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The fire grew hotter, breathing down his neck as he ran. Roots and branches grabbed at 

his ragged clothes. A deer, frenzied with fear, bounded past him, knocking him to the ground. He 
threw his palms forward to catch himself, scraping them into the hard, packed dirt. 

Packed dirt. He shook his head and looked at where he had fallen. A road! Relief flooded 
through him, almost drowning out the roar of the fire. He scrambled to his feet, looking both 
ways down the road. In the distance, a truck rumbled towards him and he almost shouted with 
joy. 

He stood in the center of the road and waved his arms. The truck lurched to a halt and a 
grizzled farmer leaned out the window. 

“Shouldn’t be out here, young man,” the fellow said. He spit towards the woods. “Fire’s 
out of control.” 

He nodded, panting. “So I see. Can you give me a ride out of here?” 
The farmer looked at him thoughtfully for a few long moments. More animals scurried 

by, more frightened of the oncoming fire storm than the two men. The farmer spit again. 
“Come on then,” he said. 
Relief. He stumbled over to the passenger door and wrenched it open. The farmer 

watched him as he heaved himself up into the cab, and then grunted and shifted the engine into 
drive again. The truck lurched into motion. On the way to safety. 

Silence hung between them for several minutes. He sat slouched against the door, eyes 
half closed. The farmer stared straight ahead. The heat bore in on them. Flickers of fire started 
showing through the trees, racing through the brush. 

The farmer didn’t speed up. Smoke obscured the road. The only sound was the rumbling 
of the truck engine. The smoke seeped into the truck through the vents and cracks. 

The man remained slouched in the passenger seat. The farmer started coughing. More 
smoke poured in. The road was completely blocked out. 

The truck hit a bump and they veered. The farmer swerved, coughing and waving at the 
smoke. Another bump ripped the wheel out of his hand. He grunted and coughed, fighting to 
regain control of the wheel. 

Flickers of orange flame licked through the grey smoke. A loud rumbling crash caused 
the smoke to billow and the truck slammed to a halt as it crashed into a tree that fell across the 
road. The farmer’s head slammed against the steering wheel. 

With a muffled curse, the farmer kicked his door open and almost fell out of the truck. He 
put a hand to his bleeding head and looked up. Through the smoke, he saw his passenger 
standing in front of him. Before he could express his surprise, the fire around them swallowed 
him up. 

The ragged stranger turned and walked calmly back into the burning forest. The empty 
truck behind him erupted in flames, adding a final crescendo to the chaos. 

 


