Creative Writing - Action
1 Suddenly the great beast beat its hideous wings, and the wind of them was foul.
Again it leaped into the air, and then swiftly fell down upon Eowyn, shrieking, striking
with beak and claw.

Still she did not blench: maiden of the Rohirrim, child of kings, slender but as a steelblade, fair but terrible. A swift stroke she dealt, skilled and deadly. The outstretched
neck she clove asunder, and the hewn head fell like a stone. Backward she sprang as the
huge shape crashed to ruin, vast wings outspread, crumpled on the earth; and with its
fall the shadow passed away. A light fell about her, and her hair shone in the sunrise.
Out of the wreck rose the Black Rider, tall and threatening, towering above her. With a
cry of hatred that stung the very ears like venom he let fall his mace. Her shield was
shivered in many pieces, and her arm was broken; she stumbled to her knees. He bent
over her like a cloud, and his eyes glittered; he raised his mace to kill.
But suddenly he too stumbled forward with a cry of bitter pain, and his stroke went
wide, driving into the ground. Merry’s sword had stabbed him from behind, shearing
through the black mantle, and passing up beneath the hauberk had pierced the sinew
behind his mighty knee.
“Eowyn! Eowyn!” cried Merry. Then tottering, struggling up, with her last strength she
drove her sword between crown and mantle, as the great shoulders bowed before her.
The sword broke sparkling into many shards. The crown rolled away with a clang.
Eowyn fell forward upon her fallen foe. But lo! the mantle and hauberk were empty.
Shapeless they lay now on the ground, torn and tumbled; and a cry went up into the
shuddering air, and faded to a shrill wailing, passing with the wind, a voice bodiless
and thin that died, and was swallowed up, and was never heard again in that age of
this world.

- The Return of the King, J. R. R. Tolkien

Late next night I rose from table, where Flavia had sat by me, and conducted her to the
door of her apartments. There I kissed her hand, and bade her sleep sound and wake to
happy days. Then I changed my clothes and went out. Sapt and Fritz were waiting for

me with six men and the horses. Over his saddle Sapt carried a long coil of rope, and
both were heavily armed. I had with me a short stout cudgel and a long knife. Making a
circuit, we avoided the town, and in an hour found ourselves slowly mounting the hill
that led to the Castle of Zenda. The night was dark and very stormy; gusts of wind and
spits of rain caught us as we breasted the incline, and the great trees moaned and
sighed. When we came to a thick clump, about a quarter of a mile from the Castle, we
bade our six friends hide there with the horses. Sapt had a whistle, and they could
rejoin us in a few moments if danger came: but, up to now, we had met no one. I hoped
that Michael was still off his guard, believing me to be safe in bed. However that might
be, we gained the top of the hill without accident, and found ourselves on the edge of
the moat where it sweeps under the road, separating the Old Castle from it. A tree
stood on the edge of the bank, and Sapt,silently and diligently, set to make fast the rope.
I stripped off my boots, took a pull at a flask of brandy, loosened the knife in its sheath,
and took the cudgel between my teeth. Then I shook hands with my friends, not
heeding a last look of entreaty from Fritz, and laid hold of the rope. I was going to have
a look at "Jacob's Ladder."
Gently I lowered myself into the water. Though the night was wild, the day had been
warm and bright, and the water was not cold. I struck out, and began to swim round
the great walls which frowned above me. I could see only three yards ahead; I had then
good hopes of not being seen, as I crept along close under the damp, moss-grown
masonry. There were lights from the new part of the Castle on the other side, and now
and again I heard laughter and merry shouts. I fancied I recognized young Rupert
Hentzau's ringing tones, and pictured him flushed with wine. Recalling my thoughts to
the business in hand, I rested a moment. If Johann's description were right, I must be
near the window now. Very slowly I moved; and out of the darkness ahead loomed a
shape. It was the pipe, curving from the window to the water: about four feet of its
surface were displayed; it was as big round as two men. I was about to approach it,
when I saw something else, and my heart stood still. The nose of a boat protruded
beyond the pipe on the other side; and listening intently, I heard a slight shuffle— as of
a man shifting his position. Who was the man who guarded Michael's invention? Was
he awake or was he asleep? I felt if my knife were ready, and trod water; as I did so, I
found bottom under my feet. The foundations of the Castle extended some fifteen
inches, making a ledge; and I stood on it, out of water from my armpits upwards. Then
I crouched and peered through the darkness under the pipe, where, curving, it left a
space.
There was a man in the boat. A rifle lay by him— I saw the gleam of the barrel. Here
was the sentinel! He sat very still. I listened; he breathed heavily, regularly,

monotonously. By heaven, he slept! Kneeling on the shelf, I drew forward under the
pipe till my face was within two feet of his. He was a big man, I saw. It was Max Holf,
the brother of Johann. My hand stole to my belt, and I drew out my knife. Of all the
deeds of my life, I love the least to think of this, and whether it were the act of a man or
a traitor I will not ask. I said to myself: "It is war— and the King's life is the stake." And
I raised myself from beneath the pipe and stood up by the boat, which lay moored by
the ledge. Holding my breath, I marked the spot and raised my arm. The great fellow
stirred. He opened his eyes— wide, wider. He grasped in terror at my face and clutched
at his rifle. I struck home. And I heard the chorus of a love-song from the opposite bank.
Leaving him where he lay, a huddled mass, I turned to "Jacob's Ladder." My time was
short. This fellow's turn of watching might be over directly, and relief would come.
Leaning over the pipe, I examined it, from the end near the water to the topmost
extremity where it passed, or seemed to pass, through the masonry of the wall. There
was no break in it, no chink. Dropping on my knees, I tested the under side. And my
breath went quick and fast, for on this lower side, where the pipe should have clung
close to the masonry, there was a gleam of light! That light must come from the cell of
the King! I set my shoulder against the pipe and exerted my strength. The chink
widened a very, very little, and hastily I desisted; I had done enough to show that the
pipe was not fixed in the masonry at the lower side.

- The Prisoner of Zenda, Anthony Hope

