
The Avalanche.
Music blasted through my headphones. Blurred voices chattered eagerly. The old bus clattered, the journey up the snowy mountain taking longer than expected. My eyes finally fluttered open to face a land covered in fluffy snow.  Slowly, I took off my headphones only to be greeted with deafening giggles, laughs and chuckles.

 I grunted with annoyance as we waited to get off the crowded bus. I tried to focus on drifting back to sleep but the giggles and laughs soon turned into shrieks and sobs.  Alarmed, I twisted my neck to look out the window, only to come face to face with a colossal avalanche! Like some devouring monster came the wave, silently slithering and pushing forwards until it was everywhere. 

A yelp escaped my mouth as I watched the snow monster crush the towering trees.
 The bus did a swift turn, bags flew everywhere. Briskly, the immense avalanche rapidly drew nearer, so close you could hear the roar of the huge wave. Everyone anxiously looked out the back window as it gained on us. The snow gripped both back tyres, slowing us down.
 The flakes drifted across the top, as it consumed our windows. Over-whelmed, and feeling claustrophobic, the white light devoured my vision. 

Realisation rushed through me. The sound of steady beats and the comfiness of the soft fabrics. My eyes flashed open as my head started pounding. Confused, I looked left and right, I was in a…
Hospital bed…? My memory hit me like a truck. The images of a huge avalanche crossed my mind. 

My feet touched the freezing floor, and my body felt limp and uncoordinated. Slowly I made my way to the door, opening it carefully. My eyes connected with my worried mum, sobbing. Her face was pale and my dad’s as white as snow. I limped over to them, their facial expressions completely changed.  
They rushed over, cautiously hugging me, the warmth of their wool coats rubbed against my skin. I had to admit…. This is what you call an extreme winter experience. Happiness bloomed inside me making my heart warm. 
I hugged my parents tight, the unwanted tears falling helplessly.

By Portia Chambers.
Columba College. 
Y8.
