Foxhole





That summer, for some reason, we had two tents instead of one.  Each tent was only large enough for two people.  That meant that each for us took one child since they still were too young to sleep by themselves in a tent of their own.





It was near midnight when I first heard the thunder.  It meant danger - we were camped in the open.  Our tents were on top of rock ledges, barely staked into what little dirt we could find.  I remember noticing as we set-up camp that the trees above us were short and stocky, barren from wind and sun.  We were most definitely exposed to the elements.  





I sat up, unzipped the tent front, and looked out across the ocean.  Above, in the sky, something moved rapidly and ferociously.  It was large, dark rolls of heavy clouds, followed by javelins of lightning.  It all was firing directly toward us - on top of us - too fast to do anything.





I questioned to Ed through the layers of tent walls what to do.  He said it was too late.  And so, I lay back down as if in agreement that he was right.  We had no time - it was all happening too suddenly.  





I began to fear for our lives.  A flash of stories entered my head in that instant.  I was at war.  I knew because of the descriptions my father would tell me of foxholes.  





Lightning became flashes of the enemy’s gunfire.  Thunder was the sound of the weapon.





Eliza began to shiver as the noise was unbearable.  I needed to protect her and so I instinctively became her shelter as I carefully draped my body over hers.  I held her ears tight with my hands to muffle the noise and nestled my head down to shield her from seeing the flashes.  I kissed her teared cheeks as I held back my own.





I couldn’t imagine what was going on for Ed and Cora.  If I yelled to ask - my voice would be lost.  I was completely taken-up with trying to hold onto our lives - from something so naturally powerful that it could take us at any split-second.





Above, it did not stop.  The harsh thunder found it’s way from the sky to the ledges making vibrations directly below our bodies.





I thought of the foxholes, again.  Did he sweat as much as I was each time he had to lie in one?  He did not have a daughter with him to have to protect, but he still had a life of his own, and a wife back home.





The rippling of the tent against my back was only a slight distraction along with the wetness I began to feel beneath Eliza.


Inches of rain had hosed it’s way onto the floor.  We must have been pitched in a slight hollow on the ledge.





When the storm seemed to be less at battle, I began to breathe more normally again.  It was awhile yet that I continued to rest on top of Eliza though I removed my hands from her ears, and moved my head from her small one.  Eventually, I shifted my weight to get us both comfortable again.  I rested near her for a short while - still unable to move, mostly because I was absolutely drained.





I called out to Ed.  Cora had slept - how could she? - through it all.  They were safe and unharmed.  Eliza and I needed to pick-up camp.  She attached her hands to my shoulders,
