
Choking black particles swarmed through the dusky air, as sinister fireflies around a lamp. Drifting in through doorways, 

they floated on the lake surface, every surface thickly layered in a toxic shroud, billowing in great sheets over the ruins with 

each sigh of the gale. Inky clouds stained the sky, observing the scene with callous indifference, barring any photon from 

entering and providing small relief. A vision of hell. 

 

Lungs searing with the effort of breathing, I stumbled, blinded by the dense fog, through empty stone battlements, 

clutching and clawing at every brick; trying desperately to stay upright and moving towards the point that felt infinite miles 

away. Shrieks and moans from the heaving volcano rang in my ears, as fresh plumes of ash rained down, burning and 

blistering my skin, each molecule sending crippling shivers of furious fire through my body. But, still, I clutched the brown 

envelope and limped on, pressing my cheek to the warm stone pillars, for momentary pauses of relief from the sickening 

burning that engulfed me. 

 

Squinting through the swirling mass of embers, I fixed my eyes on the glowing point on the mountainside. Roaring, 

bellowing, spewing out thick, molten amber into the evening. Throwing the Earth’s blood high into the sky, filled with rage 

and hatred. Like fireworks, each atom lit up the air with its own silent intent, illuminating its private region of space for the 

briefest of moments, flickering white, amber, golden then copper, before condensing into the cinders that stormed down. 

 

Ripping my eyes from the sight, I continued. All of my bones screamed for me to stop - for it all to end, but the knowledge 

that I was so, so near kept me going. I could just see it, indistinct and hazy in my limited line of sight, but there. So close. I 

drew in the package, seeking something resembling hope from its clutches. The thought of it sustained me, tendrils of 

strength licking at the crumbling fibres of my mind, emblazoning sense and courage into me. 

 

I was there. Staggering through the entrance, I tugged off the scarf, pulling the clean, soft air into my smouldering lungs. I 

blinked in the candlelight, the pure golden light tumbling in shafts through the still air. The volcano blasts could not be 

heard here, and turning around weakly, I saw the churning mass of ash stop at the entrance, a barrier had formed between 

the citadel and outside. The caustic sears through my hands stopped, and marvelling, I saw they were renewed, soft, as 

though belonging to a baby, and, of course, still clasping the package. 

 

There was a plinth, ten feet away, the only feature aside from torches, and it was obvious what this was for. With new 

purpose in my stride, I crossed the hall in four quick, echoing steps, and gently placed it down.  

 

Light pulsated from the spot, casting brilliant shadows, as I waited, transfixed. Disbelieving as the paved floor shook and a 

hole slowly opened up. 


