally, my 

destiny had arrived. Gleaming under a spotlight, the golden headwear sat 

in the centre of the room. It was gold plated with a cushioned rim and 

the colourful jewels winked at me from all around the magnificent jewel. 

It called me over for I had earnt this treasure. With a smile appearing on 

my face, I picked it up from its stand and placed it on my head. The 

crown was a perfect fit; it was destined to stay on my head.  

After a few minutes embracing what I had just become, I turned like a 

proud lion - who had fought for its prey. The footsteps were no longer a 

distance away. They belonged to someone I knew. Someone who wanted 

the crown for themselves. 

“I think it’s about time to put an end to your evil wrongdoings, Richard 

Crookback,” the enemy proclaimed. 

“In your dreams Henry Tudor. You will have to fight me for the right to 

wear this crown.”  
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