Fortuna’s Story
One cold wet and windy day, I decided to pay a visit to Torquay museum.  As I went up the stairs, I saw a sign saying “New Roman Exhibition”.  As I went in, I saw an empty glass case.  “I wonder what should be in there.” I thought to myself.  Next, I saw some beautiful pottery and then I caught sight of a tiny glass jar.  As I stared at it, I noticed that the inside of the jar was moving and then suddenly everything around me went black.

I woke up to a bright light shining in my eyes and I knew it was the sun.

“Where am I?” I thought to myself.  I opened my eyes wider and saw a girl with a stone board on the floor next to her with a couple of little red and blue stones.  Just then, she noticed me.

“What are you doing here?” I asked in surprise.

“I live here of course”, she replied.

“What’s your name then?” I asked.

“Fortuna of course.  My mum and dad wanted me to be named after the goddess of good luck” she said.

A flash of light caught my eye and I turned to look out of the window.  I saw a big mountain, green and covered with trees.

“What is that?” I said.

“Mount Vesuvius of course”, replied Fortuna, “I thought everyone knew that!”
Suddenly I saw a man with wings sprouting from his head and feet.

“I have come to warn you that the volcano is about to erupt”, he said in a loud voice.

“We need to get to safety”, he cried.

“But we have lived here for many years and the volcano has always been quiet”, said Fortuna.  

She went towards the window to take a closer look.  Suddenly there was a loud explosion and everything went black again.

The next thing I knew I was in the museum again.  The glass case was no longer empty but had a skeleton in it.  The label said “Fortuna - found at Mount Vesuvius”.  A tear rolled down my cheek and fell onto the glass case. Then, I heard a whisper in my ear.  It said to me “you are still my best friend”.
The End.
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