




A few friends and I had just arrived at a fancy 
beachside retreat center. We were checking out 
the amenities when I decided to head upstairs to 
get a better view of the beach. 

That’s when I noticed something was off. 

The incoming waves started to foam up in a 
strange way. In the far distance, I could see an 
unusually large wave forming and racing towards 
the shoreline. It looked like scenes from the news 
footage of the Tsunami that hit Asia in 2014, but 
more ominous.  

I hurried back down to rally my friends to get 
packing, and that’s when things got even more 
dramatic.  

I heard it before I saw it. 

In the middle of the ocean, right where the 
incoming giant wave was roughest, a volcanic 
explosion went off! It looked like a scene out of 
the movie “Dante’s Peak” right when Mount St 
Helens exploded, but this one was happening in 
the middle of the ocean, a few miles out from me.  



At this point, all hell broke loose at the retreat 
center.  

People started screaming, panicking, running and 
tumbling over each other to get as far away as 
possible from the incoming waves. I located two 
people I came with and tried to navigate our way 
through the crowd to our car.  

In the middle of the chaos, I noticed an EMT, (I 
think that’s what he was) handing out red duct 
tape so we could identify ourselves later. I didn’t 
really understand the point, but I grabbed some 
anyway just in case it ended up coming in handy 
later. 

I kept running, trying to remember where I 
parked. At the same time, it also occurred to me 
that it would be next to impossible to drive in all 
this mess. I made it to the street corner and was 
trying to figure out my next move when I noticed 
her.  

The “her” was a pregnant woman in FULL labor.  

I found myself torn. Survivor’s instinct told me to 
run like hell from the hot lava and incoming tidal 
wave, but compassion forced me to pause. 

She was being assisted by a guy who looked as 
clueless as I felt. I ran up to her and offered a 
hand. I was hoping that if I could get her to a car, 
the crowds would clear a path for us to get to a 
hospital. But as soon as we tried to walk, she fell 
to the floor and it became clear that this baby was 
coming now!  

I yelled to the crowd for a doctor but hardly 
anyone paid attention. It had now fallen on me to 
deliver this baby.  

Not knowing what to do, (and somehow ignoring 
the fact tsunami waves and hot lava were 
barreling down on us) I ran across the street and 
grabbed two towels from a nearby yard. I laid it 
underneath the woman, who was now flat on her 
back on the road, and tried helping her breathe.  

Out of nowhere, an EMT showed up, (he might 
have been the same red duct-tape EMT from 
earlier, I couldn’t tell in all the chaos) and he 
sorta knew what he was doing. 

In light of the impending disaster, I’m not sure 
why I didn’t turn to run. I just stood by the 
woman’s side as Mr. Red-duct-tape-EMT 
clumsily helped deliver her baby.  



Once the baby was delivered and placed in the 
mother’s hands, I stood up and looked towards 
the beach to see how much time we had before 
death. 

But the strangest thing happened. 

The waves weren’t coming anymore, nor was hot 
lava pouring our way. It appeared someone had 
either diverted it from our direction or pressed 
pause on the whole end–of-the-world-by-
drowning-and-burning scene.  

I was starting to breathe a sigh of relief and was 
wondering what the heck just happened, when 
another alarm went off. 

I opened my eyes and the clock read, 6:00 A.M. 


