
Trapped 
The Captain of the Belle Vue was on edge. They were unusually out of fuel. 

Captain Wilson didn’t see how it could have run out so quickly, he had made 

sure they had had a full tank when they left, that was more than enough to go 

to the Bahamas and back. This was the ship’s maiden voyage; it hadn’t been 

tested before. Looking at his map, he could not find any island he could refuel 

at. He frantically looked through all the draws, without knowing exactly what 

he was looking for, and found that the empty draw at the bottom of the 

cabinet that he just yanked open, rattled suspiciously. He opened it again, 

much more carefully this time, and felt the bottom with his hand. Pressing 

down, the bottom of the draw sprung open to a compartment revealing a 

withered old map, rolled up, stained sandy gold with age. The draw had a false 

bottom covering a secret compartment. Captain Wilson opened up the map 

and compared it to his own; they looked exactly the same at first sight, both 

showing the south of the U.S., but when he looked a little closer, he saw a 

small, uneven circle, labelled Mortem Island. Finally, thought Captain Wilson. 

All they had to do was to go to Mortem Island, send for help via the ships 

communication system and leave. The Captain re-routed to Mortem Island. He 

began to steer in the right direction, ignoring the warning signs flashing up on 

the instrument cluster. Dark clouds began to loom overhead, blocking out all 

the dusky sky. Captain Wilson had never seen it this dark before. Fear creeped 

up inside of him as he struggled to control the ship in the harsh waters. He 

couldn’t see a thing. Soon, Captain Wilson grew tired. He tried to resist the 

temptation of sleep, but he couldn’t. Captain Wilson passed out. 

 

 

“Liz, leave that alone now”, said Liz’s mother, sternly. Liz had been on her 

smartphone all morning. 

“All right, but I won’t be on it tomorrow, I can’t believe you have to pay for Wi-

Fi here, I’m running out of data…” 

“That’s not important, what’s important is which island we’re going to we 

could be anywhere”, said Liz’s dad. The first officer announced that they would 

be stopping at a nearby island and they may have to stay there for a few hours. 



The Captain was not telling anyone what the island was called which didn’t 

agree to many on board as they needed to know where they were. 

“I think I might be going to bed now I’m very tired—oh is that the time! It’s 

only eight o’clock! Is this watch broken, Peter?”, said Liz’s mum. She looked as 

though all she wanted to do was sleep but she couldn’t. 

“No, that’s the time on my watch too”, said Peter, Liz’s dad. Eventually, Liz and 

her family began to grow sleepy. Extremely sleepy. People at the bar fell 

asleep. Others returned to their beds for an early night. Liz also went to bed. 

 

Liz was running. Running as fast as she could. At first, she had been chasing 

something happily through a forest like a squirrel, but then it suddenly turned 

into a jungle full of deadly animals and even some corpses lying on the floor. 

The sky turned dark and the stars resembled Inca symbols. Liz looked back. A 

brownish blob was chasing after her. It was far away so it looked small, but Liz 

knew it was easily 10 times her size. Then it morphed into her parents faces. 

They grew bigger and bigger, filling the sky and they spoke, in the loudest voice 

possible: 

“DON’T GO LIZ!”  

 

 

Liz panted for breath and sat bolt upright. 

People began to wake up at early morning. The ship was stationary. The Belle 

Vue was washed up against the shore of an island. When Captain Wilson woke 

up, he assumed they were on Mortem Island, there were no other island which 

they could make it to, it would be a miracle if they had arrived at the Bahamas. 

He sent for help on the screen in the driver’s cabin and rescue planes and ships 

were on their way. The passengers would be here for about two hours, which 

wouldn’t be so bad: there was a beach and an exotic tropical jungle which they 

could explore. Liz and her parents came of the ship to the beach and rested on 

the grass leading into the jungle. Liz’s dad went to go find a restroom and Liz’s 

mum went to talk to the Captain about the island. Liz was on her own by the 

grass. She wasn’t scared; she’s sixteen. She didn’t need to cling on to her 

parents like a baby. Liz got her phone out and used it to text her friends about 

how she was on an island. Unfortunately, there was no signal. 



 

 

Suddenly, Liz felt as though she was not alone anymore. She turned her head 

around to face the jungle. It was only a fox. There were beautiful plants and 

wonderful sounds and scents of freshly cut grass—all two metres away. Liz did 

what she should not do… 

 

 

“Stupid thing”, muttered Liz. “Come on work!” There was still no signal in the 

forest so she could not text her parents to tell her that she was lost. Liz was 

sure she didn’t go too far into the woods, but maybe she was wrong. The 

beach was not visible between the trees. Liz felt a strong sense of helplessness 

and stupidity, how could she have just wandered off into an unfamiliar place 

and chased after squirrels without knowing where she was.  

  

“Hey…are you lost”, said a voice behind her. Liz spun around to see a boy. He 

was a teenager, about the same age as Liz herself and seemed unafraid of the 

forest. He had dark brown hair, light brown skin and was slightly chubby.  

“Yes, I am lost, do you know where the beach is?” asked Liz, hope filling inside 

her. 

“The whole island is surrounded by beach, and there are nestles dividing them. 

It would take about two days to go around once”. 

“Oh”, said Liz. “What’s your name?”  

“Austin”, he said. “And yours?”. 

“Liz”, said Liz.  

“How did you get here, Liz? We thought there were no more people likely to 

come here”. 

“You mean there are more people here, stuck on the island? 

“Yes, there are a few of my friends—and some corpses. Don’t look horrified, 

you get used to it. Look next to your right foot”. 



Liz did as told and looked next to her right foot. There was a human arm lying 

on the floor, the joint ripped out and covered in rotting flesh.  

“AAAAAAAAAAAGH”, screamed Liz. Austin Laughed. “That wasn’t funny”. 

“Sorry”, said Austin. “Follow me I’ll show you my friends”. 

“You also want to look out for Inca symbols in trees  

Liz followed Austin through the forest. She wandered how Austin knew his way 

around.  

“Hi Guys, I want you to meet Liz, she was lost in the forest”. 

“Hi”, said Liz. 

“Hi”, said three people sitting on a log. They had made a shelter from trees, 

wood, and sap. The structure was impressive. 

“Liz, meet Sara, Laura, and my twin brother, Mark”.  

“Nice to meet you, Liz” said Mark. He was tall and thinner than Austin, he also 

looked more tanned than Austin. Liz sat on a log next to theirs.  

“How did you end up here”, said Sara. 

“Me and my family were on a cruise to the Bahamas and we ran out of fuel, we 

washed up on this island”, said Liz. 

“Oh, the plane that I was on crashed on its way to Cuba”, said Laura. 

“Our dad’s ship had engine failure; it was also on its way to Cuba” said Austin. 

“The Bermuda triangle really hates us”. 

“Woah”, said Liz. “The Bermuda triangle?”. 

“Yes, clever clogs, we are in the Bermuda triangle”, said Austin. 

“Know what Mortem means?”, said Mark. 

“No”, said Liz, interested. 

“Mortem is the name of this island. And it means death in Latin”, said Mark. 

“Well, that makes everything a whole lot better doesn’t it”, said Sara. 

“And how do you think we are going to get out?” 



“The only useful thing is that on board our ship, dad’s 6 electric cars on board, 

we could use them to escape, if the water level is low”, said Mark. 

“Electricity and water don’t mix, clever clogs”, said Laura. “and there is no 

power source here”. 

“Their solar powered”, replied Mark. “we’ve got enough sun. If we could just 

find a path out, we could drive”. 

“I have a license”, said Austin, proudly. 

“I know how to drive”, said Laura. 

“You said you were fifteen!” said Austin. He looked as though he had been 

beaten by a five-year-old. 

“I am”, said Laura smugly. 

 

 

“Ok, so what are we going to do”, said Liz. 

“What do you mean?” asked Sara. 

“I mean, what are we going to do about getting off this island”. 

Austin turned to look between Liz and Mark and started trembling slightly. 

“Um…guys, you h-have a visitor”, said Austin. You could sense the fear in his 

voice. 

They all turned around to look at a large hippopotamus. It opened its mouth 

wide and roared. Its mouth was so big when open, it was two meters from one 

jaw to the other. The teenagers did not need to be told to run, but they were 

paralysed with fear for a few seconds. They all ran as fast as they could, but it 

was no match for the hippo. It could outrun them easily, but Mark kept 

directing them through trees and the hippo had to go around them. The 

ground shook whenever the hippo stepped, like mini earthquakes that 

reminded them that a ten-thousand-pound hippo was chasing them. Liz grew 

tired and began to run slightly slower than the others. She tripped up on one 

of the roots and got her foot stuck. The hippo’s thumping footsteps got closer 

and closer. Liz could feel it getting nearer and she began to see it clearer. The 

hippo had ugly nostrils, a huge jaw and a massive body which stood on four 



stubby legs that ran surprisingly fast. Its skin was dirty and was covered in 

horrible scars that looked gory. Liz was petrified. It roared louder than ever 

which made Liz go slightly deaf for a minute. The ugly beast bent down closer 

and opened its mouth wide. Liz knew her life was coming to an end. 

 

 

Then, suddenly a huge impact made the hippo fall over. It had its mouth 

around Liz but wasn’t quite touching her. Liz grabbed one of the hippo’s sharp 

teeth and, using all her strength, lifted the hippo’s mouth so that she had a 

clear exit. Once she was outside, she saw a white Tesla electric car, its bonnet 

crumpled, against the hippo. Laura was in the driving seat, alone. 

“Thanks Laura, I-I owe you my life”, said Liz trembling. Her face was ghostly 

pale; she couldn’t get over the feeling of knowing you’re going to die.  

“No problem”, said Laura. Austin is on his way with another car, we can go 

back to the shelter in it”. Another white car, identical to the one that rammed 

into the hippo (except from the bonnet) stormed its way through the leaves at 

high speeds. It crushed anything in its way, drove over leaves and stopped 

sharply in front of Liz and Laura. As Laura said, Austin was driving.  

“Hop in”, he said, and they went in. Liz, Laura, and Mark sat in the back. Austin 

and Sara sat in the front. Austin’s dad must have been rich to afford six Teslas. 

The leather interior was extremely comfortable.  

 

Then, the thumping footsteps of the hippo came back. All of them turned 

around to see a hippo, about 10 metres away from them. Images flashed 

through her mind…Liz and her friends getting eaten…Her parents attending her 

funeral…the hippo laughing with a belly full of five kids. 

 

 And then Liz remembered: her dream had been a premonition. Her parents 

telling her not to go into the jungle, the blob in the distance was the hippo, her 

chasing the squirrel was her wandering into the jungle… 

“AUSTIN STEP ON IT!!!!!”, screamed Liz. 

“I am, I am!”, said Austin.  



“Give it here you wimp”, said Laura menacingly. “I’ll show you how it’s done”. 

“Fine!” said Austin. He let go of the wheel and pedals, undid his seatbelt, and 

darted into Laura’s chair. She did the same. Laura drove carelessly. She 

flattened the accelerator to the ground. They were zooming away, going faster 

and faster and faster…ninety miles per hour…one hundred and ten miles per 

hour…one hundred and thirty miles per hour, the speeds went up and up and 

up. Liz looked back. Her heart was in her throat; partly because there could be 

a hippo chasing after them, partly because of Laura driving like a maniac. 

When Liz looked out of the rear window, thankfully, the hippo had vanished. 

 They went back to the shelter. It was dark when they got out of the car; some 

stars were visible.  

“Where do you sleep”, asked Liz, nervously. 

“In Hammocks”, said Sara. Liz’s next question was answered immediately. 

Under the shelter was a hook with some green nets on it. Each of them (except 

from Liz and Austin) took one and attached it to some trees. Each tree that 

they chose was also near to another tree.  

“I’ll get some vines, Sara you can weave them tomorrow”, said Austin. “For 

now, you can sleep in my hammock”. Austin handed over his hammock to Liz. 

“Sure, I’ll weave them tomorrow”, said Sara.  

“That is kind of you, but where will you sleep?”, said Liz. 

“Where I slept before we made the hammocks, on the leaf beds. They are 

surprisingly comfortable”, said Austin. 

“Ok, but if you want to switch, just tell me” replied Liz. She had been in a 

hammock before and they were awfully comfortable. She approached the pair 

of trees nearest to her and tied both ends to their trunks, securely. Liz sat on 

her hammock and put two legs inside. It was a lovely feeling, and Liz drifted off 

to sleep, almost immediately. 

 

Liz felt ice cold water on her back. She woke up with a start. The jungle was 

flooded with mercy water over their waist height and it touched Liz’s back. She 

looked around. Laura was trying to swim back to the nearest tree, Sara was 

trying to protect the vines that Austin had collected by holding them tightly 

against her chest, and strangely, Austin Was trying to go away from safety. He 



walked past many trees without grabbing on and he seemed desperate to go 

to wherever he wanted to go. And Mark—Mark was out of sight. His hammock 

was half submerged in mercy brown water full of debris. Liz still stayed in her 

hammock, clutching a tree in case it collapsed.  

“AUSTIN!”, yelled Liz. “COME BACK”. Austin didn’t reply. “WHERE ARE YOU 

GOING!”  

“Mark…Mark?”, said Austin, quietly. Then, a corpse drifted towards them I the 

flow of the water. It was Mark. He had a massive bite in his right ribs; the flesh 

was unnervingly showing, and the bones were out of place. Liz felt a funny 

feeling in her right ribs when she looked at this and she’d only just noticed that 

mark had no eye in his left socket. Liz couldn’t imagine the pain Austin was in 

right now, seeing his inseparable twin brother die horribly. 

 

The water level eventually began to decrease. Austin walked away. None of 

the others followed or tried to stop him. Liz never thought anything that bad 

could happen to anyone. Sadness overcame everyone. Tears trickled down 

Laura’s cheeks and Sara comforted her. Liz finally gave up: there was no way 

out of this island, and she knew it. She was dead meat. They were all dead 

meat. Soon another hippo, another , another hippo, another flood and they 

would all be dead. After all, they were in Death Island, bang in the middle of 

the Bermuda triangle… 

A plane was heard by Liz, Sara and Laura. They all looked up. It was a big, 

commercial plane, and it seemed to be landing near to here. Maybe the 

Bermuda triangle had sucked in another plane full of unlucky victims. It came 

alarmingly closer, its four jet engines getting louder and louder, its two decks 

getting clearer. A closer look showed an Emirates airbus A380 plus swooped 

down to the jungle and crashed relatively close. Austin just joined them at the 

right moment. One look at the plane and he told the others to follow him. A 

trail of smoke told them where to go. When they got there, they saw a 

clearing, a bit like a runway that the plane had left behind it when it crashed. 

The plane was being turned around, and all four of them sprinted to the plane. 

This was their ticket out of Mortem Island, Liz’s chance to see her parents, to 

live a full life…  

 



The four teens ran up the ejecting steps to the plane. A passenger was going 

out. 

“I—what are you doing?”. “We should be getting back in the plane, to get out 

of here”, said Austin.  

“Safety at last”, said the passenger. He was short, looked tanned, middle aged 

and brown hair. 

“Hold your horses, mate”, said Austin. “I wouldn’t call the Bermuda triangle 

safety”. 

“The Bermuda triangle! Oh dear!” He cried. “Isn’t that a myth?” 

“Would you like to prove it?”, said Austin. 

“Well…no…obviously—you’d better come in, there is a few empty seats in first 

class, we should be leaving”, he said. “Oh…I just remembered—the Captain 

and first officer are dead”. 

“Can anyone fly?”, asked Laura. 

“Mark could fly”, said Austin, with a swallow. 

“Well we need this Mark person don’t we…”, said the passenger. 

“Mark is dead”, said Austin. It was extremely hard for Austin to say that. “He 

was my twin brother”. 

“Oh, I’m sorry, Austin”, said the passenger. “But can anyone fly?”. 

“Me and Mark shared pilot lessons, I know the basics”. “Dad always wanted us 

to become pilots” 

“I think I can fly, I also had pilot lessons”, said Laura 

“Well that’s great! Let’s get you both in the cockpit”. 

 

Minutes later, Austin and Laura found themselves in the pilots’ seat about to 

take off. They took off at full throttle, leaving the island behind. It was 

extremely lucky that the plane had cleared space for the runway when 

crashing. The amazing thing was only one engine and half a wing was 

damaged. But nervousness was pulsing through Austin and Laura. They were 

flying the biggest passenger plane in the world. Who would have thought a 



couple of teenagers could do that? And then there was the next risk: getting 

out of the Bermuda triangle. Did the same thing happened if you escaped from 

the Bermuda triangle instead of going passed the Bermuda triangle? They 

hoped not. Austin and Laura increased altitude and speed. If they could race 

through the boundaries, maybe they could escape the Bermuda triangle. They 

knew it to well, the triangle wasn’t going to let them escape so easily. But on 

the other hand, it didn’t expect an undamaged plane to ‘crash’ in the Bermuda 

triangle. More altitude, more speed, and more tension. They hoped for the 

best and soared through the skies at high speeds. But, just then, one of the 

four engines stopped moving. The noise decreased a little. 

“Errrm…, did you check the fuel, Laura”, asked Austin, nervously. 

“We have half a tank”, said Laura. 

“Then why did that engine—” the rest of Austin’s sentence was cut off by an 

explosion so loud it would have been heard from the ground. 

“Oh no… there must have been a broken engine when they crashed, and we 

put to much pressure on it when we increased speed and altitude to quickly 

and when it stopped we didn’t cut the fuel supply and now its exploded!”, said 

Laura, all in one, panicked breath. She slammed one of four red buttons on the 

dashboard which Austin assumed was cutting the fuel supply. 

“Good theory Laura”, said Austin. “Or it could have just been the Bermuda 

triangle”. 

“We are out of the Bermuda triangle now, Austin”, said Laura. I’ll make a 

passenger announcement. 

“Ladies and Gentlemen, this is Captain Laura speaking we are now officially out 

of the Bermuda triangle and we have more than enough fuel to get to Cuba so 

please do not worry we shall be arriving shortly please listen to the seatbelt 

sign and I’ll play a safety briefing video on your screens. Please do not use 

headphones.” Laura muted the microphone.  

“That was good, you sound like a pilot”, said Austin. Although you didn’t 

mention me”. 

Laura snorted.  

 



Austin and Laura continued to fly to Cuba and got in touch with their air traffic 

control. There story was all over the news by the time they got a connecting 

flight to Los Angeles, California where they all lived. Liz got to see her parents 

again and so did the others. They all attended Mark’s funeral and got lots of 

Paparazzi reporters following them around asking for the full story. But, once 

they had all published their books and got information they needed, they went 

away so that they could all live the lives they wanted.         

 

By Aman                                                                                                                                                                                                            


