Rumblings of Thunder


         Maggie listened to the six o'clock news from the kitchen as she opened cans of pet food. After hurriedly filling Meda's and the cats' dishes, she carried her cup of coffee into the living room and sat down to watch the remainder of the news. Earlier news reported that two men were on a shooting rampage over three counties. Love County was one of them, and she wanted to learn if the men had been caught yet. As she watched, a composite drawing of the men was flashed across the television screen. A chill crept up her back. Maggie thought that one of them looked familiar! "Now where have I seen that face before?" She spoke aloud. Meda wagged her tail while the kittens glanced up only briefly at the sound of her voice. 

        By 6:30, Doppler Radar was showing a large line of thunderstorms advancing from the West, headed straight for her area. “Those storms might get here before morning, so I guess that I had better find the lamps now, while I can still see to do it,” Maggie mumbled to herself. Storms usually knocked out the electricity, so she knew to be prepared. 

        Although Maggie and her husband had lived in Oklahoma City, they had bought some land in the south central part of the state, where her parents lived. Homesick, Maggie had persuaded her husband, Ralph, to let her live on their acreage, while he rented an apartment in the city, near his job. As a dispatcher for an electric company, Ralph worked several days, then was off for several days.  Maggie told him that he could drive home to be with her on his days off.  Although Ralph wasn't too happy about the arrangement, he finally gave in to her. 

        Maggie happily raised a flock of chickens, all sorts of flowers, and had even planted a vegetable garden.  Although alone most of the time, she found that she enjoyed it and was never lonely.   It never occurred to her to be afraid of anything since her parents and an older brother lived nearby. People didn't even bother to lock their doors. That weekend, Maggie’s parents had 

gone to visit her sister in Texas.  Her brother, who was a truck driver and was usually home every weekend, was not home yet. Maggie was all alone this hot sultry night in August. 

        Several weeks earlier She had impulsively borrowed a pistol from her brother. Although she was not afraid, it had seemed a prudent action since she was alone most of the time. Maggie was not yet familiar with the gun. . “This might be a good time to load it," she said to Meda. Although it was difficult and it took a long time to do, Maggie finally managed to get the pistol loaded. She glanced around the room for a moment, then placed it on top of the television set " I'll find a better place for this later," She said.  After finishing her dinner and clearing the dishes away, she sat watching television while she stroked Meda's soft ears. The kittens, with tummies full and tired from their play, now slept together on the back of the couch, as near to Maggie as Meda would allow. 
        The sound of thunder was growing closer and Maggie could see the distant flashes of lightning. When storms threatened, she usually went to her parents' house to wait them out. If radar detected tornadoes in the area, her parents would insist that they go to their cellar. Maggie knew that if she went to the cellar tonight she would have to go alone. Maggie dreaded the thought of entering the dark, musty cellar. As the thunder and lightning drew nearer and became louder, she began pacing nervously from room to room, peering out the windows. There were several security lights, so Maggie’s yard was very well lighted. She began searching for the kerosene lamps, her flashlight, and the tote bag that she kept packed with supplies she usually carried to the cellar. 

        The wind was blowing much harder now. In the almost blinding flashes of lightning, Maggie could see that the very air seemed to churn, with wind, rain, and blowing dust. The huge 

Oak trees were beginning to twist and sway and the lawn chairs went tumbling past. She couldn't decide what to do. Should she go to the cellar, or stay here? Maggie continued her pacing from window to window, trying to see outside. She realized that the security lights had gone out, and when she heard the hail begin, she knew that it was time to get to the cellar while she could still get there. 

        Oklahoma is a part of the area referred to as Tornado Alley, and during the tornado season, Maggie kept her car parked near the back door in case she needed to drive to her parents' cellar in a hurry. Now she opened the back door, struggling with her tote bag, purse and car keys. She held onto the door to keep the wind from ripping it from her grasp. "Come on, Meda, let's GO!" she shouted. Meda needed little urging and bravely entered the lashing storm right on Maggie’s heels. She closed her back door, but didn't lock it, then leaped into the car beside Meda who sat wet and shivering on the passengers' seat beside her.  Meda had no intention of being left behind. Maggie hoped the kittens would be all right. “I just can't manage all three of them,” she said.

        Soon she was parked beside her parents' cellar. She and Meda ran through the pelting hail and rain to the cellar. Exerting all her strength, Maggie lifted the heavy door and she and Meda quickly descended the steps into utter darkness. After locating and lighting the kerosene lamp that was kept there, Meda and Maggie sat upon the bench along the cellar wall to wait, listening to the storm crashing overhead. As Maggie gazed nervously around the old cellar, she wondered if there were any snakes lurking among the many jars of canned fruits and vegetables and fervently hoped there were not! 

        After what seemed hours, Maggie cautiously lifted the cellar door. Although a heavy rain was still falling, the hail had stopped and the worst of the storm seemed past. She gathered her 

belongings, blew out the lamp's flame, then she and Meda climbed out of the cellar. As she lowered the cellar door, Maggie glanced toward her house. Something caught her eye. Something was not quite right, but what? Then, suddenly, she knew! With the electricity off there shouldn't be a light in her bedroom. But there was! It seemed to be a flickering, wavering light. A flashlight! Someone was in Maggie’s house! 

        Her heart began pounding with terror as she remembered the earlier news bulletin about the two murderers believed to be in this area! Frantic thoughts raced through her mind. “Could it be those murderers in my house?” Then, with horror, she remembered the loaded pistol she had left on top of the television set! She had no way of getting it now, and was completely defenseless! 

Maggie was just yards away from her parent's house. "Meda, run!" she said, remembering that she had a key to their house, along with her car keys. She ran, crouched as low as possible, with Meda close beside her.  She prayed that the security lights would not come back on and reveal them to the intruder in her house. 

        When Maggie reached her parents' front door her fingers were trembling but she managed to get it unlocked, and then she and Meda burst into the darkened house. 

        Maggie quickly locked the door behind them. She remained leaning against it while she tried to steady her frayed nerves and think what to do. She ran from window to window, peering into the darkness. She could see nothing. Finally, pacing and wringing her hands, she remembered what to do. "Call 911! Over and over Maggie repeated the number to myself as she ran down the hall to the telephone. After locating it in the darkened hallway, her shaking hands attempted to dial the number. Before she completed the task, Maggie heard a sound that paralyzed her. Someone was trying to turn the doorknob on the front door! 

        Somehow, Maggie managed to dial 911 and explain her situation. She was told they would dispatch officers immediately and for her to please stay on the line. That was out of the question!  Maggie knew that she and Meda had to get out of there! Maggie quickly ran and unlocked the back door then she and Meda ran toward the woods, hoping the intruder couldn't see them. There was no way of knowing because she never looked back. Finally Maggie reached the deepest part of the woods, a place where she knew they could hide and not be seen. She was breathing hard and still shaking when she collapsed exhausted beneath the giant, hollow tree. The hollow was large and Maggie crawled inside quickly. She was brushing cobwebs and rotted tree bark aside when suddenly, she realized that Meda was not with her! 

        Listening intently, Maggie heard Meda barking in the distance. She knew the sound of her barking and this sound was one she had never heard. Clearly, Meda had gone back to challenge the intruder. Meda was such a small dog, yet she feared nothing and had often taken on dogs much larger than she was. But this was no marauding dog. This was a man, and very possibly a dangerous one. Maggie knew that she couldn't stay here while Meda took on this man all by herself. She had to go back! 

        “Oh, where are the police, anyway?” she muttered angrily to herself as she ran back toward her house. Maggie followed the sound of Meda's barks and growls. They were coming from behind her parents' house. She felt sure that Meda would keep the intruder occupied long enough for her to get inside her own house and get the pistol she’d left there. 

       Maggie quietly entered the back door of her house, and, in total darkness made her way to the TV set and felt around for the gun. It wasn't there! The intruder must have taken it! 

And Meda was with him! Maggie had to get Meda, but how? She had just started out her back door when she heard a shot ring out. As Maggie watched, a man ran from behind her parents' house and leaped the fence of the north pasture and began running. Soon, other figures were in pursuit, as a siren's scream filled the night. Maggie’s terrified scream joined it. She heard gunshots as she stood, paralyzed. 

        After what seemed an eternity, a police car pulled up in her yard. As the Officers approached, Maggie wept uncontrollably, unable to speak. The officers told her they had shot the man who refused to stop when they ordered him to. They though that he was likely to be one of the two men wanted for questioning about the murders, perhaps the one named William Davis. They asked if Maggie knew him. Yes, she knew him! He had once worked for her Dad! 

        When Maggie was finally able to speak, she told the officers what had happened and then told them about Meda.    An officer accompanied Maggie to her parents' house. She was afraid of what they might find. As the officer and Maggie approached the rear of her parents' house, a familiar bark sounded and Meda came leaping toward her!  Meda was trembling and panting but Maggie could find no injuries on her.  The officer then escorted Maggie and Meda back to her house.  Once there, another officer told Maggie, that in inspecting the man's body they had discovered that both his pants' legs had been ripped to shreds, and that one of his hands was badly mangled. "It looks as if you have a pretty good guard dog there, Ma'am," said one of the officers.  Maggie reached down and picked Meda up. She buried her face in Meda’s soft coat as deep sobs shook her body.  "Are you going to be all right, Ma'am?" an officer asked. 

"With a dog like Meda, are you kidding?" Maggie said. She thanked the officers then entered her home. 

         It was late, but Maggie wanted coffee, so she made it, using an old pot on the gas-stove burner. Then, by the light of her kerosene lamps she had her coffee. As she sat, sipping the coffee, she heard a faint mewing. Maggie had forgotten all about Duke and Duchess! She called to them and they came to her slowly, looking this way and that to make certain it was safe. Then, with Meda and the two young cats beside her, Maggie tried to relax.  She promised herself that she would call Ralph, but not until morning. Maggie certainly had a lot to tell him, but not tonight! 

        Meanwhile, more relaxed than she had been in many hours, Maggie thought about William Davis. She remembered that several years ago he had helped her Dad haul watermelons to South Texas to sell. William had been young, no more than seventeen or eighteen years old and had just moved to Thackerville. He had worked for several of the local farmers and ranchers. He wasn't very well known by anyone and had kept to himself a lot. There had been other unsolved murders in the county in recent years and Maggie now wondered if William had been involved in those!  

        “That's just idle speculation and I'm too tired to speculate any more,” she said to Meda as she rose to put her cup into the sink.  She blew the lamp’s flame out then said, “Let's hit the sack, old girl!” And, with Meda trotting behind, Maggie went to her bedroom.  Once there, she automatically flipped the light switch on, then remembered she had no electricity.

         Chuckling at her own foolishness, Maggie made her way back to the kitchen for a lamp and matches. After lighting the lamp, she returned to her bedroom and started to set the lamp on the chest when she noticed something lying on her bed. Maggie carried the lamp over to have a 

closer look and saw a leather briefcase.  As she leaned forward, Maggie saw a piece of paper. She lifted it and peered closely. It was a hand written note. 

Dear Maggie, 

        Will you please see that your Dad gets this money?  Your parents weren't home and when I found your door unlocked, I decided to leave the money with you.  Several years ago I stole money from your Dad. I wanted to pay it back. Your Dad is a good man and he helped me when nobody else would.     

Sincerely,

William Davis 

      Maggie reached for the briefcase, opened the clasp, and then raised the lid slowly. The briefcase was filled with neat bundles of money!  She gasped at the sight of so much money.  With trembling hands, Maggie began to count it.   Surely nobody had ever owed her father this much money!   It had to be a mistake!  In the poor light given by the old kerosene lamp, Maggie  counted over one hundred thousand dollars!  How would someone like William Davis get this kind of money? Maggie wondered.  

        As Maggie sat there with the puzzling note in her lap, suddenly she wondered why William had gone back to her parent’s house if he knew they were not home!  Then, with a sickening 

feeling in bottom of her stomach, Maggie knew there was another man out there somewhere!   She quickly blew out the lamps’ flames and sat, unmoving in the darkness. Maggie listened.  Then, the sound came.  The door to her closet began to open. The last sound Maggie heard was the whisper of his knife as it lashed out in the darkness toward her.

        The next day, an ambulance screamed its’ way up the gravel driveway past the police cars and the curious onlookers to pull as close as possible to Maggie’s house.  Stunned neighbors watched as the white clad ambulance attendants entered then later emerged carrying the stretcher bearing Maggie’s now lifeless body.  Swiftly, the stretcher was loaded into the ambulance and the rear doors were shut securely.  The siren screamed as the ambulance drove away. 

 .  
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