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More people are killed by lightning each year than any other violent weather, including hurricanes and tornadoes. It is important to follow the guidelines of The Lightning Safety Community
When Thunder Roars, Go Indoors!
Lightning Strike
http://www.lightningsafety.noaa.gov/outdoors.htm
by: ROLLAND LOVE
I stepped out onto the front porch and watched my father walk into the woods along the river to look for a cow due to give birth. A chill went through me when I saw a bolt of lightning strike a towering bluff. Something strange had been going on during the past six months that caused many of the calves to be stillborn. The condition had spread to surrounding counties and not even senior staff veterinarians with the federal government could figure out the cause. What made it mysterious was all of the cows that gave birth seemed perfectly healthy.
Everybody was so spooked that there was not much else on their minds. I had bad dreams because every time I went to town with dad, the farmers at the coffee shop had a new theory. The last I heard was tick fever and as luck would have it, the night before I had found a blood sucking deer tick with its head buried in the skin under my arm.
When my father had not returned by mid-day my mother called the sheriff. He found him, dead on the ground, crushed by a falling rock. In an instant the problem of stillborn calves became nothing compared to life from then on for my mother and me.
I stared down at the shiny black casket as though a hypnotic trance had closed the windows to my soul and left me living inside my mind. I looked up from the open grave as Reverend Thompson tossed a handful of dirt into the October wind and began to pray.
“Raymond was a God-fearing man called early by his Maker…”
Overcome, I turned away from the family burial site and ran down the hill past our white, farmhouse past my father’s 1939 Chevy pickup and on to the horse barn. Panic took control of my reasoning.
Bridle in hand, I ran out the door of the barn, chased by the devil. Winged shadows of a startled flock of pigeons darted across my path as they fluttered toward the woods, a place I had been afraid to go since getting lost there as a child. I slipped the bridle on my quarter horse, Freedom and leaped onto her bareback with one swift kick to her sides she bolted through the barnyard gate. Her hooves pounded the dirt road, her gait smooth and fast. I grabbed the mare’s mane and hugged her sides with my legs.
“Faster!” I yelled, even though she was running so hard I hung on with all my might.
Dressed in my Sunday best blue suit, red tie flapping in the wind, I felt strangely out of place mounted on the big black mare. Sunlight streaked through rolling dark clouds and onto yellow maple leaves that lined the road. A golden glow was cast onto the ground. Tears covered my cheeks. I was drowned in sadness.
“I hate you, God,” I screamed. “I wish it were me that was dead.” The sound of my voice split the cool autumn air like the blade of a knife and echoed off the towering bluff along the river.
Freedom splashed across a spring fed creek, stumbled up the bank, and walked into the overgrown woods. I looked up ahead and realized why I had raced down the road. Like a magnet! The nightmare of my father’s death drew me to where the accident happened. The closer I came, the more I wanted to turn and run.
I spotted a jagged section of rock lying beside the water’s edge and knew it was the weapon of death. I looked at the face of the bluff and saw where a piece of the ledge had broken away.
“Why?” I shouted. My angry voice disturbed the peaceful sound of the gurgling water flowing under a layer of fog that hovered over the creek. Startled by my anguish a gray squirrel scurried to the top of a nearby hickory tree and filled the ominous scene with a danger warning chatter.
I tried to imagine the reddish-brown stain on the rock was the blood of a slaughtered animal or a blemish permanently imbedded millions of years ago when a deep ocean covered the land. It was all that remained from the accident. I wished I had been there when the ledge broke loose. Maybe I would have warned my father.
I dropped the reins around Freedom’s shiny neck and slid along her steaming wet sides. I lay face down in a bed of fallen leaves.
I raised my head when I heard someone walking. It was the crunching sound of gravel under foot made by rubber-soled boots, the kind my father wore.
Maybe everything was a dream and the boulder had not yet fallen. “Dad, look out!” I yelled as I jumped up off the ground. I hurried to catch up to the sound of his footsteps as they went down a trail into the deep woods. Dancing shadows on the narrow overgrown trail surrounded me.
When I looked up, my heart pounded even harder. Sitting on the low hanging branch of a sycamore tree was Uncle Henry. He was dressed in a red flannel shirt, jeans, and a pair of black work boots. It was the same outfit he wore the day he died five years earlier.
“You’ve grown since we last talked, Tommy,” Henry said, as he ran his fingers back through his dark hair. His blue eyes flashed down at me with a familiar smile. “Hard to believe you’re twelve.”
I stumbled backwards. “What you doing’ here?” I asked. I remembered the funeral as if it were yesterday. He looked so peaceful lying in the casket and, if had I not known better, I would have thought he was asleep and not really dead.
“Don’t worry your cotton top about it none. Everything will be okay. Uncle always took good care of you. You know that for sure, Tommy.”
He’s right about that, I thought. We used to float the river a lot and he taught me how to catch fish. During the summer I would help Uncle Henry and dad plant a truck patch garden where we grew water melon and sweet corn and sold it alongside the road from the back of a wooden hay wagon.
“I know you always took care of me.” I started to recall how he grabbed my arm and pulled me out of the pond when I fell into the water one day while I was chasing a yellow butterfly. I stopped when Uncle Henry reached in his shirt pocket and took out a silver railroad watch. A gold chain dangled to his waist. The watch brought back memories of the horrible accident when a log broke loose and rolled off of a flat bed truck, crushing him to death. On his last breath, Uncle Henry gave the watch to my father.
“Hard to believe you’re in the deep woods all alone, Tommy. After you got lost that time you said you’d never come back. Good thing your old hound dog Trouser found you that day and started barking.”
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