
It began when Geoff disappeared. The last words he said were, ‘Where do you want 

to go then?’  

Tom was about to reply that he couldn’t really think of anywhere worth going when,  

without warning,  with barely even a sound, the entire wedge of earth and grass on 

which Geoff had been sitting came away from the side of the hill and slid with 

astonishing speed down the side of the quarry in front of them. Tom watched in 

astonishment. Geoff had his rucksack on his lap, a can of drink poised in one hand, 

and there was scarcely time for the look of sur-prise to register on his face before the 

earth hit the bottom of the quarry. There was a rumble like pass-ing thunder…. And 

he disappeared. Tom looked at the place where Geoff had been sitting,  then at the 

path that had been scythed through  the undergrowth on the side of the slope, and 

finally at the dark hole at the bottom of the hollow into which his friend had vanished. 

The whole thing had taken a little less than three seconds.   

‘Geoff?’  He called, and the sound of his voice echoed round the countryside. ‘Geoff, 

are you all right?’ There was no reply. Tom hesitated. It was one of those times when 

fast, decisive action was required, but he had never been good at rapid decisions. He 

was the sort of boy who needs time to think. Quite a lot of time usually, and for anything 

of real importance, he preferred several days’ notice. He could go back and get help, 

but he knew that would take time, and Geoff might need him now. Alternatively, he 

could climb down and see what had happened, but if Geoff really was hurt, what could 

he actually do? Decisions… ‘Geoff!’  he called again. ‘Can you hear me?’ 

‘Aaaaaagh!’ A sudden wail came up from the ground. Distorted, muffled, but not 

encouraging. 

‘Geoff? What is it?’ 

‘Aaaaaaaaaaagh!’ The cry was followed this time by an odd scrabbling sound.  

Tom threw off his rucksack, rolled over onto his stomach, and lowered himself over 

the edge of the quarry.   As his feet searched for a foothold, his fingers gripped the 

grass -- but the earth beneath them instantly gave way, and he started to slide. Halfway 

down he grabbed a branch to try to slow his rate of descent, but the tree was dead, 

the wood broke off in his hand and a moment later he was turning, sliding, tumbling 

and falling all the way to the bottom before disappearing into the darkness. 



Winded and blinded he struggled to his feet. Slowly, his eyes adjusted to the light. He 

was in a cave. The only sound was of water dripping softly from the roof above, and 

the rock beneath his feet felt damp and cold. Over to one side he could just make out 

his friend sitting on the ground nursing an elbow.  

 ‘Are you all right?’ Geoff nodded. Tom looked at him carefully. 

‘You’re sure?’ 

‘Fine.’  Geoff was recovering his breath. ‘Absolutely fine.’ 

‘Really?’ 

‘Yeah.’ Geoff nodded a little more certainly. ‘Really. Fine.’ 

“We need to try and get out.” Tom stood up and looked at the hole in the roof 

through which they had fallen. It was their only way out of the cave but it was too 

high to reach. “Any ideas?” 

Geoff did not reply. I suppose if we piled some of these rocks into the middle, we 

might be able to stand on them,” Said Tom. “Or maybe I could climb onto your 

shoulders and then… Geoff are you listening?” 

“Sorry.” Geoff was staring into the cave. “I was just wondering what that was.” Geoff 

pointed slightly to one side. Tom peered nervously into the darkness. 

“It’s just a rock. They’re all rocks, you can…” He stopped. The rock looked a different 

colour to those around it and had a curiously irregular shape. As they walked 

towards it, they could see that, whatever it was, it certainly was not a rock. It was 

large, smooth, a dull red colour and shaped rather like a small boast. The front was 

pointed in a smooth upward curve that reminded Tom of the nose of a dolphin. 

“It’s got writing on it.” He leaned forward to brush away the dust with his sleeve. On 

the upper surface, someone had painted a series of letters in gold but before he 

could make out what they were, Geoff called him. 

“Tom?”  

There were two seats in the centre of whatever it was and Geoff was sitting in one of 

them. He was becoming Tom and staring intently in front of him.  

“What?” 

Geoff pointed and Tom came round to look. Lon the surface of the front seats, a 

green light glowed in the dark.  

“What did you do?” 

“I didn’t do anything. It just came on.” 



Then, a small orange light appeared beside the green one. A moment later, it was 

joined by another and another and another. Silently Tom climbed in to sit beside 

Geoff. The boys watched as the lights continued to flick on until they extended over a 

whole board in front of them. At the same time, the boys became aware of a fainting 

humming and an inaudible vibration beneath them. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


