This original writer for LEGAL ADULT READERS ONLY intends the following historic novella, “Vulcanalia”, to be read only where local standards permit extreme depictions of violence and torture. 

Please do not publish the following elsewhere without first requesting permission from me. Thank you.

Faibhar

Vulcanalia,The Eruption

August 23, 79AD

Most had stayed atop the active volcano through the late afternoon. They had their reasons. Vulanalia was an annual festival but this year’s event was made special with the human sacrifice. All were happy with the confidence that Vulcanus must be pleased with their offering. Hard as the current drought made life, the gods would show the people favor and they would be led by Vulcanus. The high setting afforded many views and those that saw the sun cast further shadows and the bright blue waters of the Mediterranean turn a dark purple spoke to others. With darkness near the festive group began the trek back down the mountain leaving the crucified alone.

Carlia could not sleep. Any movement brought poignant shards of pain, yet move she did as to be still was impossible. Numb as they were, her limbs needed to push her up the cross so as to breathe. She would gasp for air until the pain would overpower and her slide back down the upright would continue.

Bitter cold came with the dark. Stars sparkled and then faded as a new day dawned. Temblors throughout the night grew more frequent and severe. From the mountain’s base, early risers looked up to the summit. In the distance rose a pale figure and dark cross silhouetted against the morning sky.

A strong jolt in the earth startled those already awake and just rising. And then the earth was peaceful. Another shake, and one much stronger, followed within minutes. Frightened faces looked at each other at the base camp. A third tremor, the strongest yet, shook the party. Surely, Vulcanus must be working hard. 

Mass hysteria ensued. Families and friends gathered and all left behind their camp sites to flee for safer ground.

Carlia’s voice croaked in fear. Much as she hated the tortuous cross, it had been her home of late. The upright shook with the ground and then fell sideways until stopping at a radical angle toward the earth. No longer upright, her body shifted. Carlia almost felt the relief. Her left breast now lay across the base of her right breast that was now lowest to the ground. Matted and filthy hair fell over much of her face. Pressures that had seemed enormous slowly eased on her one wrist. The other now pulled. She could hardly feel either. Carlia chanced a glimpse and weakly opened her eyes. Through her hair she was able to see the waters beyond the island. Looking downward, she saw how much closer she now was to the earth. She was just about to once more hope for escape when the ground shook again. It lasted longer and felt harder but the upright remained rooted in the ground. A vile smell assaulted her nostrils. Carlia’s eyes opened once more and she gasped. Fissures were parting the ground beneath her. A sulphurous steam rose from the rent soil. She heard herself cry out as she hung closer to the heating earth.

Journalism got the best of Pliny the Elder as he ran with the others but turned back to see the cross atop the mountain. From the distance he could just make out the shape though it now looked as though it was angled toward the ground rather than upright as it used to be. Unfortunately, he didn’t stop running as he looked back and didn’t see the tree until it was too late. Pliny the Elder smacked hard into the cyprus. The rest of the frightened pack paid no heed to the fallen journalist and continued running away for his or her own safety.

Carlia shook her head. Heat from the opening ground ignited tiny flames that burst with light and then extinguished as bits of wood on the unfinished timber ignited. Her own body flushed with heat. She tried to twist her hips from hanging any lower toward the source. Unsuccessfully, she tried pulling herself up with her left wrist.

The first volley started small enough but even given its size issued missiles all too injurious. Ragged pumice fragments flew up. Human flesh was no match. Hot rocks sliced across the tender body. Ash bubbled and flew. Someday scientists might name such an event after Pliny, call it something like a plinian eruption, but for now it was an eruption. Rocks and dirt joined the ash striking out at anything, or anyone in its ascent.

Carlia coughed. She was choking. Her feet suddenly hurt. Angling her head to see, the pitch smeared on the lower portion of the upright was on fire! The flames were already licking her toes. She grimaced as another rock shot past and sliced across her belly. Strands from her hair began smoldering.

Epilogue

Despite Zirondi’s attractive tribute Vulcanus turned out not to be so merciful to his subjects. The Vulcanalia Festival ended in disaster. Carlia was instantly killed when Vesuvius erupted. The others who had fled, including Zirondi, were all covered in heavy layers of ash and suffocated. Towns as well as people were destroyed. 

Later generations live in Sicily, Pliny the Elder is remembered, many know of Pompeii and volcanoes are still fearsome. Gone are characters like Caius Baldassario Zirondi, Vannozzo and Carlia. who remain today, as they were then, mere figments of the imagination.

