
 

Grade 7 "Imagined Cities," continued. This story is by Caleb Edwards. 
 

Entry 23, Day 21 

The desert seems calmer today; we’ve reached a point in our journey 

where the departure is worse than leaving home. The day the city came into view 

over the horizon, there was no sun. The sky around the nameless city was as 

dark as the bottom of a well. When we reached the gates, I could feel hundreds 

of eyes watching us, although no one but the sentry was in sight. The walls were 

of dark stone, with no cracks or imperfections. It seemed almost impossible for 

human hand to have built them. The sentry wore a dark cloak that made him 

seem unusually large. He stood at least 7 feet tall and had a long, pointed staff in 

his hands. I spoke to him with words of peace and friendship, and asked if we 

could enter the city for the night. Finally, we were allowed entrance, and he 

directed us to the house of a lord who usually would take payment for lodging at 

his estate. As we walked through the gates, I felt something inside of me change, 

as if the city had changed the general feelings of my stomach. As we made our 

way through the narrow, dark streets, I turned and spoke to my companion, 

saying, “That fellow at the gate seemed awfully uptight. I’m surprised he let us 

in.” My companion replied, “It is customary in these parts to let travelers in for 

lodging. Let us hope that it is also their custom to feed us; I’m starving!” As we 

walked I started to pay more attention to my surroundings. The streets were 

empty. I assumed that the people were sleeping in their houses, for it was the 

middle of the night. There were very few windows in the buildings and where 

they did appear they were small and perfectly round. We reached the steps to 

the manor house, a large, rectangular building with odd architecture unlike any I 

had ever seen before. It was located in the middle of a square, surrounded by 

great, dark bushes that looked like huge creatures waiting to pounce on us. I 

walked up the steps and reached for the bell pull…. 

 The doorbell rang with a harsh, clanging sound, like the cry of a crow. The 

door opened and I looked into a dark hole, and out of the hole came a voice as 

harsh as the doorbell. “Why doth thou ring on the bell so late at night?” “We 

wish to lodge here for the night,” I said, my voice sounding bolder than I felt. 



The door opened wider and the voice said, “Come in!” We walked into a large, 

dark, damp room lit only by one candle held by a short, dark-skinned man with 

a long pointed beard and a bald head. There was something about the man that 

gave me a very bad feeling, but I paid it no heed, and spoke to him in a polite 

manner, saying “Thank you, kind Sir, for letting us in at this time of night. We 

have only just reached the city, and are tired and hungry from our long journey.” 

The man did not reply, but gestured for us to follow him. I gave my companion a 

slight questioning glance and then walked after the man. He led us down a long 

stone corridor with a few candles mounted on the walls. There was a dark, 

velvety carpet underfoot that gave me the feeling that I was floating. We turned 

to our right and entered a small room in which there were two small cots and a 

little table, with a candle resting on it. We set down our bags and my companion 

turned to the man and said, “Is there no food for us? For we are famished.” 

Again the man did not reply, and walked out of the room, shutting the door. 

Although we were hungry, our weariness got the upper hand and we soon fell 

fast asleep. 

 I woke to find a beam of sunlight shining through a small, circular 

window, lighting up a particularly dusty part of the floor. I looked around to see 

my companion sitting on the edge of his cot, holding a Bible in his hands and 

mouthing the words with great enthusiasm. I got up very quietly so as not to 

disturb his morning praying, and dressed in my gown and robes that I had 

brought in case there was a need to dress in a more formal manner. My stomach 

was growling, so when my companion finished his morning ritual, we opened 

the door and walked into the hallway. The place had completely transformed 

(although the architecture was the same) into a beautiful, sunny manor. 

Windows and tapestries, that I swore were not there the night before, now hung 

on the walls. We walked down the hallway and into a great hall that barely 

resembled the one we saw the previous night. Great stained glass windows 

depicting stories of the Bible let in the most unbelievable sunlight that I had ever 

seen. There was a great stone table in the middle of the hall, covered with 

delicious-looking meat, bread, wine and fruit. The stones were lighter and 

perfectly constructed, with paintings of King Arthur and his knights. The manor 



house had completely transformed from a grim place of walls and darkness to a 

beautiful sunlit realm. I could not wait to see what the city looked like. 


