to light up the cell again. When it did, he
quickly read the message on the paper.

“To the next prisoner who finds this
paper,” Boris read. “I escaped the horror
of this cell by this passage. May you
share my good luck.”

The light faded away before Boris
could finish reading the message. He
sat in the darkness, shaking with fear
and hope.

The message seemed to be written in
a dark red liquid. He guessed that it
was the blood of the person who had
written it.

At last, the lightning came again. He
read on, “This is the only way out!” The
message was signed with two initials, *N.G.”

Just then, Boris heard the guard's
footsteps outside his cell. He threw him-
self over the stone and hole. He pressed
his body against the wall.

He waited as the footsteps came to a
stop outside his cell. He thought he would
scream from the horrible tension.

Then the footsteps moved away. They
slowly drifted down the hallway. Finally,
the noise faded into the night.

Suddenly, Boris knew he could not
wait any longer. He stuck his head into
the tunnel and pushed the rest of his
body through.

He tried to lock back, but the tunnel
was too narrow. There was no turning
back now.

Boris squirmed deeper and deeper into
the tunnel. Crawling on his stomach, he
felt like a snake slithering into its hole. He
felt the tunnel grow damper and colder.

Just as the tunnel began to grow
slimy, it opened up and became wider.

Boris stood up on his trembling legs.
He tried to see into the darkness ahead.

He put his hands out in front of him and
walked slowly through the black tunnel.

The rocky walls were sharp and tore
at his hands. He wiped the sweat from his
forehead with one hand and felt warm
blood ocozing from it.

Boris felt sick. His legs became weak
with fear. He dropped to his knees and
fell forward onto his hands. Then he felt
tiny, clawed feet run over his fingers.

Boris heard his own scream echo and
echo through the tunnel.

Once again, the tiny claws of a rat
dug into his hands. Boris jumped to his
feet, hitting his head on the low ceiling of
the tunmel.

Then he felt them all around him. The
rats were running over his shoes. They
were crawling at his legs.

Boris opened his mouth to scream.
But he knew he had to be quiet. He dug a
fist into his mouth. He made himself
move forward into the tunnel.

All he could hope was the rats would
not cimb up his leg. If they did, he knew
he would lose his mind.

Suddenly, the tunnel sloped down at a
sharp angle. Boris's feet slipped forward.
He landed on his back. He slid deeper
and deeper into the tunnel. He no longer
felt the rats around him. He no longer
heard their claws scratching the rock.

Boris came to a stop where the floor of
the tunnel suddenly became flat. His
breath was coming in short gasps that
tore at his lungs.

He picked himself up. He reached for
the slimy walils of the tunnel that he had
just fallen down.

Then the truth hit him like a blow. He
could never go back. The walls of the tunnel
behind him were too steep and slippery.




