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     Mike must be here, I thought, as I saw the dim beam of a flashlight 

ahead.  But before I could call out, the ground shifted with a loud rumble.  

The small passageway was suddenly filled with a choking dust that 

blocked out the feeble light.  In this total darkness I felt as if I were buried 

alive.  Dust and sand seemed to be everywhere.  My eyes burned and it 

was difficult to breathe.  I tried to cover my mouth with my shirt, but I 

could still feel the grit get in my nose and between my teeth.  Then the 

ground stopped shaking.  I waited, lying very still with my arms over my 

head.  Although the dust quickly settled, I still could not see.  I had never 

been in the Labyrinth without a light and it was frightening!     
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My eyes were open.  At least I think they were.  But the darkness, the 

blackness was everything.  There was not a sliver of light anywhere.  Just 

absolutely nothing.


     It had started with a lot of noise.  First there was rumbling and then 

crashing sounds, loud and confusing.  But now it was silent.  An eerie 

silence that scared me.  I was on my stomach with a weight so heavy lying 

across my legs that I couldn’t move them.  I started to push my body 

upward and smacked my head on a something very hard and very close.  

There was a warmth and wetness running into my eyes and mouth.  It 

tasted metallic. Blood?  Although I felt battered and beaten, the pain still 

wasn’t as bad as the total darkness.  But the dust was terrible.  My mouth 

was just inches above a layer of fine dust that had settled on everything.  I 

started to shallowly breathe just through my nose so I wouldn’t choke.  It 

was hard to breathe like that for any length of time, and I started to panic.


     “I can’t breathe; I can’t breathe,” I cried.  Those cries blew much of the 

dust from my face to settle farther away.  Usually panic makes a situation 

worse.  What a surprise!  This time it made breathing easier.  A little 

triumph amid a big disaster.  Then I thought of my flashlight.  It must be 

here somewhere, so I carefully started to feel around inch by inch.  And I 

found it, and yes, it worked!
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     I could just barely hear a sound.  A low groaning that quickly increased 

until it was almost a shrieking.  That, too, was frightening, because it must 

be Mike.


     “Mike, Mike!” I screamed.


     “Here!  Oh, Jody, help me.  Please help me.”


     The sandpit was closed many years ago and left a deep hole in the 

ground.  As the nearby area was built up with single family homes, the 

woods were cut down and the tree stumps were pulled out and dumped 

into the sandpit.  Later unwanted dirt and rock was also dumped into the 

pit and that created the Labyrinth!


     “Hey guys, take a look.”


     We all crowded around; shoving and pushing to get a look at the 

tunnel.  A long dark hole that penetrated deep into the fill of the sandpit.


     “So let’s go in.”


     “What, are you nuts?  Have you noticed that it’s just a tiny bit dark in 

there.  You can go in, but I’m not without a flashlight and shovel”, said Lee.
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     Lee was the oldest and so of course the wisest.  At least he thought so.  

And Mike, Lee’s younger brother just had to show him up.  “I’ll go”, he said 

and started to crawl into the forbidding darkness.


     “Don’t be a jerk for once!”  Lee grabbed both of Mike’s ankles and 

dragged him out.  The usual fight broke out with the usual result; Lee on 

top and Mike stuffed face first into the dirt.  An almost daily occurrence, so 

no big deal.


    “ Hey, come on. That’s enough”, I said.  “Let’s figure out what we need 

to explore this tomorrow.”


     Over the next day we got together a bunch of stuff like flashlights, 

candles, matches and rope and met after school at the Labyrinth! 

     The tunnel was narrow at first and we had to crawl on our stomachs, 

because the roots from the tree stumps made it tough to get through.  But 

then it started to open up and it was easier going.  We came to an area 

that was high enough so that we could almost stand up and roomy 

enough for all of us to sit together.  And just waiting to be explored were 

three new tunnels that branched off in different directions.


     “Why don’t we set this place up as our headquarters for now”, said 

Lee.


     So we lite one candle and used the dripping wax from it to fasten the 

other candles on ledges and crannies in the walls all around the “room”.  
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When we turned off the flashlights to save the batteries, there was still 

plenty of light.


     And then I showed my genius.  “Here, catch”, I said as I tossed a small 

pack to both Lee and Mike.  


     “What is it?”, asked Lee as I started to open the one I had.


     “Pool rafts.  Blow them up and we can use them to lie or sit on.  It’s a 

lot softer than rock, don’t you think?”  True genius!


     Soon it was time we had to head home.  With the flashlights back on, 

we snuffed out the candles and worked our way back out, leaving the gear 

we brought behind.  Mike said we should meet here tomorrow after 

school, but Lee said he had practice and couldn’t make it until much later.


     “You two just be careful tomorrow, OK?” said Lee.


     “Yeah, yeah”, replied Mike.


     Lee looked at me and said, “At least you be careful.  Him I’m not so 

sure about.”  Mike gave his brother a dirty look.


     There was another rumbling and shifting that stirred up the dust, but it 

also lessened the weight on my legs and I was able to pull myself forward.  

It was such a relief that I was practically in tears.  I shined the light to see 

what had trapped me and saw it was one of the tree stumps.  Luckily not a 

huge one, but big enough that we might not be able to get back out.
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     “Jody!”


     “Mike, I’m coming,” I called back and started to crawl towards him, 

being careful not to stir-up too much dust.


     I could see that Mike was trapped by a large root lodged against the 

middle of his back.  All I could think of is a butterfly pinned on a display.  

Funny, but not funny.  It looked as if I could move the root off of him, but if 

I did, would the whole stump come crashing down.


     “Mike, do you have your utility knife with you?”


     “It’s in my left pocket, but I can’t reach it,” he said.


     I crawled over to his other side and tried to get the knife out, but 

couldn’t.  I fished in my own pockets and found my small pen knife.  

“Sorry, Mike, but I’ve got to cut your pants.”


     “Forget my pants.  I’ll go naked if it means I can get out of here!”


     I carefully sliced open his pant leg near the pocket and then sliced 

open the pocket itself.  “Mike, the knife is under your leg.  Can you shift 

your leg a little?”  He couldn’t.  I tried to move his leg, but he let out a 

scream.  So I started to dig the dirt out from under his leg with my hands, 

but It was too hard. My pen knife was the only tool I had, so I dug with 

that.  “Oh, great!”


     “What?” asked Mike.
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     “The blade tip snapped off, but it’s OK.  I can actually dig better now.”  

Eventually I was able to get my hand under him and wiggle his knife out.  

“Now this is a knife,” I said while I threw mine away.  “Mike, I’m going back 

down the tunnel to - -“


     “No, get me out!” he shouted.


     “Hey, Mike, easy.  I’ll get you out, but first I have to cut some of the 

stump that’s blocking the way.  I’ll use that wood to shore-up the stump 

above you.  I’ll be back as soon as I can.  Just hold on.”


     The roots on the stump were hard, but the saw blade on Mike’s knife 

was sharp.  I soon had a path cleared to get out and the wood I needed to 

free Mike.  The first piece of wood ended in a crotch, which I placed 

against the largest root pinning Mike down.  Then I used a rock to pound 

the base of it into the ground.  I did the same with the other two pieces I 

had.


     “Mike, can you move at all?  No?  OK, here’s what I’m going to do.  I’m 

going to pound the base of each stake towards you to try and push the 

stump upwards.  Each time you try to crawl out from underneath it.  So 

here we go.”


     After the third try one of the stakes started to crack and I had to stop, 

but Mike thought he might be able to squeeze out.  “Jody, grab my arms 

and pull.  Oh, that hurts, that hurts.  No, don’t stop.  Keep pulling.”
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     I saw how painful this was for Mike, but as much as I hated it, I kept 

pulling.  Mike was gasping for breath and sweating buckets, but he was 

finally out.  Yeah!


     “Something is wrong with my leg.”


     I looked at him.  He wasn’t panicking, but I could see he was really 

worried.  I looked around and saw the rafts.  Two were flattened, but one 

was still inflated, soft but usable.  I was able to find one of the flashlights 

and the rope we had stashed here yesterday.  I helped Mike onto the raft 

and gave him the other light.  Then I tied the rope to the front of the raft 

and started towards the entrance, pulling Mike along behind me.  It was 

hard going, but we made it to the blockage and then I knew I wouldn’t be 

able to get Mike past it.  “Mike, I’m going to get some help.  You’ll be fine 

and I won’t be long.”  Or so I hoped.


     I saw an anguished look on his face, but then a determined one.  I 

headed out and left my best friend behind.  I felt like crying, but I knew it 

was the smart thing to do.


     As I crawled out of the Labyrinth, it felt so good to breath fresh air.  And 

then hands were grabbing me.  A lot of men in fire fighters’ gear, were 

everywhere.  Help had all ready arrived.  I looked around and saw Lee 

running up to me.
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     “I was sure you guys were in there and when I couldn’t get in, I ran to 

the nearest house.  The lady called the fire department and I ran back here 

to flag them down and show the way.”


     The firemen enlarged the tunnel entrance and one of the smaller of 

them was able to squeeze in and get to the blockage.  He made short 

work of clearing the way and soon crawled out, using the raft to pull Mike 

free. They checked Mike out (and me too) and loaded him into an 

ambulance.  One of the EMTs told us he was sure that Mike will be OK and 

then they took off.


     “I wonder if they’ll use the lights and siren,” I asked.  Yup, as soon as it 

reached the road, on they went.


     “Hop in boys and we’ll take you home,” said the driver of the fire 

engine.


     What a great ride and as we pulled into Lee’s driveway, the lights and 

siren came on.  Neat! “I have a feeling we’ve seen the last of the 

Labyrinth,” I said to Lee.


     He grinned and said with a laugh. “Ya think?”
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