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A deafening crack pierced through the evening quiet as Dante and Nathan hiked up the rocky 

trail with their best friend, Heather, trudging behind them. 

 ‘What was that?’ Heather asked, grabbing Nathan’s shoulder. 

 ‘I don’t know. Don’t worry, though. We’re only going up for another five minutes at 

most. Then we’ll take the pictures for the blog and head back down to the Airbnb,’ Nathan 

said.  

As Dante turned, there was another loud crack. ‘You sure mate?’ he asked. ‘I don’t 

think it’s safe up here. Maybe we should head back to the road?’  

‘I’m with Dante,’ said Heather.  

Nathan rolled his eyes. Ignoring them, he continued up the rocky trail. Heather and 

Dante glanced at each other, before Heather sighed and followed Nathan. Once they reached 

the lookout, the adventurers stopped and shrugged off their packs. Nathan took his camera 

and discarded the cover. He corrected the settings on the side of the camera before taking a 

few pictures of the landscape.  

A few hundred metres in front of them, bubbling red lava flowed over the ancient 

black rocks, setting fire to anything that stood in its way.  

 ‘Alright let’s—’   

Heather gaped in horror when the lava dove forward, quicker than before. It was as if 

a barrier had been holding it back, and it had broken. ‘Run!’  

Dante, Nathan, and Heather sprinted down the trail, trying to put distance between 

them and the lava.  

‘This was a bad idea,’ Heather said, glaring at the back of Nathan’s head.  

‘We need to get back to the road. We will be safe there,’ Dante replied.  

As if on cue, the lights that lit the road up in the distance turned off, and they were left 

in the blackness of the night. 

‘Get your phones out,’ Nathan said. ‘Turn on the flashlight and shine it on the ground. 

Watch where you step.’  

The three teenagers continued their descent with no way of telling where they were 

going. The scorching lava loomed behind them, bubbling and continuing to wreak 

destruction. 



Dante slowed down to reach for his water bottle when the ancient black rocks split in 

front of them and the smouldering heat rose up from the large crevice.  

‘Jump,’ Nathan yelled as he vaulted over the crack in the ground. Dante backed up 

before jumping over and joining him.  

‘Come on,’ he called to Heather, who sighed before backing up and running toward 

the gap. Her screams of fear pierced the air as she missed the side and fell. Dante rushed 

forward and grabbed her hand, pulling her out. 

‘When did you get so heavy?’ he asked. 

‘Not the time,’ Heather replied. ‘Thanks for helping me, though.’  

‘Hurry up. We need to get going,’ Nathan said, pinching the bridge of his nose. 

Heather and Dante followed him. The air was humid and thick with smoke. There was 

a loud smack as Heather tripped over and fell onto the scorching rocks. She stood up with a 

huff. 

‘Stop tripping over,’ Dante said. 

‘Guys, I don’t know what to do. The lights are off and we have probably been going 

the wrong way this entire time. Our chances of survival are dwindling into single digits,’ 

Heather said, ignoring him.  

‘We need to keep moving down. Even if we don’t reach the road, we’ll eventually 

arrive at the bottom, one way or another,’ Dante replied.  

‘I’m sorry, guys,’ Nathan said. ‘I just wanted to get the pictures. Now we are stuck up 

here with no way to get back.’ 

Heather balled her hand into a fist. ‘Nathan. Shut up. The more you talk, the closer the 

lava gets. The pictures aren’t what is going to kill us. Your constant blabbering, however, 

will. Now let’s hurry up and get down.’  

‘Well, I would lava to hear your idea on how to get down without you tripping over,’ 

Dante said with a grin.  

‘Really?’ Nathan asked, his face blank.  

‘Keep the volcano puns to yourself, Dante,’ Heather said.  

‘What? They just erupt out of me,’ Dante replied. 

As they continued their descent down the volcano, a violent tremor shook the ground. 

Heather shouted a warning and shoved Dante, knocking him to the ground as huge boulders 

barrelled past. Another crack resounded and they watched as a cloud of ash and smouldering 

gas rose into the air from the crater of the volcano.  

‘Oh no,’ Heather said.  



‘Stay calm. It’s just an earthquake,’ Nathan said.  

Dante watched the cloud rise higher and replied, ‘I don’t think so. Since when did 

earthquakes have ash clouds?’  

‘Duck,’ Heather yelled as huge rocks and boulders detached from the crater and flew 

through the air, landing a few metres behind them. The scolding lava continued to run down 

the slopes as the tremors shuddered through the core of the volcano, bringing them to their 

knees.  

‘We need to get out of here. If I’m correct that cloud is deadly,’ Nathan said, taking a 

deep breath to continue. ‘I did research about these eruptions last year. We have around seven 

minutes to find shelter or we get burnt to death by that cloud.’ 

‘Let’s outrun it,’ Dante said.  

‘Are you kidding me? We can’t outrun it. It’s too fast,’ Nathan said.  

‘So, if that cloud smothers us, we’re done for?’ Heather asked. 

‘Yes, but it won’t. If we can get over to those rocks.’ Nathan pointed to a large 

solidified outcrop of black magma. ‘We’ll be able to crawl under them or into a cave, if there 

is one.’  

‘Stop talking and let’s go,’ Dante said. 

‘I don’t feel like getting my skin burnt off,’ Heather said, jogging forward and 

gesturing for the boys to follow before setting off into a sprint.  

A mass of hardened lava that had spewed out of the volcano and solidified years ago 

loomed over them as they advanced. Heather grabbed onto the rock closest to her and pulled 

herself onto the ledge, peering into the inky darkness of a small cave.  

‘Clear. Let’s go in,’ she said, crawling into the confined space as Dante came after 

her. She turned and stared in wide-eyed terror as the ash cloud dropped to the ground and slid 

down the slopes.  

‘Nathan. Hurry,’ she yelled, grabbing his arm and trying to pull him up. Just as he 

crawled onto the ledge, the smouldering cloud enveloped them. Heather wrenched away from 

the heat, and Nathan’s cries of pain echoing through the cave as he was prised from the ledge 

and into the blackness of the cloud.  


