
Once upon a time, I found myself standing at the edge of a massive volcano. I had 
always dreamed of flying, but I never imagined that my wish would come true in such 

an unexpected way. I stared down into the fiery abyss, feeling a mix of terror and 
excitement.

Suddenly, I felt a strange pull at my feet, and before I knew it, I was being lifted o� the 

ground. I looked down and saw that my feet had been engulfed by a stream of hot air 
rising from the volcano. I closed my eyes and let myself be carried higher and higher 

into the sky, the heat of the volcano pushing against my back.

As I soared through the air, I felt a sense of freedom that I had never experienced 
before. The world below me looked like a patchwork quilt, with tiny rivers and roads 

snaking between green fields. I felt like I was flying, even though I was being carried by 
the heat of the volcano.

Eventually, the heat began to dissipate, and I started to descend back towards the 

ground. I landed softly on the grassy slope of the volcano, feeling exhilarated and 
alive. I looked back up at the volcano, knowing that I had experienced something truly 

magical and unforgettable.

From that day on, I knew that anything was possible if I believed in myself and 
followed my dreams. And, of course, if I found myself near a volcano again, I would be 

sure to take the opportunity to fly once more.


