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It was there. How? Why? 
I must be still asleep I thought to myself.  But yet it felt real, and then I realised … that it was.  It lay at the end of my bed. During the night I had a dream of this exact thing. The dream included an old castle built purely out of rock. And then I saw a port. It was small with no surrounding walls to protect it from water. The wooden planks leading up to the boat were rotten and splintered. The sea was bedraggled. As if it had no energy to move - so somnolent. Also lying on my bed was picture in black and white of an island. I turned it over to see a date 5th September 1835. And what I saw. Engraved on it was a symbol. A symbol I myself hadn’t seen for a long time. It suddenly all clicked and I remembered, I remembered the little island where I had been brought up, I remembered my friends and family and I remembered the 5th of September. It was day I left because something happened, murder happened, he happened. I clenched my fist and muttered under my breath – Nikarl.
You have to know the past to understand the present. The place where I was born, where I grew up and left. I remembered when Nikarl and I used to climb up in the trees. We would adventure around the island, searching for hidden secrets like dark pathways or little houses underground. No one knows this, no one knows my secret. Thinking back made me think how lonesome he had been for all these years. I concluded that the time had come. I looked outside upon the caliginous city. There was a few cars driving about but nothing enough to cause a traffic jam. I gruellingly walked over to my oak desk. I opened the bottom draw protected with a lock a key. I conscientiously dug through all the papers until I found an old map. However, this map was different. It led me to him. I dressed myself in a tattered old shirt and jeans. I pulled on my frowzy boots and wrapped myself in a bear skin coat. I put it in my coat and creped towards my ugly front door. I unhitched the golden chains keeping it shut. I pulled it open. The bitter winter air hit me directly. I clenched my bear skin coat around me. I descended down the stairs leading onto the pavement. I inched down the road towards the city harbour where my boat was. Each step became more painful as the raw hawkish air hit my plain expressionless face. I arrived at the dock and clambered into the broken old piece of scrap. I grasped the splintered pieces of wood, and began to row. Each movement withdrawing all the energy I had. I slowly inched out of the harbour and made my unauthorised departure. It was pitch black and despite the bitter winter weather it was relatively calm. The water churned and slopped the further I grew closer. I grew more and more fatigued, until finally I collapsed. 
I was there. The sun beamed down onto me. I rolled over to see piles of rocks – houses. I carefully got out of my boat and placed my feet upon the precarious planks of wood, holding me up from the glacial water beneath me. The sharp wind was still there. I stepped carefully across the dock until I reached dry land. Around me I could see piles of stacked rocks. Furthermore, you could see white objects scattered about. Lifeless. The grass was crumpled and dead leaving large patches of clay like soil exposed. I walked up a large mound of earth, to overlook the surrounding land. There he was sitting on a stone pier, it was one of the only buildings remaining. His legs dangled over the side. I trembled down towards him. I stood at the end of the pier and called his name. He stood up and faced me. 
He was layered with dirt. His eyes were bloodshot, almost so no white remained. His hair was as black as the night sky. It was long and shaggy like a dog that hadn’t groomed or cut in years. His arms and legs were as broad as tree trunks. His immense bare feet looked clumsy and were gashed.  He wore a ripped tunic and leather leggings.  However, there was no skin, there was just bone. He had no nose and what little was left of his teeth were exposed. 
“You came back” He whispered. “The diamond is mine” 
I reached to my pocket where I put it. 
The place where I was born, where I grew up and left. As children we explored the island together, sharing what we found. In the dents of earth lay a box, inside a box, it lay.  I pulled it for the other to see. “The diamond is mine” he said. I told him as it was me who found it, therefore, I should keep it. The next item we found would be his. Still he muttered “The diamond is mine” Over the years he craved for it trying to steal it; claiming it called to him. This convinced the village people that he had lost common sense. After the death of his father, he was disclaimed from the position he was owed by the people. Then, we started to fall, there were more terminated by the month. Then, I left and forgot.

He walked towards me and boomed “The diamond is mine” I ran back up the hill, he too ran. He unsheathed his dagger and through it at my leg. It got me, a clean cut, I stumbled and fell. He then knelt down beside me and reached to my pocket. 
I woke up. The stone was gone! I knew he took it and where he would be – the Room of the Golden Chair. I rushed towards the largest thing that was still standing. The royals of the island owned a large sum of jewels and gold but their ancestor locked it away behind a door of metal. Only one thing could open it, it was the diamond. I arrived just in time. Nikarl placed the diamond in an altar of carved stone. The engraved symbol of the ancestor shone brightly. Cogs started to move and the door opened. I wondered what would happened if he got the gold. He could go back to the mainland with all gold and he could raise an army to conquer other lands. I quickly ran to him and pushed him into the large stone cogs. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]I got showered in blood. His guts spilled out onto the floor and his skull landed in front of me. I looked into the chamber to see nothing but a dagger… What had I done and had killed my friend for nothing! I was now a bad man, I couldn’t go on knowing about the island, about this other life. I stepped inside and took the dagger. I placed it to my heart…
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