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     I watched as Rachel stepped out onto the bridge.  I could see the terror burning in her 
eyes as the flimsy bridge swayed wildly and creaked and groaned.  Several more boards 
cracked and dropped down, plunging into the water below.  On the other side I could see 
Erinyetha and Mr. S. encouraging her to go on.  Little by little, step by step, she made her 
way across and soon she stepped off the bridge onto the ground next to me. 
     Now it was Erinyetha’s turn.  She was trying to be brave, stepping fearlessly across 
the suspended pile of sticks.  She proceeded quicker than Rachel and I had.  She was 
three quarters of the way across when tragedy struck.  The last of the remaining boards 
split causing the ropes to spread apart in opposite directions!  Erinyetha’s legs spread 
apart as she screamed wildly and began hyperventilating!  She was frozen with fear, 
standing with her legs spread out as wide as they could go and her arms reaching out 
equally as wide. 
     “Hang on!” I yelled as I made my way back on to the remains of the bridge.  With 
each step I forced the ropes back together, using all my strength to hold them that way.  
Slowly and carefully I made my way towards her.  Finally I reached her.  Struggling I 
held the ropes together and motioned for her to come forward. 
     “I’m too scared!” she yelled out. 
     “I’m here with you!” I screamed back.  “It’ll be alright!  Just trust me!  Put your left 
foot forward!” 
     “Okay,” she replied sheepishly. 
     Slowly she slid her left foot forward, then her right.  I gradually moved backwards as 
she slowly moved towards me; left foot, then right foot.  We continued this way, inching 
across the ropes little by little until we finally stood on solid ground.  She wrapped her 
arms around me and I held her tightly as she cried out her fears and regained her 
composure. 
     Mr. S. was up next, facing a bridge whose structural integrity had already been almost 
fully compromised.  All the boards had fallen, it was now just two ragged ropes spread 
out on each side.  He straddled across the ropes, holding them close to each other with all 
his strength.  With his legs spread out wide, he made his way cautiously across the 
remains of the bridge. 



     Then a rope snapped!  Mr. S. lost his balance!  Grabbing on to the falling rope, he 
swung across the canyon and down out of our sight. 
     “Mr. S!” I yelled out. 
     “Can you see him?” asked Princess Rachel with great concern as I peered down the 
cliff. 
     “No,” I responded.  “I can’t see the rope, but for a few feet.” 
     We waited anxiously for what seemed like hours, and then finally his hand appeared at 
the top of the rope.  I grabbed it and hoisted him up.  We gave him a few minutes to catch 
his breath, and then we headed onward back into the cover of the forest. 
     The sun began to grow low on the horizon, spreading its colors across the land and 
then darkness stretched its shadows upon us.  The glow of the forest grew dim and the 
shadows of the trees hovered erringly upon us. 
     “We need to find a place to spend the night,” I suggested. 
     Distracted by something in the distance, Rachel ignored me and exclaimed, “What’s 
that?” 
     There was something reflecting in the dim sunlight not far in front of us.  We headed 
towards it cautiously.  Peering out from the bushes, I saw a space craft.  However, it was 
not settled in a normal position.  The nose was dug halfway into the ground, the dented 
body was tilted sideways, and the back stood upwards hanging on the tree branches.  
Obviously it had crashed here.  There was no sign that anyone was still around, so I 
called for the others to come. 
     We gathered around the battered space craft examining it.  Mr. S found some writing 
on it, but it was covered up in caked mud.  He took his hand and broke the mud away 
with surprising force.  The ship had written on its side in bold letters “Saldiacas Royal 
Schools.”  It was a school bus!  But where were the kids and the driver? 
     “There’s no sign of bodies,” said Mr. S.  “They must have walked away.” 
     “But where would they go?” asked Rachel. 
     “Who knows,” I replied, “but, in any case, we can spend the night here.” 
     We forced the rusted doors open.  The inside of the ship was a mess of tangled metal, 
torn seat fabric, and spilled luggage.  Never-the-less we were able to clear off some long 
seats that weren’t too damaged for us to sleep on.  True, they were sideways, but we 
made it work.  Getting as comfortable as we could, we settled in for another long, cold 
night. 
     I awoke in the middle of the night cold and shivering.  It was much colder than the 
previous night.  Icicles had formed on the ship’s roof and were dripping cold droplets 
down upon us.  One landed right on my forehead, sending a shiver down my spine. 
     I got up and made my way carefully down the slanted floor to the cockpit.  I scanned 
over the large array of gauges.  The engine’s fuel cells were at one percent, the weapon’s 
fuel cells were at three percent, but life support was at fifty percent!  I pushed a couple 
buttons that caused the ship to cough and spit some terrible noises.  Then the purr of a 
motor filled the air and faded into the background.  Warm air spewed forth from the 
vents, dissipating the cold around us.  Carefully, I climbed my way back toward the seat 
where I was sleeping.  As I was approaching it, a hand reached out and grabbed me!  
Startled, I turned to see who it was.  It was Erinyetha. 
     “Thank you,” she said drowsily and then brought her head forward for a kiss. 
     I gave her a short kiss on the mouth and then gently nudged her back down. 



     “Sweet dreams,” I whispered to her.  She muttered something back that wasn’t fully 
articulated as she dozed back to sleep.  I assumed she was saying “sweet dreams” back to 
me.  I continued on to my seat and settled back in and dozed off. 
     In the morning the sunlight glared brightly in my eyes, reflecting through the ship’s 
windows.  I awoke suddenly to the warm heat of the penetrating rays.  It was quiet, very 
quiet; even too quiet!   I looked down at the seats below me.  Erinyetha was still asleep in 
her seat.  She was shaded from the glare of the sun.  However, Mr. S. and Rachel were no 
longer aboard the ship.  I climbed out, leaving Erinyetha asleep in her seat.  I pulled 
myself out of the ship and into the fullness of the day.  As I set my feet upon the ground I 
suddenly came face to face with a laser barrel! 
 


