Fire Mountain

Chapter One


Adam Ashby peered around the corner, then, seeing nobody, he ran quickly across the grass and dived under a thick green bush. He lay on his stomach and pulled branches across his face so that he was as concealed as possible. Then he positioned his gun up by his shoulder, and waited, watching carefully.


He was soon rewarded. A brown-haired head was peeping out from behind the shed. Adam pumped the handle on his gun. As the brown haired figure made a dash for the cover of a large tree Adam opened fire. The figure changed course towards Adam, and lifted his gun from his side and squirted Adam with a heavy stream of extremely cold water. Adam gave a yell and struggled out from underneath the bush, laughing and gasping with the shock of the cold water at the same time. Both boys shot water until the guns were empty, then they sat down in the hot summer sun, laughing.


“That cooled me down a bit,” said Oliver.


“Yes,” agreed Adam.


Anyone observing Oliver and Adam would think that they were twins. They looked identical, with short brown hair and blue eyes. However, despite being identical, they were not twins. They were part of a set of quadruplets.


At that moment their sisters Jennifer and Laura came round the side of the house, tugging the garden hose between them. Before the boys had time to get up they had turned it on full pelt and the boys were soaked to the skin.


“That’s hardly fair!” cried Adam, gasping as his cold clothes stuck to his body. “If we did that to you, you would complain to Dad and we’d get in so much trouble.”


“Oh come on, it’s so hot, you don’t really mind,” laughed Jenny. She and Laura sat down next to their brothers. It was the summer holiday, and they had no school ahead of them for six wonderful weeks. Laura and Jenny had similar features to their brothers, with their brown hair and blue eyes. Both of the girls hair was shoulder length and they always tied it back in the same way. They were not identical like their brothers though; it was fairly easy to tell them apart. Oliver and Adam had no obvious discerning feature, but after knowing them a long time, there was something about their faces generally that was slightly different. Jenny and Laura could tell them apart without difficulty, but most people at school could not. Even their voices were the same. 


“I think I can hear Dad’s car,” said Laura. Sure enough, the children heard a car door slam and footsteps walking up the front path. They ran around to greet their father, who was returning from work. He looked at the four dripping children with a mixture of disapproval and amusement.


“You had better dry off before you come inside,” Mr Ashby said. “When you do, there’s something I need to tell you.”


“Tell us now!” they all said, but he shook his head.


“I want to get out of this suit and into some shorts!” he said. “Come in when you’re dry!”


The children wrung out their T-shirts as best they could then ran around playing Tag until their clothes were dry. “I need another water fight to cool me down now, I’m really hot again,” complained Oliver. “Come on, let’s see what Dad wanted to tell us.”


They went inside. It wasn’t much cooler in the house. A wasp was buzzing around the kitchen, and Laura flinched. She didn’t like wasps. Mr Ashby had poured them all iced drinks, and they drank them gratefully. Then they looked at their father expectantly. He sighed. “This isn’t good news. I have to go on a business trip, and as you know, you aren’t old enough to be left in the house on your own.”


“Hey, we’re perfectly capable of looking after ourselves!” said Adam indignantly. “We’re very responsible!”


“I know you are,” said their father, “but not to live alone for two weeks. I shouldn’t really leave you alone while I go to work, but babysitters are too expensive, and I know what a fuss you would make.”


“Yes we would!” said Oliver hotly. “We don’t need looking after!”


The children got on very well together. Despite them all being the same age, Adam always appeared older, and probably because he was the loudest one, he was sort of a leader for the four. He could have a short temper at times. Oliver was very similar, but Adam usually had the last say in matters. The girls were quieter, but still wanted to be heard: they would not let themselves be bossed around too much by the boys! Both were fairly tomboyish due to playing with their brothers all their lives. They enjoyed climbing trees and playing outside just as much as their brothers, and both always wore trousers. They were always seen together, and people called them the Ashby Quads.


“Even so,” said Mr Ashby, “you cannot stay here alone. So I am afraid you will have to stay with Auntie Betty and your cousins for a week or so.”


The children looked at each other, aghast. Aunt Betty was very strict and their two cousins were terribly cruel and played nasty tricks on them all the time. They felt perfectly capable of taking care of themselves. Ever since their mother had died when they were young they had had to be responsible and grow up quickly.


“You can’t!” exclaimed Jenny suddenly. “Holidays are meant to be a fun time! Don’t make us go to them. Where are you going to, can’t we come with you?”


“The trip is to Lanzarote, I hope to make lots of contacts there for the company. And before you interrupt-“ he said, as their faces lit up hopefully, “-it is not practical for me to take you lot. There will still be no one to look after you in the day, and it would make it very expensive.”


“Oh but Dad,” said Oliver, “we know Lanzarote okay, we’ve been there twice before. And you would be there in the evenings. We’d only want to play in the swimming pool in the day. We wouldn’t need anyone to be there.”


“And we haven’t had a holiday in ages,” said Laura.


“Yes, it could be our holiday,” agreed Jenny. “Please Dad, we wouldn’t be any trouble.”


“You won’t hardly know we’re there,” said Oliver.


Their father hesitated. The quads grinned at each other. They knew they had won. “Easy!” Adam mouthed to Oliver.


“Well, I suppose so. I had been thinking about it,” said Mr Ashby eventually. “But it is a business trip, not a proper holiday, so don’t expect a huge pool all to yourselves or anything special. It will probably have to be a small place somewhere.”


“We don’t mind anything,” said Adam, still grinning.


They only had a week before they were to set off, but the week went very slowly. The children packed everything they could and they still had five days to wait. They were very excited. “Don’t forget the blow up dinghy!” reminded Laura. “It’s so much fun.”

Mr Ashby had rented a small villa on a quiet complex in the town of Puerto del Carmen. It was about a ten minute walk from the sea front, away from the main tourist area. There was a swimming pool; the only feature the children had insisted was absolutely necessary. It was shared between the surrounding villas, but the estate agent had said that it was a quiet area and they would probably normally have it to themselves.


The day of the flight came at last. Mr Ashby drove them to the airport and parked in the long stay car park. They carried their bulging suitcases onto a shuttle bus that would lead them to the check-in. It was early morning so they ate breakfast at an airport restaurant. They were all still rather sleepy so there was not a lot of conversation. They soon woke up once their flight was called though, and started chattering excitedly. Mr Ashby led them to the correct gate, and they walked through a tunnel directly onto the aeroplane.


“Hooray, we’re all sitting together!” said Jenny.


“Bags me window seat,” said Oliver.


“Okay, well bags me it on the way back,” said Adam.

“That’s if we get a window seat on the way back.”

“Jenny and I want to sit together, we’re in the middle of a crossword,” said Laura.

“Hurry up you four, you’re holding people up,” said Mr Ashby. They sat down and Oliver got out a pack of cards. They began to play as the plane took off. Mr Ashby busied himself reading some documents from work in preparation for his first meeting. The children watched the film that was shown. An airhostress came along with her trolley asking if they would like any drinks. Their father bought them all a coke. The film was fairly boring but it made the time go quickly. Once it had finished there was only a few minutes to go before they landed.

The plane banked sharply and Oliver gave a cry. “Hey, I can see it! There’s Lanzarote, and there’s a runway. We’re moving round to land.”

Chapter Two

Their father handed out mints to suck. The island was small, and so the plane’s descent was often steep. All five sucked the mints. Laura’s ears hurt more and more as the plane descended, and she screwed her eyes shut, and swallowed lots. She didn’t want the boys to laugh at her, but they were suffering similarly.

At last, with a small bump, the wheels touched the tarmac and the aeroplane rolled to a halt. The children took off their seatbelts and quickly picked up their bags. They stepped out into the hot summer sun, and the air felt thick. It really made them feel like it was the start of the holiday, but all of them wanted to take off their jeans and jumpers and put shorts on straight away.

“Ooh, I can’t wait to jump into the pool!” said Jenny, as they walked down the metal stairs from the aeroplane. “I hope it’s a nice one.”

“I want an ice cream!” said Oliver. “They do some really interesting kinds here that you can’t get at home.”

They walked across the tarmac towards the terminal. The tarmac felt a little sticky, it was so hot from the sun beating down on it.

It didn’t take long to pick up their bags and make their way to the car they had booked for rental. Mr Ashby piled the suitcases in the boot and they set off. The children watched happily as the strange, black, volcanic landscape rolled past. Lanzarote was covered with volcanoes, and many of the beaches had black sand. None of the volcanoes had erupted in a long time, but there was still a place where springs were heated by the heat under the earth.

“Look,” shouted Adam, “camels!”

The car had to stop as a herd of camels crossed the road slowly. All had a harness and saddle on, and most were carrying a tourist. “Oh wow, can we go on a camel ride!” asked Laura. “That would be great.”

“I’m not going to have time to take you to see tourist attractions,” said their father. “You said you would be happy around the pool all day. But I’m sure if you can get to wherever the camels leave from you would be all right on your own.”

“We’ll find out,” said Jenny. “It looks a bit uncomfortable though.”

“I don’t care,” said Adam. “I just want to be able to tell people at school that I’ve ridden a camel.”

Finally the car could move on again. There were not many plants growing in the volcanic rock and ash. A few palm trees and cacti with brightly coloured flowers lined the roads.

 They shortly arrived at their villa. It had three bedrooms, one for their father and one each for the girls and boys. There was also a bathroom and a living area, with a kitchen to one side. “It’s only small, but I expect you will be outside most of the day anyway,” said their father.

The car was air conditioned, and as they stepped outside the heat felt intense. The boys took off their t-shirts and the girls rolled up their sleeves.

“Quick, I want to put shorts on!” said Oliver.

They carried their suitcases inside and quickly unpacked into the drawers. Through unspoken agreement they all changed into swimming gear and met back in the living room. “We’re going to find the pool, Dad,” called Adam.

The complex was fairly quiet, despite being the holiday season. “Maybe half of these people actually live here,” suggested Jenny. “So they’re not bothered about a swimming pool, they’ve got other things to do.”

There were hedges of bright red flowers growing beside every path, and the narrow paths branched off to other villas, and to the road, in all directions. It was quite mazelike, and the children took several wrong turns towards peoples villas. Eventually they found the pool. It was a good size, and felt very cold when Oliver dipped his toe in, though the temperature gauge showed it was twenty-four degrees. Trees and bushes lines the edges, and none of the villas were too near or looked into it. “That’s good really,” said Oliver. “We won’t offend anyone if we’re noisy!”

They set their towels down beside the wall, away from the water so they wouldn’t get splashed. “All together?” said Adam with a grin. They lined up along the side. “One, two, three – GO!” They jumped. Laura changed her mind at the last minute, and tried to stay back, but Oliver had been expecting this and grabbed her arm as he went forward. They all landed in the water with a huge splash, and surfaced, gasping with the shock of the sudden cold. But the water was an extremely pleasant temperature really, and all four were soon splashing and laughing.

“Let’s blow up the ring we’ve got later,” said Laura.

“I’m starving,” said Jenny after a while.

“We’d better get back,” said Adam, looking at his waterproof watch. “It’s nearly two o’clock. Lunch time!”

They climbed out and picked up their towels, but didn’t use them. It was more pleasant to let their bodies dry with the heat of the sun. It felt very hot out of the pool, and they immediately wished they could jump straight back in.

“I expect you want feeding!” said Mr Ashby as he saw them arrive back. “Well, we need to go shopping. I will take the car to the big hypermarket later and stock up the fridge, but for now why don’t you run to the shop we passed on the corner on the way here and get some bread and cheese? Here’s some money.”

They dressed quickly in shorts and t-shirts and hurried down the road. As they rounded the corner and turned right at the end of their road, the main road went downhill, straight to the sea. “Look, the beach!” said Laura. “Let’s go later.”

They went into the shop, and picked up bread, cheese, tomatoes and a cucumber. “It’s so hot,” panted Oliver. “I need an ice-cream.” So they chose an ice-cream each, and one for their father. Adam paid the cashier with the unfamiliar euros and they rushed back up the hill so their ice-creams wouldn’t melt too much.

After lunch, their father said he had to set off for his first business meeting. “I will be out most of the day, every day,” he said. “You can do what you want, I trust you, but be very careful. You’ll have to make your own lunches. Feel free to take a picnic but make sure you sit in the shade if you go out. And plenty of suncream, always.” He looked at them sternly. “Jenny and Laura are going red already, just from being in the pool this morning.”

“We will, Dad,” promised Laura.

After he left they ventured outside to explore the pathways around the complex more fully, but the sun was very hot. “Let’s go back to the villa and blow up the inflatables for later,” suggested Adam. “Then once it’s a bit cooler we go walk down to the beach.”

They all thought that this was a good idea, although they felt very hot even inside after an hour of puffing and blowing to inflate the tyre and a small dinghy they had. “Oh, what I’d give for a pump!” panted Oliver. Finally they were up.

“I want to go and jump in the pool,” said Jenny. “After all that hard work I’m so hot!”

“But then we won’t have time to go to the beach,” said Adam. “Let’s get another ice-cream on the way past. We can swim in the sea as well.”

“I can’t be bothered to walk all that way,” said Laura. “I vote we go in the pool.”

“Well you two could stay here, and Adam and I will go,” said Oliver, who also wanted to see the beach.

“Okay,” they all agreed.

Jenny and Laura changed into their swimming costumes and all put on plenty of sun cream. Then they headed out, the girls towards the pool and the boys towards the road. They went down the hill and bought another ice cream each in the shop. Then they headed for the beach. It was further than they had thought, and quite windy, but the sand was beautifully soft. They slipped off their sandals and they ran quickly to the sea, as the sand was still hot from the midday sun. Both plunged fully in and swam in their clothes. The sea was warm and calm, and they splashed and swam for a while amongst the other holidaymakers who populated the beach.

“That was fun,” said Adam as they walked back onto the sand, dripping. “I don’t know why the girls didn’t want to come.”

“Me neither,” said Oliver, taking off his t-shirt and wringing it out. Adam did the same.

“Look, there’s some rocks over there. Let’s look for rock pools until we’re dry,” said Oliver. They found several with small, shrimp-like creatures swimming in. Adam was disappointed not to find a crab.

“We could have taken it back with us and scared the girls,” he said with a grin.

They were soon dry as the sun was still hot, despite it being nearly five o’clock. “Better head back,” said Oliver.

The girls were already in the villa and had changed back into clothes by the time the boys arrived back. Mr Ashby drove up a few minutes later, having had his meeting and been shopping. He cooked some chicken breasts, which they had with salad and potatoes. It felt far too hot to eat a full hot meal.

They all helped to clear up after the meal. Mr Ashby played a board game with them all. The children were tired after their flight and went to bed fairly early, feeling very content with the thought of a whole week of sun and swimming before them.

Chapter Three

They spent the next day swimming in the pool, visiting the beach again and exploring the narrow pathways all around. It was possible to find many routes to the pool and to follow paths in and out of the villas. Some paths went round in a large circle, and some paths lead to small gates, leading to the roads, and into neighbouring complexes, which the children duly explored as well. They were pleased to find that the complex next door had a smaller swimming pool. “We came to the right place then!” said Laura.

That evening, shortly after they had gone to bed, the boys sneaked quietly into the girls’ room. Jenny sat up with a start. “Ooo, you scared me!” she said. Laura sat up too.

“What’s going on?”

“Olly and I thought we’d go for a midnight swim,” whispered Adam. “Want to come? Only we thought we wouldn’t ask Dad, ‘cause he’d only say no.”

“Yeah, what a great idea!” said Jenny, her eyes shining.

“Do you think we’re allowed to?” asked Laura uncertainly.

“Well, we needn’t tell Dad. As long as we don’t make a lot of noise, no one else will mind,” whispered Oliver. “So, are you coming or not?”

“Definitely,” whispered Jenny. She was always willing to bend the rules a little, like the boys. Laura, the quieter one, was usually more reluctant, but not wanting to be left out of anything she could usually be persuaded. “Okay then,” she said.

“Get changed and we’ll meet in the living room at midnight then,” said Adam. “And remember, quiet as anything, right?”

“Right,” said Jenny and Laura together.

The boys went back to their room. “Only two hours to go,” said Oliver. “No point in going to sleep.”

Adam pulled out his Gameboy. “I agree.” He set his torch on his bedside table so that he could see the screen. Oliver got his book out. 

Adam thumbed away at his Mario game. “Yeah, top score!” he said, after a while. He pressed the illuminate button on his watch. “Crikey, it’s midnight already Ol!” he exclaimed.

Oliver jolted awake from where he’d been dozing over his book. “Huh? What?”

“Get dressed,” Adam hissed.

They fumbled clumsily in the dark for their things. Adam picked up his torch and a tennis ball. The girls were already waiting for them in the sitting room. Jenny yawned, and they all followed. “You’re late,” she said. “Come on. I’ll fall asleep if we don’t get a move on.”

They opened the front door quietly, and left it ajar behind them. Adam was the only one who had thought to bring a torch but the path was lit with soft lights hidden away behind the bushes. He decided not to turn the torch on as it was quite bright and powerful and it was probably best if as few as possible people heard them out that late.

They slipped into the pool so as not to make a splash. It felt very cold now, especially as the children didn’t need cooling down as there was no hot sun. They shivered as they lowered their shoulders under the water, and trod water to try and get used to the temperature. There were no lights around the pool but under the water were dim lights. It lit their faces with an eerie glow. Laura and Jenny put goggles on and swam under the water. They couldn’t see very far in front of them. It was strange. Adam produced his tennis ball, and he and Oliver stood at different ends of the swimming pool, skimming it across the water to each other. The girls surfaced and they played a kind of piggy in the middle, trying to catch the ball as the boys skimmed it to and fro.

Adam caught the ball and sent it flying with a flick of his wrist. He was good at skimming and could always do it with pebbles at the lake near their home. Laura moved to one side as it came towards her, not wanting to be hit, as she knew it would sting. Oliver fetched it and tried to do a similarly fast ball back, but in his effort to throw it hard it went off to one side, skimming into a dark corner of the pool.

“Idiot,” hissed Adam, as he swam to look for it. “I can’t find it.”

They all swam over to try to spot it. “Adam, it’s probably gone in the vent there,” suggested Laura.

Adam stuck his hand in. “Yuck,” he said, “it’s all peeling.” A sheet of white came away in his hands and he threw it onto the side. “Ah yes, here’s the ball.”

“Wait,” said Oliver. “That wasn’t paint that peeled off.” He pulled himself out onto the side. “It’s a piece of paper. Get your torch, Adam!”

Chapter Four

They all climbed out and pulled towels around them, as the night air was cool. Adam turned on his torch and shined the beam at the soggy piece of paper on the ground. Oliver carefully opened it up, trying not to tear it. It had a few words written on it, in Spanish:

pedal barca, PDC, a las once de la mañana

They looked at each other. “Means nothing to me,” said Oliver. None of them spoke any Spanish. Between them they knew only about five words, such as thank you and good night.

“Is it something to do with pool settings?” guessed Jenny.

“Doubt it,” said Adam, his eyes shining with excitement. “Not on a piece of paper stuck in a vent. I think this is a message to someone. I bet someone will come to collect this sometime tonight!”

They all looked around at the surrounding bushes and trees, suddenly anxious. But there was no one to be seen, and no sound other than the lapping of the water in the swimming pool and the engines of passing cars on the road in the distance. “Put it back,” said Laura urgently. “Let’s go.”

“Aren’t you curious?” asked Oliver astonished. “I want to know what it says. We’re not doing any harm. Let’s take it back to the villa and look up the words in our dictionary.”

“Okay, but then we put it back,” insisted Laura.

“All right.”

They hurried back to the villa, shivering. Luckily Mr Ashby hadn’t awoken. They all went to the boys room, and sat down on the beds. Jenny, who was good with a dictionary, started looking up words. “Once means eleven,” she said, flicking thought the pages. “And mañana means… tomorrow. Or it can mean morning.”

“What about the first part?” asked Oliver eagerly.

“Barca is a small boat. And pedal is probably the same word in English. So pedal boat.” She looked around at the others and shrugged.

“You can hire a pedal boat on the sea,” said Laura. “It’s further along the front. I saw them as we drove here.”

“What about PDC?” frowned Oliver.

“I don’t know. Maybe it stands for something,” said Jenny.

“I know! Puerto del Carmen!” said Adam, so loudly that they all jumped.

“Shhh!” said Oliver. “You’ll wake Dad.”

“So what does it all mean?” Jenny asked. “Any ideas Adam?”

“I think it’s obvious,” said Adam. “It’s a note arranging a meeting place. Tomorrow, at eleven, by the pedal boats. Sounds fishy!”

“We should go!” said Oliver.

“No, Ol,” said Laura. “We shouldn’t get involved.”

“Involved in what? It’s summer, there’ll be loads of people there. We just decided to hire pedal boats at eleven tomorrow. Nothing wrong with that. We probably won’t see anything anyway, and the pedal boats will be a fun thing to do.”

“I suppose,” Laura said, reluctantly. “But we should put the note back.” She yawned suddenly, then shivered as water dripped from her hair down her back.

“You all go to bed,” said Adam. “I’ll run and put this back where we found it. No need for us all to go.”

“All right,” agreed the girls. They changed quickly and dropped into bed, falling asleep in just a few minutes. Adam and Oliver also got changed, but into clothes, not pyjamas.

“Back in a bit,” Adam whispered to Oliver.

“No way! I bet you are going to wait to see if it gets picked up!” said Oliver. “I’m coming too.”

Adam paused. “Oh, okay. Come on,” he said.

They hurried back towards the pool. When they got near they slowed down and approached warily, in case someone was already there looking for the note, but the pool area was deserted.

Oliver slipped it back inside the vent and they used their torches to quickly find a suitable spot to watch from. There was a particularly large bush on one side that offered a good view of the vent and most of the pathways leading to the pool. They both sat down on the black gravel to wait. “Shhh!” reminded Adam as the gravel crunched loudly.

“I can’t help it,” whispered back Oliver. “You are making just as much noise.” He yawned suddenly. “I’m tired. Hope whoever it is comes soon.”

“They might not even come tonight,” said Adam. “Maybe they will come tomorrow.”

“But the note said eleven tomorrow morning. The person will have to get it tonight if they are going to make the meeting.”

“It still could be several hours before anyone turns up, if they do at all,” said Adam. “Let’s just stay here for two hours. If nothing has happened by then, we’ll go to bed.”

“Okay,” said Oliver, yawning again.

They waited. After a while, tiredness and the dim light started to play tricks on their eyes. Both boys kept thinking they saw shadowy movement in various places, but in all instances it turned out to be nothing. Oliver was starting to nod off, when a rustling very close by startled them both. Something was moving in the bushes!

Chapter Five

Adam and Oliver sat still, not daring to move or hardly breathe as the noise was so near. The noise grew nearer and nearer. The boys were afraid that whoever it was was going to push through the bushes right on top of them! Suddenly, something stepped out onto the poolside.

“A cat!” said Oliver in disgust. “Oh come on, I’m too sleepy. Let’s go.”

As soon as he said that they heard soft footsteps on the path. The cat’s head jerked up, its eyes gleaming. It turned and silently ran away. The footsteps slowed, and they could hear someone breathing. Adam leaned forward and slowly moved aside the leaves obscuring his view. He saw a figure, dressed in dark clothes with a black baseball cap on his head, peering around the bushes at the end of the path. Apparently satisfied that the poolside was deserted he walked swiftly to the vent, stuck his hand into the water and pulled out the piece of white paper. He shook the water off it and thrust it into his pocket. Then he turned and started to run back up the path, as quietly as he had come.

“Quick!” said Adam, getting to his feet. “Follow him!”

He got to his feet, sending gravel flying. It seemed to make a terribly loud noise in the quiet of the night, especially as they were so tense and anxious about being found. The shadowy figure, who was already quite a way up the path, didn’t seem to hear though. He didn’t turn around at any rate. Adam was already running up the path behind him, as quietly as he could. Oliver took a little more care to get out of the gravel bed more quietly. He paused for a few seconds to think, then raced down a different path. This one led around and joined up with the other path.

Adam raced after the man, who darted suddenly down a path on the right. He was running extremely quickly now, and Adam could only assume that he knew he was being chased. He pelted after him. The figure darted down another path on the left, then around a corner. Adam ran after him, and around the corner he collided hard with someone, and both fell to the ground. Adam grabbed the person as they struggled to get up.

“Let go, idiot. It’s me,” said a familiar voice angrily. It was Oliver. They stood up, brushing themselves off.

“Lost him,” said Adam, annoyed. “Oh well. Come on, let’s go to bed before someone wakes up and sees we’re gone.”

Neither saw the pair of eyes that watched them from behind a nearby bush.

Next morning, the boys told the girls about their adventure the night before. “You shouldn’t have gone,” said Jenny. “It could have been dangerous.”

“And you could have told us that was what you planned to do,” Laura said accusingly.

“It was a spur of the moment thing,” said Oliver. “Anyway it didn’t achieve anything. Let’s go to the beach where the pedalos are anyway. We might as well. We can take a picnic lunch and eat on the beach.”

They all decided that this was a good idea, so the girls made sandwiches and cut up some salad. They all put on plenty of sun cream, as their shoulders were red from their previous days in the sun.

It was quite a walk along the front. The girls darted into shops looking at postcards and souvenirs. The boys got increasingly impatient. “Come on, Jenny,” Oliver said for what felt like the hundredth time. “It’s nearly eleven. We’ve got to hurry.”

They finally reached the beach where pedal boats were for hire. It was exactly eleven o’clock. They climbed down the rough steps from the path down onto the sand. In front of them, near to the sea, there was a man standing beneath an umbrella, taking money for the pedal boat hire. There was a small line of people queuing to pay. A line of pedal boats of all different colours stretched along the sand. Quite a number of boats were already out on the water. “Let’s watch for a while,” said Adam.

“No, wait, look over there,” said Oliver. “That man, I don’t know why, but he reminds me of the person we saw last night. He has the same look about him.”

They all looked. Adam knew what Oliver meant. Although the man was now wearing tourist clothes consisting of a bright shirt and shorts, he was the same height and moved in the same fashion as the man last night had done. He had dark hair and a tanned face, but he didn’t look particularly Spanish as most of the people the children had seen in the shops did. He just looked like an English tourist. It was a pleasant, almost friendly face even. They moved closer. He joined the queue for pedal boats at the same time as another man. “He doesn’t look very Spanish either,” whispered Oliver. They hurried to join the queue behind the two men.

The men said nothing to each other as they handed over money for a boat and took to the water. The children hurried to their two boats, tugged them down the short stretch of sand to the sea, and climbed in. Adam and Laura took one boat and Oliver and Jenny went in the other. They pedalled furiously after the boat with the two men in. Luckily the area sectioned off for pedal boats was busy with tourists, so the quadruplets didn’t look like they were following the men in the boat.

The men slowed and began to talk. Adam and Laura edged their boat closer, pretending to be having a conversation themselves. They were close enough to hear the men’s words! Adam and Laura were disappointed though.

“Usted encontró todo todo derecho?”

“Sí. Un problema de menor importancia sin embargo. Traté de él.”

“Bueno. Nuestra base principal està aquí. Venido mañana…”

“Spanish! Of course, it would be,” said Laura, quite loudly. Adam thought that the man who was speaking seemed to pause for a moment, but then carried on. Maybe he had imagined it.

They signalled to Oliver and Jenny to move away, then enjoyed the rest of the time on the boats, which moved gently with the swell. The children took turns to jump into the sea from the boats. It felt strange to be swimming in the sea so far from the shore. The water was cooler than by the beach, but very refreshing. They had only hired half an hour on the boats, and Adam’s watch said that it was time to return them. They had drifted quite a way from the shore, and raced each other back.

Oliver and Jenny won the race. On the beach, they sat and ate the food they had brought with them, then paddled in the sea. Jenny ran up the beach to the shops and bought ice creams. “Look,” said Adam suddenly. “The men are coming back to the shore.” They all stood and watched.

The men exchanged a parting word then went separate ways along the sea front. “Let’s follow the man who picked up the note,” said Jenny, already setting off after him. The others followed willingly.

The sea front was crowded as it was the height of the tourist season. On their right was the beach, sandy in places but mostly rocky, and the sea. On the left, across the road, was a line of shops, most of them selling postcards and things for the beach. They threaded their way through the people on the pavements, which were made up of the traditional Canary Island tiles of small white squares. Their target was moving fairly quickly despite the crowds, and they struggled to keep up.

They continued after the man, but he crossed the road and jumped into a taxi. “Oh well,” said Adam, disappointed. “It probably wouldn’t have got us anywhere anyway. I’m really curious to know what is going on though.”

“Adam…” said Jenny, “where’s Laura?”

All three looked around, but she wasn’t there. She had gone.

Chapter Six

They went back the way they had just come, hoping to spot her, but they couldn’t see her anywhere. “I hope she’s not lost,” said Oliver.

“I hope one of those men didn’t grab her!” said Adam. “They were speaking Spanish, but they seemed to be listening to what she was saying, when we were on the boats. I don’t think they are Spanish, I think they are probably English people who live here, so they could understand her. You have to admit, we haven’t been very cautious or stealthy in trying to get near them so far.”

“Well what do we do?” asked Jenny. “We don’t have a clue where or who these people are. We can’t do anything.”

“I think we should go back to the villa,” said Adam. “If Laura doesn’t turn up, we’ll have to speak to Dad.”

As they had pushed their way past locals and tourists on the pavement Laura had noticed the man scrunching up a piece of paper and dropping it in a bin as he passed. “Hang on a second,” she called to the others as they came level with the bin. Looking inside, she spotted the paper amongst the ice cream wrappers and picked it up triumphantly, then she looked around for the others. They were gone. They hadn’t heard her shout over the crowd and road noise, and had run onwards without her. She felt a moment of panic welling up inside her, but this subsided as she took a deep breath. She looked at the piece of paper she had salvaged from the bin. It was definitely another clue!

Oliver, Adam and Jenny headed back. When they got to the top of the road, a figure jumped down from the wall and raced towards them. To their relief they saw it was Laura. “Where have you been?” she cried, before one of them had a chance to say anything. “I’ve been back ages! I lost you.”

“We were worried that one of the men might have got you,” said Jenny.

“No, I was right behind you. I yelled for you to stop but you didn’t.”

“We didn’t hear you,” said Oliver.

“Well, guess what? I’ve found something. Our man dropped something in a bin. It looks like his name is Frank.” She looked around, as if expecting Frank to step around a corner suddenly. “Let’s go inside. Come on.”

The others followed, surprised that Laura didn’t seem worried about being separated from them, and at being clever enough to pick up a clue.

“Here’s the note. It was probably given to him by his contact.” Laura showed them the crumpled piece of paper that she had fished out of the bin. It simply said:

Frank: Parque Nacional de Timanfaya, mañana

“Frank doesn’t sound like a very Spanish name,” said Oliver. “Looks like you may have been right, Adam, and he is English. He could speak Spanish very well though.”

“He probably lives here, like I said,” said Adam, peering at the note. “Well done for getting this Laura! No one else saw it.”

Laura blushed slightly, pleased. Although they were all the same age she usually got treated like a younger sister, perhaps because she was the shiest and most scared about things. She was also a couple of inches shorter than the other three, and people who didn’t know they were quadruplets often thought that Adam and Oliver were twins and Laura was a couple of years younger.

“There’s that word which means tomorrow again,” said Jenny. “But I don’t know what that other bit means.”

“I do,” said Laura, surprising them all again. “Remember last time we came here on holiday, we went to the Fire Mountains, where all the volcanoes are? Well that’s the tourist name of course. The actual place is the Parque Nacional de Timanfaya, however you say it! I remember it reading on a sign.”

“Another place to meet,” said Adam. “But that’s a huge place, where do they mean to meet?”

“They probably said when they were on the pedalos,” said Jenny. “And the note is just to remind him or something.”

“It’s turning into a bit of a chase really,” said Oliver. “Is it worth trying to follow again? It doesn’t seem to be leading anywhere.”

“Where’s your sense of adventure?” exclaimed Adam. “All these meetings just to arrange another meeting place are to throw off the scent anyone who is following, like us. Something is going on, and we’ll find out soon if we stick with it, I’m sure of it.”

“What if it’s just two guys planning on what birthday present to get their aunt?” said Jenny. Laura laughed, but Oliver didn’t. He had decided to agree with Adam again. Adam frowned crossly.

“Don’t be stupid. Maybe if it was just the pedal boat meeting, but not the note in the pool and arranging the meeting at the Fire Mountains.”

“We don’t know what time tomorrow,” Oliver said. “It could be any time.”

“Well we’ve got nothing to lose,” said Adam, getting annoyed that he was having to work so hard to persuade them that what they were doing was interesting.

“Dad brought along a load of brochures about days out,” Jenny remembered. “I’ll see if there’s one about the Fire Mountains.” She was soon back. “Yes, look. It says that only six metres below the ground the temperature is four hundred degrees! Do you remember, boys, this is the place where they just hold some hay over a hole in the ground and it’s so hot it catches fire?” The boys nodded. “The earth is still extremely hot after the last eruptions on this island in the eighteenth century. But don’t worry, it is quite safe,” she read. “Ooh, the restaurant does barbeques using the heat from the ground!”

“Dad’s got meetings tomorrow though, Jenny,” said Oliver. “We can’t get there.”

“No, we can,” said Jenny excitedly, still reading the brochure about the Fire Mountains. “It tells you where you can catch coaches from, along the sea front. One goes every hour. And it opens at ten.”

“Let’s go!” said Laura. “I want to have food cooked from the earth’s heat!”

“Okay, we will,” said Adam. “But we should agree on this now: who seriously wants to try and find out more about our little mystery? Hands up!”

All four children shot their hands in the air. “Great!” said Adam. “I just know there’s something going on, and it’s not a plot to buy old granny a present!”

Chapter Seven

The next morning they made their way along the front to the coach stop. It was already waiting there and they climbed on excitedly, Adam paying the driver. They hadn’t brought any lunch with them as all wanted to try the barbequed food in the restaurant at the Fire Mountains.

“Fire Mountains!” said Jenny with a sigh. “It sounds very thrilling.”

Adam and Oliver both carried a small rucksack, containing money, a camera, sun cream, bottles of water and binoculars that Adam decided to take at the last minute. “I bet there are some good views from the top of the volcanoes.” They had also each put in a torch because they remembered caves from their last visit and thought that they might get to look around them.

The coach set off on time, rumbling on its way out of the town of Puerto del Carmen, up the increasingly steep and windy roads towards the west of the island. Away from the town the roads seemed to be not much more than gravel, which fell away steeply at the sides into fields of once molten rock, frozen in strange and sometimes eerie shapes. The quads saw the odd cactus or a small field of bulbs of some kind, but apart from that the landscape was mostly black and rugged.

The journey took about an hour, but at last they were there. The coach was very hot as it had had the sun beating down on it and the children stepped off it thankfully. They wandered about, taking in their surroundings. Adam had been right, there were magnificent views from where they stood, which was quite high up one of the volcanoes. He got out his binoculars and looked all around. Laura took some photographs on her camera. All about them was black and brown, and here and there they could see craters from volcanoes of years ago. Far off, in the distance, was a small line of perfect blue which was the sea. There was not a cloud in the sky, and Adam insisted they put on more sun cream. “I know we put some on before we left, Laura,” he said, as she wrinkled her nose at the thought of putting cream on, “but it’s just so hot. We don’t want to burn.”

They explored the area, and watched as someone poured a small amount of water into a hole in the ground. A huge gust of steam shot upwards. He then held a ball of hay on the end of a long stick over the hole. The hay caught fire almost instantly, showing how hot it still was just under the surface, even though the last eruption had been over two hundred years ago.

“I wonder if there’s still molten lava flowing around under our feet,” said Jenny.

“I’m surprised it hasn’t erupted again if it’s all this hot,” said Laura. “I’m hungry, though. Is it nearly lunch time?”

It was only just eleven o’clock, but they decided to go to the restaurant anyway, to beat the queues. They all ordered barbequed beef which came with salad and potatoes. They sat at a table outside and ate hungrily. It was delicious, and the constant breeze that came with being so high up meant that they didn’t get too hot, despite the glaring sun.

“I haven’t spotted Frank yet, have you?” asked Oliver as he ate the last few mouthfuls. “I’ve been looking.”

“No, I haven’t either,” said Adam, frowning. “It’s such a large place here though, and so many people, that we’ll probably miss him.”

“Let’s split up then,” suggested Jenny. “Into pairs. We can meet every hour at a certain place, or update if we run into each other.”

“Okay, good idea,” nodded Adam. “How do you want to split?”

“Well Jenny and I want to buy a souvenir in the gift shop, so we’ll go together,” said Laura. “And can I borrow your binoculars please, Adam? I want to look at the views for a bit.”

“Okay, but be very careful with them,” said Adam, handing them over reluctantly. “They’re expensive. Keep an eye out then, and we’ll see you later. Meet back around here, on the hour. Okay?”

They all nodded, and set off in different directions.

The girls wandered around slowly, taking in the views and enjoying the glorious sunshine. They had no real hope that they would see anything amongst the many tourists that poured continuously into the area via cars and coaches. Jenny fanned her face with her hand. “Phew! It’s almost too hot. Let’s find some shade for a bit.”

She and Laura headed over to the wall of one of the buildings, which was in shade. They leaned against it, and drank some water from their bottles. “The heat feels sort of thick,” said Laura, wafting her hand around as if to clear the air. “It’s not much cooler in the shade, is it? I wish we could go back to the villa and swim in the pool.”

“Don’t say that!” groaned Jenny. “I agree. It’s been fun, but I don’t want to stay here all day in this heat. It’s nearly time to meet the boys. Let’s suggest we go back.”

“Wait – look!” exclaimed Laura suddenly. She pointed discreetly at a person standing in a shady corner away from the shops and tourists. “Isn’t that… Frank?”

“Yes, I think you’re right!” said Jenny, excitedly.

They watched as someone approached Frank. It wasn’t the English-looking man that had met him at the pedal boats, but someone who looked like a Spanish native. He had deeply tanned skin, dark hair and dark eyes. They exchanged a greeting and set off further into the shadows, then rounded a corner.

“Quick!” said Jenny. The two girls raced over and peered around the corner. To their astonishment they saw an enclosure made from a short picket fence filled with about ten camels. Each camel was fitted with a saddle and bridle and the men were mounting one each. They spurred them forwards and moved around to the other side of the camel enclosure, then round a large piece of rock and out of sight.

The girls moved cautiously forwards, but no one seemed to be about. They made their way to the rock the men had disappeared behind, and looked around it. The men were already some distance away. They seemed to be heading for the volcano that was nearest to them. Laura took the binoculars from around her neck and looked through them. “It’s very rocky ground they’re going over,” she said. “Looks difficult. I don’t really know what they are heading for, there’s just that old volcano. That’s covered in rocks and things too, looks very rough. I can’t imagine how they are going to climb it. Look, they’re nearly there now.”

“Let me see,” said Jenny impatiently. She tugged on the cord of the binoculars.

“Okay, okay,” said Laura. She tried to take them from around her neck, and the cord got stuck on her ponytail. Jenny helped her untangle it. When they looked up again, the men had vanished.

Chapter Eight


The two girls hesitated in surprise for a moment. Then Jenny said, “Well, I suppose we saw what we came to see. We’d better go and find the boys. They’ll be wondering where we are.”


They were. “Where have you been?” asked Adam. “Looking at souvenirs I expect.”


“No, we haven’t actually, Adam,” said Laura. “We saw Frank, and he disappeared into a volcano!”


Oliver and Adam looked at one another, confused yet thrilled at the same time. “What?” asked Oliver.


Jenny told the brief story of what they had found out.


“That must be their base, it must be!” exclaimed Adam, his eyes shining. “Come on, show us where they went.”

They ran back to the camel enclosure, making sure that no one saw them walking into it.

“They went over that way,” said Laura, pointing. “But if it is a hideout, it’s a very good one. No one would suspect it, and they can see anyone approaching immediately.”

“That’s true,” mused Oliver. “If we are going to try to explore it, they might see us walking over there.”

“Are we going to explore it then?” asked Laura timidly.

Adam and Oliver turned to Laura at the same time. “Of course,” they said together. They looked very much like identical twins when they spoke at the same time. Laura wanted to go home and have a swim, but she knew there was no point in arguing with her brothers.

“Okay. But they might see us,” she said.

“We’ll have to take that chance. I can’t think of another way we can get there,” Adam said.

“Are we going to ride camels then?” asked Jenny.

“We don’t know how,” said Oliver with a shrug.

“Yes, but look at the ground,” said Adam. “It would take us ages to walk, it’s all rocky and uneven. We’d twist our ankles. We’ll just have to learn how to ride a camel quickly. Come on.”

Adam was a bit apprehensive himself, but to encourage the girls he swung his leg over a lying down camel confidently. Oliver did the same. The camels started to get up straight away, rising on their back legs first. Both boys were jolted forwards violently, and had to grab onto the camels’ manes to stop from falling off over the camels’ heads. Then the camels stood on their front legs, but the boys were prepared this time and held on tightly so they weren’t thrown off backwards. Then they were ready. Adam picked up the reins. “See?” he said.

The girls, who had been laughing very hard at seeing the boys thrown around like rag dolls, now stopped smiling as they realised it was their turn to get onto a camel. “If you don’t want to come, we’ll meet you back at the villa later,” said Oliver impatiently, and he spurred his camel forwards with a kick of his heel. Adam’s camel followed. Not wanting to be left behind, the girls hurried to get on camels of their own.

The camels seemed to know the way to go. They set off around the rock and started to move across the rocky ground. The camels moved by putting their two right legs forward first, then their left ones, creating a peculiar left to right motion. The boys found the camels’ side-to-side movement very strange at first, and had to concentrate very hard at staying in the saddle. Soon they got used to it, however, and started to enjoy their camel ride. The girls soon caught up with them, and the camels plodded on towards the volcano ahead, which seemed to get larger as they approached. Before long it was towering over them ominously.

“I hope no one is watching,” said Adam to Oliver quietly.

“I don’t expect they are,” replied Oliver. “It’s such an unlikely place that I don’t think they ever get unwelcome visitors.”

“Until now!” said Adam with a grin. “What do you suppose they are up to? This camel business is all pretty strange isn’t it?”

“Your guess is as good as mine,” said Oliver. “Could be anything. Smuggling, robbery. Who knows? If we can find out, we’ll have to tell the police. But I’d like to know first, so that we don’t end up looking like fools if it’s just a religious group that worships volcanoes, or something harmless!”

Adam laughed and nodded. Then he gave a low exclamation. “Look, over there! It looks like a tunnel into the volcano! Better tell the others to be quiet.”

Oliver turned around and held a finger to his lips. The girls, who had been discussing how marvellous camels were, stopped their conversation immediately, and focused on the tunnel ahead.

It was about as wide as a car, and just high enough to allow them to pass along on the camels without grazing their heads on the ceiling. A small stream trickled along the centre of it, about a foot wide. The camels led their way inside and walked along the right hand side of the tunnel.

There were no lights, and despite the bright light outside the tunnel quickly got dark. Soon the children could see nothing at all. They all felt tense and were afraid of hitting their heads on the tunnel wall as the camels jerked from side to side. All were beginning to feel a bit sore from the unfamiliar movements of the camels and were hoping the tunnel wouldn’t be too long.

After about five minutes the children heard faint noises ahead, and could see a dim yellowish light. Oliver pulled on the reins to make his camel stop but it refused to, and kept walking steadily onwards. Worriedly they ducked their heads in an effort to see what was waiting for them ahead. The tunnel turned a sharp corner suddenly, and widened out. In the cave stood a dozen more camels, each saddled and tied to a hook on the wall. Four wooden flame torches stood in brackets in the wall. The camels carrying the quadruplets came to a stop at the mouth of the cave area and lay down. The children clambered off gratefully.

“Better tie them up like the others,” whispered Adam. “We don’t want them wandering off. Hopefully they don’t keep too close a count on how many camels are here, so they won’t notice four extra ones.”

There were plenty of spare hooks, each with a rope hanging from it, and the children picked one up each and tied it to the bridle on their camel.

Then they looked around the cave they were in. Adam held a finger to his lips to remind them all to be quiet. They nodded. The fire-torches created a strange, earthly, flickering light that made it hard to see, and produced dark shadows on their faces. It didn’t take them long to find where to go next. Opposite where they had come in another tunnel mouth loomed. This tunnel was even narrower than the previous one. Adam could reach both sides at once if he stretched his arms out. It was about seven feet high, and it was immediately pitch black as soon as they stepped inside it, as the light from the camel cave did not travel far.

“Please can we use our torches, Adam?” pleaded Laura. “I’ll fall.”

“All right, then,” whispered back Adam. He took them out of the rucksack on his back and handed them out. Jenny shivered suddenly and rubbed her bare arms.

“It’s much cooler in here,” she said quietly. “I don’t expect the hot springs are under this bit. Good job too, or we’d all fry!”

They flicked on the torches and shone them down the tunnel. They couldn’t see any end to the hollow blackness.

“Look here!” said Oliver suddenly. He shone his torch beam onto the wall beside them. It showed a deep groove leading along the tunnel at about shoulder height. “This must be how the people guide themselves along in the dark. They run their fingers along it.”

Adam examined it. “Probably. But we’re not used to it. I suggest we still use torches.”

Laura felt relieved. She didn’t like the tunnel anyway, and to have to stumble along in complete darkness didn’t sound like much fun!

They set off, shining their torches at their feet so they wouldn’t fall. However, the floor of the tunnel was surprisingly smooth. The spring seemed to have disappeared, but Adam guessed at one time it probably ran along this tunnel too, making the ground level and easy to walk on.

After about ten minutes, the tunnel came to a sudden end and widened out into a cave. There were no lights here either, like the tunnels. The children flashed their torches around in surprise. For there was nothing in that end cave, no people, no belongings of any sort, and no way out except the one where they had just come in!

Chapter Nine

“Well!” said Oliver, astonished. “Where did they go? Did we miss a side tunnel or something?”

“No, we would have seen it. That second part of the tunnel wasn’t very wide, and we had our torches on,” replied Adam, equally puzzled. He examined the wall all about him, putting his fingers in gaps looking for hidden switches of some sort, but found nothing.

“It’s weird,” said Laura. “I don’t like it. What do we hope to find, anyway?”

“Stop moaning,” snapped Adam. “These people are up to something. I want to find out what.” Laura looked sulky.

“Damn! I’ve lost my hair band,” said Jenny, noticing as her hair fell in her eyes as she leaned down to look for a hidden exit.

“Where?” asked Oliver.

“I don’t know. I can’t see it, it must be in the tunnel somewhere.”

“We can’t go back now,” said Adam. “We’ll look for it on the way back.”

“Which will be pretty soon, it seems!” said Oliver. “There’s nothing here.”

“There’s nowhere else they could have gone! And think of those camels. There must be one person here for each camel. That’s around twelve people, inside this volcano somewhere,” Adam said desperately.

Jenny had gone back to the tunnel entrance. “Look over here. You know that groove that Oliver found? Well it stops going horizontally at the edge of the cave, and then the line goes straight up.” She traced her finger along the line in the right angle it produced.

Oliver and Adam realised what it meant at the same time. They both shone their torches onto the roof simultaneously, revealing a small hole, about the size of a manhole, above the centre of the cave. Inside they could just make out iron rungs leading up into further blackness. “How do we get up there?” asked Jenny.

Suddenly Adam’s torch flickered and went out. It made the cave seem a lot darker, even though the other three torches were still on. “Oh no! The batteries have gone! It’s because I had the torch on for ages that night we went for a midnight swim.” He shook it, but the light didn’t come back on. “We don’t know how long we’ll be in the darkness. Better only have a max of two torches on at once. Jenny, can I use yours? And Ol, better turn yours off.”

Oliver and Adam put their torches back in the rucksack. Adam took Jenny’s torch. “Okay, I’ll give you each a leg up, then I’ll have to jump and pull myself up. Olly, you go first to check that it’s okay.”

Adam clasped his hands and Oliver stepped lightly onto them, and Adam pushed him towards the hole. He grabbed hold of the third rung up, then swung his body upwards. Laura passed him up her torch and he disappeared up the rungs. They watched tensely as the torch point grew smaller and smaller, then disappeared. They waited for a few seconds, but it felt like many minutes. Then they saw his torchlight again, growing larger.

Oliver climbed back down to the bottom of the hole, but didn’t jump down. “All seems clear,” he said. “It’s quite a long way up, but there’s just another short tunnel which leads to a big cave sort of room which… well, come up and see. No one seems to be about.”

The girls were hesitant about being able to pull themselves up the hole, but Adam urged them on with a wave of his arm, and helped their feet onto a rung once they were holding on by their arms. Once both girls were up and climbing, Adam put his torch between his teeth. He jumped as high as he could and grabbed the bottom rung with his hands. Slowly he managed to pull himself up, rung by rung with his arms, until he could get his feet onto a rung. Lucky I’ve got strong arms, he thought. Everyone here must be very fit to get up and down there all the time.

The others were waiting at the top. He asked if they were okay with a thumbs up, and they all nodded. They must be getting near the men now, they were so far inside the volcano, and he didn’t want to risk being heard.

They turned off the torches and put them into their back pockets, and moved stealthily forward. They could see by the light from the cave ahead. They peered into it warily.

It was empty, and was brightly lit by some flame brackets on the walls and also with some electric lamps, which were running from a small generator in the corner, which hummed loudly. In the centre of the room was a large table with several assorted chairs and stools around it. It was littered with paper. Some tall cupboards were around the edge. To their left two more passageways led away from the room. In the passages a small bulb was strung up every few metres along the ceiling, so it was just possible to see your way.

As they looked around, they all heard footsteps. Lots of footsteps. “Quick!” hissed Jenny, and they crowded behind a large block of volcanic rock which jutted across the tunnel entrance where they had entered from.

They were only just in time. A group of about ten people strode into the room, and took seats at the table. The others couldn’t see anything, but there was a coin sized hole in the rock just by Oliver’s head and he had a great view of the room beyond. He spotted Frank and the man who had led him to the camels sitting around the table. Then another man walked in. It was the man from the pedal boats! He stood at the head of the table and looked around with a neutral impression. The girls and Adam sat impatiently, all desperate to know what was going on but not daring to move so that they could see through the hole. Oliver watched eagerly.

“All go, Jim?” asked a seated man to the man who was standing. Jim waved a hand dismissively.

He must be the leader! thought Oliver excitedly. And that man spoke in English, with a perfect English accent too! I wonder what’s going on.

Jim put his hands on his hips and started to speak. Oliver realised something in horror. He must have jumped as Adam put a hand on his shoulder and looked at him worriedly. Oliver put his fingers together in a gun shape, then put a finger to his lips. He could see a pistol tucked into the man’s waistband. The others nodded, not making a sound. Laura looked very scared. They shifted closer together to make sure they couldn’t be seen.

“Okay, so time now is just before two,” Jim was saying, in a commandingly deep voice as he looked sternly around him. He didn’t look like a very pleasant person. His features were crooked and he had a very large nose. He had jet-black hair which was quite long and hung almost down to his eyes. “We’re still all set for four, so will need to set off here at half three. Okay?” He glared around, as if daring anyone to come up with a problem.

Oliver shifted, as the floor was hard and he was uncomfortable. Suddenly he noticed two guards standing near to Jim. They were obviously Spanish, and both held guns. Oliver felt an increasing sense of fear. What had they come here for?

“You all have your jobs. You all know this map by heart, yes?” He grabbed a piece of paper from the table and waved it in front of their faces. They all nodded. “Good. Then come with me. I will show you the store room.” He beckoned, and everyone rose and followed him out of the room along one of the tunnels.

Adam leapt to his feet. “I’m going to look at those plans. They’re going to do whatever it is in only two hours time! Stay hidden.” He went over to the table, and looked at the map, and the pieces of paper strewn all over it. Without reading any words, it was clear what was going to happen. His eyes widened with shock. He went over to one of the cupboards and opened it to see what was inside.

Unexpectedly there came the sound of returning footsteps. Adam swung round to race back to the rock where the others were, but to his horror could already see someone in the mouth of the tunnel on the other side of the cupboard! He moved round to the side of the cupboard and pressed against the side. But he would easily be seen from the table. Just in time he saw that the cupboard had a large gap behind it because the roof sloped and the cupboard was tall. He squeezed behind it, and waited.

The men all sat around the table again. “Okay, we’re all set,” Jim was saying. “Robert is just coming up the tunnel, he just radioed ahead. He’ll talk you through the last part.”

The girls and Oliver stared at one another in dismay. Coming up the tunnel! They would be seen straight away! But there was nowhere else to move to or to hide.

Then they heard distinct footfalls on the iron rungs. A voice called up. “Jim? I think we may have a problem. I found a flowery hair band by the camels. Does that belong to anyone? And we seem to have extra camels down there too.”

Robert’s head appeared at the top of the hole. He pulled himself up, looked around and looked straight into the eyes of three frightened children crouching beside the rock.

Chapter Ten

A gun appeared in Robert’s hand as if from thin air. A nasty sneer appeared on his face. “Did you know you had visitors?” he called to the cave.

Jim came into view around the rock. He looked very angry, and had his gun drawn too. “Qué el infierno usted le piensa está haciendo aquí?” he said.

They looked at him blankly. He grabbed Jenny by the arm and yanked her to her feet. He repeated his question at a shout. “Let me go!” yelled Jenny.

“Huh. English, hey?” Jim said. “Well I don’t know what you think you’re playing at. How the hell did you find this place?” The pointed his pistol as each of them in turn.

“We only wanted a ride on the camels,” said Oliver. “They just led us straight here. We thought it was part of the tourist bit.”

“A likely story! Get up. Now!” Laura and Oliver jumped to their feet. Jim spoke sharply in a torrent of Spanish to Robert. Robert put his gun away and took Oliver and Laura roughly by the arm. Jim still had hold of Jenny, and the three were half dragged towards a tunnel mouth on the other side of the cave. The men around the table stared at them in surprise. Jim called an order in Spanish to one of the guards and he followed them. They were led down the passage. Oliver was surprised at how many rooms and more tunnels the volcano seemed to have. Some of the rooms had doors but others were just like caves with open doorways. It was a real maze. The whole mountain must be hollowed out, he thought.

After five minutes they stopped by a room which had a rough door set in the entrance. The door was opened and the three were pushed in. Robert took the rucksacks. Oliver turned around quickly and ran back to the door, but Robert smiled nastily and levelled his pistol. “Don’t even think about it,” he sneered.

“What’s going to happen to us?” Oliver shouted, as they made to close the door.

“You should have thought of that before you waltzed in here, shouldn’t you?” growled Jim. He slammed the door. “Antonio, watch this door. Radio me if you get any trouble. And there better not be any!” he yelled back through the door.

Inside the room there was nothing, only cold, bare rock on the floor, walls and ceiling. There was nothing to sit on, nothing to look at. There was a single small bulb giving out a horrible yellow light, and that was all. They sat down dejectedly. “I knew we shouldn’t have come!” said Laura, sounding as if she was about to cry. Oliver put his arm round her, but there was nothing he could say. He was thinking the same thing. He tried to be brave, but their situation did seem very difficult. Jenny was upset too.

“I’m really cold,” she shivered. “And thirsty. They took our bags.”

“They might bring us some water,” said Oliver. “We can only sit and wait.” He lowered his voice. “Don’t mention Adam at all.”

Chapter Eleven

Meanwhile, Adam was squashed uncomfortably behind the cupboard. He had listened with alarm at what happened to the others, but realised it would be no good jumping out of his hiding place. He heard Robert and Jim return and after a few words all the men set off down one of the tunnels. Adam came out from behind the cupboard and set off after them, keeping to the shadows, which wasn’t hard to do as the whole place was very poorly lit.

All the men stopped and entered a large room. Adam darted into a room next to it, but couldn’t hear what was being said, and he daren’t move closer in case he was seen. After a few minutes the men left, heading back in the direction of the main cave. Adam peered out, checked that no one was around, then went into the cave the men had been in. He stopped in the doorway in surprise. Explosives! Boxes and boxes of them covering the floor! There was no mistaking what they contained, and large warning messages were stencilled onto the side of each box. He thought about their plan.

The motives he had not been able to work out, but their plans were clear. This group of men, whoever they were, planned to plant explosives in the Parque Nacional de Timanfaya, and cause a volcanic eruption that would devastate the island, at 4 o’clock that afternoon, a time when most tourists would be in the area, and – Adam checked his watch – they would be leaving this mountain in less than an hour and a half’s time!

He didn’t know what to do. He decided that his main priority should be to find the others. He hoped they were all right. He set off into the mountain, taking random passages. He began to despair of finding the room where his brother and sisters were being held. There were tunnels and rooms everywhere. Suddenly he stopped, hearing a peculiar noise. It sounded like water. He cautiously followed the noise, and it led to a large cave that was unlit. Adam felt for his back pocket, and took out the torch he had put there when climbing the iron rungs. He shone it around.

He saw a small river at the back of the cave, leading into the darkness. It was flowing swiftly. On the cave floor lay a raft, made from three layers of planks nailed together. Adam looked at it in excitement. The river must lead somewhere, he thought. We can use this raft to escape. I must find the others.

He switched off his torch and went further along the passage he was in. To his annoyance it led straight back into the tunnel where the explosives room was. I’ve come round in a circle. Damn! he thought.

He set off around a corner that he hadn’t been down before. Then he stepped back in a hurry. A man stood with a gun, his back to a solid-looking wooden door. Adam thought quickly, then stepped out into view. “Bet you didn’t know there’s a passage out of that room!” he called. “We’ve all got out!”

The guard jumped with surprise. “How you get there?” he boomed with a strong Spanish accent. He ran towards Adam, who darted away quickly. It had worked! The guard thought he was Oliver, and assumed the girls were with him!

The others heard Adam’s voice and jumped to their feet. They heard the guard run off, and Oliver tugged at the door. It opened. “They obviously didn’t think they’d be needing locks on the doors!” said Jenny thankfully.

“Which way do we go?” asked Oliver. “We’ll never find Adam in this place, it’s huge.”

Just then, Adam ran back down the passage. “This way!” he hissed at them, and they followed him, sprinting as fast as they could along tunnel after tunnel, until Adam finally stepped into a room, gasping for breath. “You all okay?” he asked eventually, grinning round at them.

“Yes, thanks to you Adam!” said Laura joyfully, and gave him a hug. They talked quietly as they got their breath back. Adam told them the story of what the men planned to do.

All three were shocked. “Let’s get out of here, and tell the police,” said Jenny.

“There’s no time, don’t you realise,” said Adam urgently. “They’re going to do it in about an hour. We have to stop them!”

“How can we do that?” asked Oliver scornfully. “Adam, we-”

“We’ve got to!” interrupted Adam. “If not, and they succeed, and it does blow up, we’ll probably die anyway. Listen, I have a plan. I’ve run around these passages quite a few times now, and they just lead back on each other.” He explained about the river and the raft. “That’s how we can escape, because I bet they’ll be guarding the main passage now they know you have got out.”

“We don’t know where it leads to,” said Laura.

“Well, it must go somewhere, there’s a raft,” said Adam. “Listen, all of you. Stop interrupting. We have to get those boxes of explosives and dump them in the river! They’ll be carried away, and even if the men find some they will be spoilt by the water. We’ve only got about half an hour before I expect they will come and get the explosives from the cave, so let’s go. Do you all agree?”

They didn’t like the sound of it, but they understood what Adam was saying. By the time they found the police and got explained their story, the men would have already carried out their plan. If it was successful, not only would it ruin the island, but there would be a high chance they would not get off, and may even be killed by the ash and lava. Everyone would rush to the airport in panic.

“The men here though, they will all get killed,” said Jenny. “Even if they set a timer on the explosives, there’s no way they will get off the island before they blow at four. What are they doing it for?”

“Who knows?” said Adam grimly. “Come on! We’ve got to move.”

Luckily the explosives were not far from the river. No one seemed to be around either. Perhaps Jim had decided that they were harmless and that he would leave them running loose in the volcano, as they wouldn’t be able to escape. The boxes were very heavy and the girls couldn’t lift them. They waited in the cave with the river, and pushed in the boxes one by one as Oliver and Adam brought them in. Twenty minutes later, Oliver leaned against the wall. “I can’t carry many more without a rest,” he panted.

“How many have you done?” asked Laura anxiously.

“Most of them. There must have been about thirty boxes! We’ve got about six more.”

Adam staggered in a put a box on the floor. “Come on, Olly, quick. They’ll be along any minute. Only a few more.”

Oliver sighed and set off along the corridor again with Adam. Suddenly the girls heard a shout. It was the boys. “Get the raft, get it ready! Quickly!”

Jenny and Laura looked at one another, scared, then raced to the raft and started to push it towards the river. It was heavy, and got caught on the irregular floor. The boys rushed in, and helped them shove it into the water. They held onto the side. The girls heard more heavy footsteps approaching at a run, and guessed that the boys had been found.

“Get on. No time to get worried,” yelled Oliver, and Laura and Jenny jumped onto the raft. The river was swift and fairly rough, and Jenny nearly fell off. The boys jumped on afterwards, just as two men ran into the room. They drew their guns and fired a couple of shots, but the river had already taken the raft out of the cave and into the darkness beyond.

Chapter Twelve

The raft was not that big, or very sturdy. The four clutched at each other in the centre and tried to make the raft as level as possible. It sank under their weight about an inch under the water, and they were soon soaked, but none of them really noticed, they all just wanted to get out of that dark mountain and away from the men.

The river tunnel was pitch black and the quads were nearly jerked off every time the raft hit against the side, as they couldn’t see the jolt coming. Oliver suddenly cried out, and fell backwards off the raft! Adam and Laura, who were nearest, grabbed his arms. For a few horrible, dark seconds the raft plunged onwards with Oliver being dragged behind, in the river up to his waist. They managed to pull him back onto the raft finally. He was shaking. “I hit my head,” he shouted over the roar of the river. “There was a big lump hanging down.”

Adam got out his torch once they were all balanced again, and shone it on Oliver’s face. He had a large cut on his forehead that was bleeding quite a lot. No wonder he had fallen off the raft. He aimed the torch ahead of them to try and see what was coming, but the beam was not very strong and the river was so fast that it didn’t help much. Here and there they spotted a box caught on a piece of jutting out rock. All of them hoped that they had destroyed enough of the boxes to prevent the men erupting the volcano.

After ten minutes of careful balancing and being soaked in the freezing water Jenny noticed a glimmer of light ahead. It swiftly grew lighter, and suddenly the raft swept outside into the glorious sunshine. The river stretched onwards before them between old volcanoes and mountains, down towards the sea. The raft banged against a large piece of rock that was sticking up near the side of the river. Adam grabbed it and held. He nearly was pulled off the raft, but he managed to hold on. The girls and Oliver jumped off onto the bank, and held the raft by the edge. Adam followed them off, then they pulled the raft up onto the rock.

The sun felt wonderful and they felt much warmer. “Your head, Ol,” said Laura worriedly. “It’s bleeding.”

“It hurts,” he mumbled. It had been a hard knock.

Laura took out a handkerchief and soaked it in the cool river water, then pressed it onto his forehead. Oliver pulled away. “You hold it on then,” said Laura. “You don’t want blood dripping down your face.” Oliver winced as he held the hanky to his head, but he didn’t complain. He seemed very subdued, which was most unlike his usual self.

Adam had taken a quick look around. “I can’t see anything much out here,” he said in a troubled tone. “There’s a small rocky path leading around the corner. We’d better go round there.”

Adam led the way slowly. They couldn’t decided whether to feel triumphant at perhaps foiling the men’s plan, or worried as they weren’t safe yet. All hoped that the explosives they had thrown down the river had been the only ones, and that there hadn’t been more caves full of boxes elsewhere. Jenny checked her watch, but it wasn’t a flashy waterproof one like Adam’s and had stopped in the river. “Adam, what’s the time?” she asked.

He checked his watch. “Ten to four.”

The tense atmosphere increased. If the men did somehow carry off their plan anyway, and it was successful, and all four of them were stuck out on the volcano nearby… it didn’t bear thinking about.

Adam stumbled over a particularly rough piece of ground, and wordlessly pointed it out to the others following. They stepped around it and said nothing. Oliver wasn’t too worried about their situation. He couldn’t think about much as the throbbing in his head was getting worse. He wanted to sit down for a while, and close his eyes.

The path was fairly short, and ended suddenly in a very smooth, flat surface. Tarmac? Adam thought in surprise. What on Earth?

Then, around the corner, came into view a shining blue and yellow light aeroplane, a fairly small one, but large enough to hold about ten people.

“This explains a lot,” said Adam, turning to the others. “They’ll fly off in this plane to another country as soon as the bombs blow. That’s how they’ve ensured they’ll get off Lanzarote safely. I did wonder.”

“But what about us?” asked Laura. She felt worn out from all their walking and climbing over rocky ground, and she had been frightened of all the people inside the volcano, exciting as the exploration had been. She just wanted to get away. “Can you fly the plane, Adam?” she asked hopefully.

“Don’t be silly,” said Adam. “I haven’t a clue how to. Look, you all stay here. I’ll see if there’s anything else around.”

They found fairly even rocks and sat down, hidden from the tarmac runway and the aeroplane standing on it.

Adam looked around, the strong wind blowing his hair. It seemed to be deserted. There was a small wooden hut built against the volcano, but that was all. Adam approached it slowly. He attempted to peer through a knothole in the wall of the hut. It was empty. He opened the door and went inside. There was not much there. Several huge canisters took up half of the room. Adam gingerly unscrewed the lid of one and sniffed. It was fuel, most likely for the aeroplane. There was a box of tools, some scraps of rag, and some pieces of paper on a tiny table in the corner. Underneath the table, to his delight, Adam found a tin of beans with a pull top, and a loaf of bread, which was a little stale, but that wouldn’t matter. He took these and a scrap of rag and returned to the others.

“Nothing much there,” he reported. “I can’t think what to do. We can’t get back up the river.”

They sat and shared out the food. Adam tossed the piece of rag to Oliver, who used it to tie the handkerchief to his head so he didn’t need to hold it there.

“How about riding the raft further on down the river?” suggested Jenny.

“No, we don’t know where it goes. It might end in a waterfall, the middle of nowhere, or go underground again where there’s not enough room for us. It’s too risky,” Adam said.

“We can’t stay here for the night. We just can’t!” said Laura dejectedly. “It’ll be really cold, and we don’t have any more food or anything!”

Adam agreed with her. He didn’t voice his main reason why that would not be a good idea to stay the night. The men had seen them disappear down the river on the raft. They must know that it ended up at the runway. He hadn’t been able to see another way down here, so the men were probably making another raft, ready to sail down to catch them all. They needed to hurry.

They all felt much better after something to eat, especially Oliver, whose head wasn’t hurting quite so badly now.

“I was hoping there’d be a radio in the hut, so we could try to call for help, but there’s not,” said Adam. “I really don’t−”

“Idiot!” yelled Oliver, getting to his feet, and making them all jump out of their skins.

“What?” asked Adam in surprise.

“The plane! There’ll be a radio in the plane! Come on!” And he raced off across the tarmac.

Chapter Thirteen

“Of course!” said Jenny, and Adam slapped himself on the forehead. “I’m so stupid!”

They all followed Oliver over to the plane. It had a short stepladder leaning against the wing. Oliver had moved it to the bottom of the door and had climbed up. He pulled the lever on the door down, and pulled. Thankfully the door opened easily. He opened it as far as he could, and pulled himself inside. Laura went next, then Jenny, then Adam.

Inside, the aeroplane had two seats by the controls behind a curtain, then eight seats in the body of the plane, in four rows, with one seat either side of the small central aisle. It was a bit of a squash as the ceiling was low, unlike the big commercial plane the children had flown over for their holiday in. However, the plane was obviously new. It looked as if it had hardly ever been flown before. The seats were a pleasant blue, and the carpet was yellow and blue squares. Everything was perfectly clean.

Laura and Jenny looked at the back of the plane. “There’s some more food here,” called Laura. “Not much else though.”

Meanwhile, Oliver and Adam were looking at the cockpit area. It was very confusing, with hundreds of buttons and witches and lights everywhere, even on the ceiling above them, despite it being only a small plane. Oliver found the radio controls, but they didn’t work.

“I think we need the main power to be on. Is there a switch anywhere?”

They started to search across the panel. There were switches everywhere, but they didn’t want to press one of they weren’t sure what it did. Adam found it eventually, a large red switch that looked important, and he flicked it on. Lights flashed on everywhere, and there was a hum of electrics warming up. Oliver re-tried the radio controls, and this time they worked. “What frequency?” he asked Adam. They were both interested in radios and had built their own sets at home, with help from their father. Mr Ashby had an amateur radio set in his bedroom, and used it to speak to people all over the world. The boys often sat with him, and had learnt a lot.

“Do you remember that frequency that Dad said was for general distress calls in all countries?” said Adam.

“Yes!” said Oliver. “I’ll try that.” The radio made the characteristic whooping sound as he spun the dial to the setting he wanted. Then he clicked the transmit button, and spoke slowly into the microphone. “Hello, is anyone receiving? This is a call for help. Hello?” He let go of the button. The girls came up behind them. All waited anxiously for a reply. Tense seconds passed. Then a woman’s voice was heard, talking a babble of Spanish. The girls breathed a sigh of relief, but Oliver and Adam knew that they weren’t that near help yet.

When she had stopped speaking, Oliver spoke again. “English?” he said desperately. “Speak English?”

“Un momento, por favor,” came the reply.

They waited anxiously. Then, finally, another woman’s voice answered. She spoke English without the trace of a Spanish accent. “Can I help you?”

“Yes, we need the police!” said Oliver urgently. “We’re at Timanfaya Park. There’s men, they’re going to blow up the mountain!”

There was a faint hiss of static for a moment or two. “Now boys, don’t mess around with your radio. This frequency is for emergencies. You shouldn’t play around.”

“I’m not,” almost yelled Oliver. “It’s true, really. We’re in trouble. They’ve got guns, they’re after us, we can’t escape. They are terrorists of some sort, hiding in the volcano next to the tourist area. We’ve seen it all. You’ve got to help us, please!”

Oliver realised how ridiculous the story sounded, and was despairing of getting the woman to believe him.

But after thirty seconds of static, when the quadruplets were just beginning to think the woman was ignoring them, she came back. “The police have had a tip off about something up at the fire mountains,” she said, sounding serious now. “You are absolutely telling the truth?”

“Yes, of course,” said Oliver. “Please send help, but hurry. The men know where we are, they will be here any minute and they are armed!”

“Okay, we are sending police jeeps and helicopters now,” said the woman. “Can you give a more accurate description of where you are please?”

Oliver started to describe the runway, and the volcano, and how to get to it from the tourist area of the Parque Nacional de Timanfaya.

Adam, Jenny and Laura hugged one another in delight. She believed them! Thank goodness! Help would soon be there. How fortunate that someone had tipped off the police about these men already, or else their story might never have been believed!

Oliver finished speaking, and promised to stay near the radio in case anyone needed to speak to them. They sat down in a comfy seat each to wait. Adam sat in a pilot’s seat next to Oliver. He felt very grown up sitting with the controls of an aeroplane at his fingers. He looked at the throttle level between the seats. It wouldn’t hurt to push it gently, would it? He eased it forward, and the plane started to move forwards along the runway with a few gentle bumps. Oliver grinned at him. The girls shrieked in alarm.

“What’s going on!”

“We’re moving!”

“Stop us!”

“Better not,” said Adam, reluctantly pulling the lever back. The plane stopped. It had only moved a couple of metres.

Jenny stormed up to the front. “Now is not the time to be messing around!” she said crossly. “You don’t know how to work this plane, you said so yourself. Leave everything alone before we end up in the river!”

“Sorry Jenny,” said Adam, but he couldn’t help grinning. He wished he did know how to fly a plane, and could have flown them all off to safety.

Suddenly Oliver, who had been looking out of the windshield at the mountains, spotted a movement. He looked closer, and to his horror saw a shadowy figure with a gun crouching behind a rock, and looking all about for them. More came up behind him. Oliver counted five in total.

“They’ve come down the river,” he said quietly. “They’re going to find us.”

Chapter Fourteen

They all looked out of the window in dismay. Laura came to the front and joined them. “Oh no,” she wailed.

The men checked the hut, but it was obvious no one was hiding anywhere in there. It didn’t take them long to look. Then, they all turned and headed towards the plane.

Jenny wheeled round and reached outside to pull the door closed.

“Jenny, look out!” shouted Oliver as one of the men saw her arm and raised his pistol. A shot rang out, but it missed, and Jenny slammed the door shut and secured it tightly. From the outside they wouldn’t be able to open it.

However, the men still advanced. Oliver spotted Robert amongst them, but Jim was obviously still inside the volcano. Then the men raised their guns and started to fire at the aeroplane’s windshield. It began to crack. “Get in the back and stay down!” Adam yelled to Jenny and Laura over the sound of gunshots. They went quickly, ducking low on the floor. Adam and Oliver slipped off their seats onto the cockpit floor. Suddenly there was a very loud crack, and both were showered with small pieces of glass. The windshield was broken.

The firing stopped. “They’re going to climb in through the window!” gasped Adam, shaking the glass out of his hair.

“Are they going to shoot us?” said Laura, very frightened. Jenny was too. In fact, so were the boys, though they tried not to show it. Adam was thinking, they probably haven’t thought that we have worked out how to use the radio. They probably do have orders to kill us, thinking we would never be found out here. They mustn’t get us!

He climbed back into the seat quickly, and pushed up the throttle lever. The plane started to move forward. The men, only a few metres from the plane, stopped in surprise, then scattered to the sides. Adam pulled the joystick in front of his seat hard to the right. The plane spun in a tight circle, and some of the men had to dive to the floor to avoid the wing. The ones still standing fired off some shots, and Adam flinched, but the plane was still spinning and he was out of their view too soon for them to get a good aim.

“Be careful, Adam,” hissed Oliver from the floor.

Adam straightened the plane up and then spun it to the left, straight towards three of the men, who leapt out of the way. He laughed at the sight of them, and Oliver, not wanting to miss the fun, joined him at the controls. They were careful not to make the plane run too fast, as neither were sure if they would be able to slow it down in time to stop them crashing.

A man fired again. It missed the plane and hit the hut, which was now the other side of the plane from the men. Suddenly, the ground shook, and the hut went up in a huge, billowing, orange cloud of fire. More explosions followed as each fuel canister went up, each sounding like a thousand guns firing at once. The children in the plane gasped in amazement. Adam quickly steered the plane away from the hut. Black sand and rocks from the volcano’s side started to roll down onto the runway, torn loose by the power of the explosions.

The blasts had knocked all of the men to the ground. They began to get shakily to their feet, then started to cry out to one another and point to the sky. It took the four in the aeroplane a moment to work out what they were pointing at.

Then Laura spotted the first of several black shapes in the sky. “Look! Helicopters!” she cried in delight as the men started running back towards the river.

“They’re getting away!” Jenny cried.

“We’ll stay here,” said Adam firmly. There was no point risking their safety now the police were here. They would soon be caught now.

The first helicopter touched down on the smooth tarmac, and the children cheered. Their adventure was over!

Chapter Fifteen

Not quite, although the rest of what happened went in a bit of a blur of figures running everywhere, armed police officers taking up stations and several helicopters circling the skies and landing on the runway. The children spotted jeeps bumping and jolting over the ground in the distance, and guessed that over there must be the entrance to the cave. It wasn’t all that far away.

Adam and Oliver had stopped the plane, and they opened the door, but daren’t jump down. It was about ten feet to the ground, and the ladder was lying on the runway quite a distance away. When some of the initial flurry of police had died down, some policemen fetched the ladder and positioned it against the plane, and the children climbed down.

“Did you catch them all?” asked Oliver.

“Have you been inside the volcano yet?” Jenny asked.

The policemen looked blank, and merely shrugged. “No spik in gles,” one said.

“Oh,” sighed Adam, disappointed. He, along with the others, wanted to know if all the men had been caught.

They were ushered towards a helicopter and climbed inside. Two policemen got in as well. The pilot took off, and the children gazed out of the windows in wonder and they saw the mountains spread out below them. None of them had ever been in a helicopter before, but they couldn’t speak to one another as it was extremely noisy.

After they touched down at a large police station everything seemed more strangely surreal than their adventure inside the mountain. They had to individually tell their stories and detailed descriptions of the men and their hideout to some men who looked very important. They were Spanish, and a translator had to act as a go-between, making the whole conversation twice as long as it would have been. Mr Ashby was contacted on his mobile phone, and he was most astonished and horrified to hear what his children had been involved in. But there was nothing he could do about it; it was all over and finished now and luckily the children were all safe.

Two hours later, when all four had explained what they had seen and done, they were called together in a room and a policeman spoke to them, via the translator of course.

“Well done, all four of you, for what you’ve done. It’s seems that you’ve helped to prevent what would have been a huge disaster for Lanzarote. We’ve been after that group of terrorists for some time, ever since we had a tip off three months ago. They’ve been planning this a long while.”

“And we stumbled on it just at the very end!” said Oliver incredulously.

“Yes,” smiled the policeman. “We believe we have brought in everyone from the volcano hideaway. They were very surprised to see all the policemen storming in, although we had a bit of trouble getting the men to go down the hole with the iron rungs set in it, I can tell you!”

“You found that bit all right though, did you?” asked Jenny.

“We did, thanks to whichever one of the boys it was that gave us directions on the radio.”

Oliver grinned proudly.

Anyway, it turns out that these men, mostly English, are a sort of terrorist group for hire, if you like. One of the men we brought in has told us everything he knows.

“A violent Spanish environment action group, one that is well known to the police, is paying them a large sum of money to carry out this attack. Our men have gone to pick them up now. They wanted to scare away the tourists who they believe are ruining Spanish culture and the island by littering the beaches, and by causing more hotels and clubs and bars to be built due to the increasing demand for holidays on this island. They want the island to be left in its natural state, how it was after the eruptions two hundred years ago, with a few small villages and people living off the land. They really are all a bit mad, if you want my opinion! But they’ll all go to jail now! Thanks a lot for your help! I think that’s all, you can go with your father now and enjoy the rest of your holiday.”

And with that they said goodbye to the policemen and got in to Mr Ashby’s rental car. He drove them back to their villa, but could think of nothing to say except: “I just wish you’d all been a little less adventurous!”

“We’re fine, Dad, don’t worry,” said Oliver happily.

“You’re not,” said Mr Ashby. “Look at that big cut on your head!”

“It’s nothing,” said Oliver, shrugging it off. “It’ll soon heal.”

They pulled up on the road outside their villa. It was early evening by now, and all of the children were very hungry, and also tired.

“But before you eat, you must all have a shower. Look at you! You’re filthy,” Mr Ashby said, staring into each grimy face in turn.

“I’m not having a shower,” announced Adam. “Not with a huge swimming pool so near!” he said, as his father opened his mouth to speak. “I know Laura in particular has been dying to swim all day, and so have I. Race you!” he shouted, and he ran away from the car straight for the pool. The others tore after him, suddenly finding some energy at the thought of a cool dip. Adam raced along the path feeling extremely happy to be safe, but to have had such an amazing adventure and to have stopped the terrible plan thought up by the terrorists. Jenny, Laura and Oliver raced along after him, all thinking similar thoughts.

The evening sun shone on their shoulders and they ran up to the poolside. Without pausing in their strides, not even to take off their sandals, they jumped one after the other into the swimming pool with four large splashes. Four days left still, four days with nothing to do except swim in the swimming pool and play on the beach all day long. And each was thinking: if anything else strange or mysterious happened, they would not investigate.
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