
The Castle

She woke up in a cold sweat with tears streaming down her face. She looked around the 

room to see pure darkness, and when she went to reach for the lamp it wasn't there. 

“Hello?” She cried out. “Anyone there?” 

She rummaged through a bedside table and found matches and a candle. As she lit the candle 

she noticed a band around her wrist, like an infirmary bracelet. 

Blake, Leighton, 18 

What is this? She thought to herself. She got up and found her way to the door. When she 

opened it, she found herself in some type of hallway.

“Hello? Who's there?” Her voice echoed as she tip toed through the pitch black hallway only lit 

by the small candle she carried. The walls were lined with portraits of people, that looked somewhat 

familiar. They were old too, from the 1800's, and dusty. She held the candle up to one that looked the 

most familiar. The plaque read: Mr. Albert Whinstone, 1834-1913

She approached a door with a large brass knob. When she reached out to turn the knob it 

changed to silver. And when she touched it, bronze. 

“Ahh, bronze. Ms. Blake is it?” Leighton spun around and almost dropped her candle. An old 

man with crazy silver hair sticking out all over the place, and a long gnarly beard stood there. He was 

dressed up like he was going to work, even though it was not the hour to do so. 

“Yes. Who are you, and where I am?” She asked hastily. Even though this man is a complete 

stranger, she felt oddly comfortable.

“Everything will be explained in the morning. But in the meantime, you my dear need to go 

back to your room. Mr. Whinstone will be expecting you at 7 o'clock sharp. Now, may I escort you 



back to your room? Mr. Whinstone prefers his guests not to roam the castle at night. Guests have know 

to get lost.” 

She nodded and followed.

“Sir, may I ask your name? And what year it is?” Leighton asked as she quickly examined the 

portraits they passed. 

“Timothy Galsworthy madame, and it is 1928.” 

1928? That can't be possible she thought. 

“If it's 1928 then how am I going to see Mr. Whinstone tomorrow morning?” she asked.

“Enough questions, here we are. Goodnight madame.” He showed her into the room and closed 

the door. 

“Well that was rather rude.” She whispered to herself. 

“Good morning Ms. Blake! Tea, coffee? I wasn't sure which one you preferred so I brought 

them both.” 

My eyes fluttered open, to see a pudgy women with a slight Ukraine accent, and a cart full of 

food like pastries, bacon, eggs, orange juice. I noticed the candle was gone on the table next to my bed. 

I looked around the blue room. It had green velvet carpet and a rather large portrait of Mary Antoinette 

above the fire place. I don't remember walking on velvet carpet last night, or putting the candle on the 

mantle above the fire place.  

“Uhm, Tea please. May I ask your name?” As I reached for the tea cup, I noticed my bracelet's 

gone. 

“Oh yes, where are my manners! My name is Ira Yvan and I will be your maid. So anything you 

need ring the bell and please let me know. You may call me Ms. Yvan.” 



“Ms. Yvan, I had a bracelet on my wrist last night. Where did it go?” 

She looked puzzled, like she didn't know what I was taking about or that she knew what was 

happening but didn't want to say anything. 

“Ms. Yvan?” I asked. 

“I will go see if Mr. Whinstone is ready for you.” She excused herself and left.

I walked over to the dresser where Ms. Yvan had set out an outfit. A light blue dress with lace 

trimmings and white shoes to match. I put on the clothes and fixed my messy blonde hair. I rummaged 

through the drawers, found a light pink ribbon and managed to tie it into a bow for my hair. 

I looked in the mirror and saw something strange. Last time I checked my eyes were blue, not 

brown. They weren't even brown, more like bronze. I ran over the the bell and began to ring it.

“Ms. Yvan, Ms. Yvan!” She ran into the room with  Mr. Glasworthy following right behind her.

“My eyes, they are suppose to be blue. And now, they are bronze. What is happening?” I cried.

“Come with us.” They both said. I followed them out the door and down the hall. 

We walked into the study. The fire place was lit and flaming. There was a man sitting in the arm chair 

smoking a cigar. 

“Ah, Ms. Blake, I have been expecting you. Please come, have a seat.” He was tall with all his 

hair on his face. A long Grey beard to his collar bone and big bronze eyes that flickered in the fire light. 

He seemed like he was watching more than just me, like their were other people in the room. I looked 

around, but no one else was there. The room was filled with books, encyclopedia’s rather. A few novels, 

but mostly dictionary’s from different country’s and atlas's. He showed me to one of the arm chairs next 

to the fire place and we sat down.

“I need to ask you a few questions and I need you to answer only when asked one. Okay? I'll 

explain everything after.” He spoke cautiously, like I was about to break. Like I was a child, a baby.

“Okay.” I hesitantly replied.



“Do you know your full name?” He asked. 

“Leighton May Blake.” 

“Do you know your horses name?” 

“Yes, Pike.” I had no idea how I knew that, but I did. 

“Good, do you know how old you are?” 

“18.”

“Okay, do you remember a fire?” 

“No I don't think so.” This guy is crazy, all I remember is, well nothing. I remember nothing. 

“Okay. Leighton, this is going to be hard for you to hear, but you and you parents were in a 

terrible fire. The house was burnt to the ground and your parents, well I’m afraid they didn't make it.”

It all came back. That night, I was sleeping and woke up not being able to breath. I screamed for my 

father and mother but they didn't respond. Smoke filled my room, and all I could think about was 

getting out of the house. I opened the window and jumped. It wasn't that far, maybe 7 feet. I thought 

that once I got out I would go to my parents room on the first floor and find them, or that maybe they 

would already be out and waiting in the yard. But they weren’t. I hit the ground and everything went 

black. The next thing I remember is waking up here.

“I remember now. But why am I here and who are you?” 

“I'm your uncle, that you've never met. Your mother's brother; I haven't spoken to her in a very, 

very long time. Its a long story, that is rather complicated. And now that you have no other family, you 

get to live with me. And since you are living here now, you will be under my orders. That means 

private schooling six days a week, and reading assignments. Sound fair?” 

“Okay, but what will I be reading? All you've got are encyclopedia’s and atlas's.” 

“Exactly. One must know the world that they live on and the must tedious words of world.”

“Okay, but one more question. The portrait out there, says that you died in 1913, and it's 1928. 



Are you a ghost?”

“My dear child! I most certainly am not, and it's 1900. You'll figure out the castle and how it 

works soon.” He smiled and winked at me. “But I must get back to work, I have countless places to go, 

and things to translate.” He put out his cigar, grabbed a German dictionary and left. 

“Wait!” I ran out into the hall way and he was gone. “Hmm, where could he have gone.”

“Ms. Blake, it's time for your English lesson.” Said Ms. Yvan. I followed her into the study 

where I completed pages and pages of book work. The last assigned page had a note in it.

Leighton,

Please read and analyze the German map on page 34 of the German Atlas. I may 

have moved it so look in the A's section of the library. 

-AW

“Ms. Yvan, can you please take me to the library.” I demanded. “Albert wants me to get 

a book.” She looked puzzled, but obeyed. 

She opened the double doors and inside were walls and walls of books. Not just 

encyclopedia’s, dictionary's or atlas's. Actual novels, and biography's. I didn't know where to 

start.  The shelves were marked in alphabetical order and easily found the A's. And right there 

on the floor was the book Albert said would be there. 

I sat down and began to read. The map showed everything, tree's rocks river's. It was so 

pretty, I looked at it and looked at it, until I dozed off. 

When I woke up I was in my room, in the dark. 

“Hello?” I opened the drawer next to my bed and found the candle stick. I lit it and went 

to the door, and opened it. 

“Ms. Blake,  I'm afraid you must stay in your room. Everything else will be explained in 



the morning.” Said Ms. Glasworthy.

I was back where I started. Like the whole day was playing from the beginning and I 

was just a chess piece. 


