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FIRE FROM THE SKY 
 

"Dad,” Alex asked his father as he watched the morning news, “where's 
Malmo?" 

Sitting at the dining table, his father looked up from his laptop.  
"Where's what?" 

"Malmo.  Where is it?" 
“Where you left it, maybe?” 
“Dad...” Alex said exasperatedly.  His father was making his attempt at 

what he thought was humour.  If Alex didn’t press him for a straight answer 
now he wouldn’t be getting one within the next few minutes - or possibly ever.  
“Seriously...” 

His father grinned at him.  "It’s in Sweden." 
"Sweden?" 
"Definitely Sweden," said his father, looking back at his laptop screen.  "I 

used to know someone who lived there for a while.  Why do you ask?" 
"They've had meteorites hit there as well," Alex said.  "One of them's hit 

a ship in the harbour.  They think it might be sinking.  Look." 
His father looked up again.  On the TV was a dark image of a container 

ship with an orange hull listing to one side.  There was a jagged hole high up in 
its side with black smoke rising from it into the dark early morning sky. 

The picture cut back to the news presenters: a man and a woman sitting 
on a sofa.  The subject had changed and the man was talking about the first 
landing on the moon now. 

Alex let out a small grunt of annoyance. 
"What's up?" his father asked, his eyes back on his screen. 
"What are they talking about this for?" 
"It's the moon landing anniversary," his father said.  "This is history." 
"You said it.  They should be talking about the meteorites." 
"They’ve talked about nothing else so far.  Since when do you pay so 

much attention to the news, anyway?" 
"Since there's something interesting on it." 



"Well you've been at it solid since you got up," said his father.  "Get 
yourself out of the house for a while.  You've seen all these pieces of film about 
ten times already.  They just keep showing the same ones." 

"You want rid of me?" Alex grinned. 
"Of course not.  But it's a glorious summer day out there for once so you 

should go out and get yourself some sun, Son." 
"Don't feel like it." 
“Don’t care.  You should be out for a bit today.” 
“I really don’t feel like it.” 
"I really don't care.  I need some peace," his father smiled back.  "Go and 

watch the skies or something." 
"Something like what?" 
"Like anything.  Go and never darken my door again until lunch, say 

around half twelve," said his father with a smile.  "I banish you.  Begone!" 
“All right...” 
Forty minutes later Alex was at the top of Dunnistag, the nearest hill, 

just on the edge of the village.  He hadn't told him of course, but Alex liked his 
father's idea about watching the skies and this was the best place nearby.  His 
father was right about the weather as well, it was a gloriously sunny morning 
in July and today was going to be a really hot one; Alex could feel the heavy 
heat building up on his skin even under the layer of sun cream his father had 
irritatingly insisted he put on just because his mother had reminded him to this 
morning. 

His father was working from home today while Alex was off school for 
the holidays.  He was using the living room so he could have the BBC News 
channel on the television all the time with the volume low.  For once, Alex had 
not wanted to watch anything else that morning.  The news had been showing 
pictures of burning and half-demolished buildings since they had turned it on.  
The big story was the meteorites that had fallen from space last night and early 
that morning.  In some places they had only just stopped a couple of hours 
ago, the newsreader had said.  Scientists were saying most of them must have 
burned up in the atmosphere before they could hit the ground but hundreds 
had made it all the way down causing a lot of damage.  There were pictures of 
people on an American highway who had stopped their cars and were standing 
by the roadside watching burning white trails filling the darkened sky.  Some of 
them were cheering and whooping like it was a show. 

The news had shown a map of the world with a red wavy line showing 
the area where most of the meteorites had landed.  A lot of them had hit big 
cities: Washington, New York, Philadelphia, London, Oslo, Stockholm, Malmo 
(which Alex had recently learned was in Sweden), St Petersburg and Moscow.  



Others had landed on roads, railway lines and bridges.  A few had landed in 
China and Asia, but not many.  In the middle of the Atlantic a tanker had been 
hit and almost sunk. One man being interviewed had said it was like a terrorist 
attack from space. 

But most of that was half a world away from the top of Dunnistag as 
Alex reached the top of the hill.  In front of him were the ruins of the old fort, a 
set of broken walls made of dark grey stone, built in the middle ages.  The main 
part of it that was left now was a section of wall with a big arched window.  
Nearby were some lines of ancient stone wall that was all that was left of from 
a much older fort built over two thousand years ago.  It had been destroyed 
long before the other one had been built.  Dunnistag was a great place to build 
a castle, Alex had long thought.  The view over the village and the land around 
was unbroken for miles save for the low surrounding hills; anyone approaching 
would have been seen long before they reached it. 

Sitting down on an overgrown chunk of old wall he squinted painfully up 
at the sky which was an almost glowing shade of the palest blue.  It was almost 
completely cloudless.  Miles away and high above he could just see the long, 
ragged white line of a vapour trail from a jet.  Another, smaller plane – much 
lower but still just a black dot from this distance - was circling the village, 
turning slowly in his direction.  Apart from that, the sky was empty.  No 
meteorites here.  So here he was, thirteen years and four days old, on holiday 
and with not much else to do at the moment but to watch the skies for 
meteorites.  Although he had probably missed them now. 

Alex looked back towards the village.  Inchlo sat baking in the heat.  He 
could just see his house far below, a grey dot half hidden behind the church 
clock tower across the road.  Further along the road was the village centre with 
its couple of shops, the post office and a bus stop.  A couple of streets further 
on he could see the red roof of the newly-built annexe of the primary school 
he used to go to. 

Which suddenly exploded. 
Alex watched, stunned, as wreckage flew outwards followed by a small 

orange fireball trailed by thick black smoke, seeing it a second or so before he 
actually heard the blast.  He felt a slight ripple in the air as the sound reached 
him.  There was a hole ripped in the annexe roof and a few orange flames 
visible inside.  A few seconds later another explosion blossomed on the hill 
opposite leaving a dark scar of scorched grass and smouldering heather against 
the slope. 

"What the - ?" 
Two more explosions shook the far hillside and then another larger one 

came from the village again.  Looking over, Alex saw black smoke rising from 



the house next to his.  The old grey bungalow now had more than half of its 
grey tiled roof missing.  Mrs Barraclough! 

Dad! 
The sky above was now streaked with trails of white fire against the blue 

as a couple more meteorites exploded high above.  There was a metallic 
burning smell in the air all around.   One of the white trails screamed 
downwards almost directly over his head to explode just on the other side of 
the village. 

Alex looked around for cover, but there wasn’t much to be found on the 
top of a small hill.  The ruins of the fort walls might give him some shelter but it 
was more likely that they would fall and bury him if a meteorite landed 
anywhere even near them.  Most of the meteorites seemed to be falling from 
behind Dunnistag so if he headed back down towards it on the village side the 
hill itself should shield him.  Maybe. 

He began to jog back down the steep slope, running in short zig zags to 
stop himself falling headlong.  Keeping his eyes on the ground, he didn't see 
but still heard the next couple of explosions well enough – they felt too close.  
Then a strange noise like the sound of an engine made him look up again; the 
small plane he had seen earlier was falling towards Dunnistag.  A line of black 
smoke was trailing from one of its small wings.  Had it been hit? 

He saw it curve down almost directly towards him and then up again as 
its nose pulled up.  Alex thought he could hear what sounded like its engine 
beginning to cut out as it banked to the side and circled around, levelling out at 
the last second and then ploughing into the side of the hill just below him. 

Alex fell over and rolled down helplessly as the entire hillside shook.  He 
stopped just short of the black line of smouldering soil the plane had carved 
out as it crashed.  A second later there was a massive bang.  And then 
everything was strangely peaceful. 

He got back up to his feet and saw the plane had come to rest not far to 
his left.  It was very small, Alex found himself thinking, more like the size of a 
glider.  It was black with triangular wings and two small tail fins sitting on a 
burning dark grey cylinder at the back which Alex assumed had to be the 
engine.    There was no writing or other markings on it.  A black oval canopy sat 
near the front which had sprung slightly open but it was too heavily tinted for 
him to see the pilot. 

As two more explosions sounded on the surrounding hillsides, Alex ran 
to the canopy.  The smoke from the burning engine was drifting away from him 
but the heat was almost too much to let him get near.  The canopy was open 
slightly, a red-gloved hand was resting on the edge of the cockpit.  Alex 
reached to try and pull the canopy further open.  As he did so he realised just 



too late that a lot of the heat was coming from the body of the plane itself as 
well and cried out as he burned the base of his left palm trying to grip it. 

No time for the pain, he found himself thinking: he had to help.  Wincing 
at the heat, Alex reached over and grabbed at the glove protruding from the 
canopy.  Maybe he could pull the pilot out.  Taking hold of the pilot’s hand with 
both of his own he pulled hard.  The body didn't move for a few seconds as he 
tugged and then suddenly found himself falling backwards - the red glove had 
slipped off the pilot’s hand. 

Slipping the glove onto his right hand Alex stepped up close to the 
canopy again and carefully slid it under the opening, grabbing the back of the 
glove with his left hand he began to lift it upwards, pushing his whole weight 
against it.  Surprisingly, the glove kept almost all the heat out. 

For a second nothing happened.  The canopy was too badly jammed.  
Then Alex caught sight of a strange shadow on the edge of his vision.  He 
looked over and saw that the middle section of the plane seemed to be 
collapsing inwards, the wings slowly folding up, then suddenly bending and 
curving in towards a growing circular hole in the fuselage.  It was like the plane 
was turning to dust and being sucked down into a giant vacuum cleaner 
somewhere underneath it. 

There was a sudden loud popping sound and the hole expanded again, 
accelerating outwards - to swallow up Alex.  He didn't even have time to shout 
as he saw the plane completely evaporate and be sucked away.  This couldn’t 
be happening! 

An instant later he saw his own arms start to disintegrate in front of him 
and his vision dissolved, breaking up like interference on a screen.  With a 
feeling of sheer horror, Alex felt himself slipping away, sucked helplessly into a 
deep blackness... 
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