Fuhrer - 2

Kelly Fuhrer

English 4070

The Temple At Tucker

Edwin Tucker hears a violent pounding on his front door at 2 AM.

“Eddie, what in the world is going on out there?” his spouse asks in a raspy voice.

The groggy farmer rolls out of bed, plopping down upon his planked floor, moaning and gritting his teeth.  No one interrupts Edwin Tucker’s slumber after a hard day’s work, especially during harvest time.  Already plagued with a severe headache, he pushes himself up and crouches on his achy hands and knees, then reaches to rub his stubble.  Another sharp knock startles him, causing him to poke himself in the eye.  The now enraged man yelps, then growls ferociously as a bear would, as if antagonized and drawn from his cave during hibernation.  He lumbers out of the bedroom, shuffling his calloused bare feet across the floor and upon the linoleum in the dining room.  He peers at the window over the water basin, hoping to catch a glimpse of the party responsible for arousing his rage, but is only able to see a bright orange illumination searing through the white cloth curtain.  Another round of pounding ensues as he finally reaches for the deadbolt, then unlatches the door and flings it open.

“Ed, sorry to disturb ya,” the well-dressed man calmly apologizes between two shotgun barrels over each of his shoulders.  “Why don’t you go ‘head and step outside for us, huh?  Gotta talk to ya.”  

Eddie’s formerly enraged demeanor morphs into a grim expression.  He hesitates to advance, staring at the eight pipe-rolled steel mechanisms glaring at his head.  He gingerly steps out of his doorway as the crowd of men silently retreats back, carefully eyeing Eddie for sudden movements to escape.  The thought hasn’t crossed his mind yet.

The constable takes the lead out towards the edge of the Tucker property, near the post cornering off the barbed wire circumference.  Eddie follows, guided by the light emanating from the orange light produced by the torches.  An icy breeze shoots between his bare legs as he watches his step, weaving through his tomato vineyard; the pursuing mob disregards the gorgeously ripe fruits, nonchalantly treading over them.  Eddie flinches every time he hears a soft pop under their feet.  Each flattened tomato increases the temperature of his hostility towards the crowd, and it’s only a matter of time before he boils over.

The constable stops near the fence line, does an about face, and nods towards the back of the mob.  Eddie peers back curiously and sees a man holding a six-foot wooden stake over his head.  The crowd parts as he makes his way to the front.  The constable steps aside as the burly man plunges the stake into the moist soil, then shifts it so it stands upright.  A second man with a small sledgehammer throws the weighted end upon the top of the stake, sending the stake a few inches deeper.  After he is satisfied with the sturdiness of his work, the two men silently rejoin the accumulated mass.  

The constable turns towards a fiercely angry Eddie, simultaneously removing a thin section of rope from his belt.  “Ed, I need you to put your back against that there stake for me.”

A defiant Eddie pads over to it, and with a deep sigh, turns around and sneers at him.  He dutifully places his arms at his sides, of which the constable ties behind the makeshift post.

“Now you need to cooperate with us, you hear?  Otherwise you’ll be dealing with some burning consequences that I reckon you don’t want to feel.”  A choir of deep chuckles rises from the assembled men, and one member comes forth with a can of gasoline.  He lifts the can above Eddie’s right shoulder and empties the contents upon his wrinkled t-shirt, soaking him down to his boxer shorts.

“Now Mr. Tucker,” the constable lows, “we’re doin’ this ‘cause we hear there’s a family secret you’ve got tucked away in that head of yours.”  He pecks at Eddie’s head with his forefinger a couple of times.  “Before your little panties and your little life go up in flames, we suggest you tellin’ us about this farm you’ve got here.”

Eddie growls at the otherwise respected man’s request.  His jaw muscles swell, and he shifts his body about, loosening the stake a bit.  He threatens to remove it completely, but quickly reconsiders as he hears an orchestrated series of cocking guns rising from the group.  Finally recognizing defeat, he shoves the stake deeper into the soil once again.

“Mr. Tucker, it’s either this farm or your life, so what’s it--”

“Sir,” Eddie interrupts sharply, “this plantation rests on a family tradition that I cannot possibly reveal to you gentleman.” His voice carries a certain wavering tone across the hushed crowd. “Sir… I can only give glory to my Lord God for the success of this crop, and for His sake, I cannot possibly give into telling you.”  He coughs nervously, but maintains an iron face as he bites his lip at the constable.

“Eddie, I’m really disappointed with you.”  He sucks air between his tongue and top teeth.  “But, if you believe that your Lord is more important than our needs in this town, then to the Lord you go.”

A barrage of lit torches shoots from the stirred crowd towards the defenseless man, and angry flames instantly swarm his entire body.  Eddie howls out momentarily while the crowd quietly recedes from the execution scene, leaving him twitching in his own property, aflame.  His lifeless body hangs upon the stake for a few seconds, then leans forward slowly and thuds face first into the soil, giving the impression from a distance that flames rising from his own forsaken field were consuming him.

“The city of Tucker’s one-hundred and fiftieth year anniversary celebration has been cancelled for today due to the current storm just pouring down out there.  And speaking of which, here’s Jay with today’s forecast!”

“Heh heh.  Thank you Marla.  Tucker has seen sheets of rain for almost two weeks now, and it doesn’t look like it’s going to stop for a looong time.  You might want to think about getting your oars out pretty soon.  Hah!  Let’s take a look at the radar, now.  An immense high pressure front is screaming across the Atlantic and heading right in our direction, so get your boots on, kids…”

Ben didn’t understand how the news anchors could be so perky, so horribly cheesy, on a depressing day like this.  He slouched in his futon, surrounded by a sea of clothes strewn about the room.  He was not motivated to move or twitch at all, even if it was summer vacation.  It didn’t feel like it.  Tucker hadn’t seen record rainfall like this since 1898, since a catastrophic flood wiped out all of the agriculture in the developing town.  From that day on, it became an industrial haven.  Streets, traffic lights, multiple storied buildings, shopping malls and skate parks, and cineplexes were to follow.  But for now, they provided no comfort for Ben as he sheltered himself in the blue glow of his television, riding out this storm.

“Ben?”  A muffled voice slipped under the bedroom door just before it swung open.  “Ben, are you up?”  His mother peered around the corner with a look of concern.  “Ben, I think Solomon left this on our porch.  Have you been talking to him again?”  He sat silent, awaiting the critical viewpoint about to be poured upon him as she dropped a not-so-transparent sandwich bag containing an envelope into his lap.  “I told you to stay away from him.  That man is a menace!”  She jumped an octave as she pronounced the first syllable of ‘menace’.

Ben rubbed his palm against forehead in frustration, until it turned red.  “Mom, do you actually think I’d be outside when it’s pouring like this?” he said to appease her mothering desires.  He looked up at her as she flashed a warm smile, ruffled his greasy hair, then made her way back out of the room, knocking over a bowl left on the floor from his ice cream last night.  She glanced back with a smirk at the doorway.

“You might want to think about cleaning up your room sometime this summer, Benny.”  She kicked the bowl lightly, ringing the metal spoon against the ceramic.  “And make sure you get some breakfast,” she mumbled as she exited, closing the door behind her.

Ben quickly sat up and fumbled with the plastic bag, tearing it open violently.  The envelope wasn’t sealed, so he quickly slid the crinkled paper from its place and flipped it open.  The smeared letters spelled out a message he was familiar with. “He probably writes a bunch of these and just sends ‘em out,” he muttered to himself.  He took a deep breath and stuffed the paper in his shoe, then stood and grabbed a pair of jeans off the floor, jumped into them, then poked his feet into his shoes.

“Just going for a bike ride, mom!” Ben announced while careening down the stairs.  His mother only had time to say his name as he snagged his raincoat off the rack, sprinted through the kitchen and flung himself outside.


“Benny, I’ve gotta show you sometime, man.  It’s all ready – I’ve been working on the blueprint for weeks!”  He spit and twitched his left eye as he said ‘print’.


Ben stood there expressionless as rain angrily pounded at his head.


“You know, it’s all in Scripture, man.  Revelation!  The temple’s gotta be rebuilt before the Holy One comes back.  And think about it… what if WE were the ones that built this thing?”


He responded with an abrupt shrug.


Solly gaped at him for a few moments, as if Ben had overlooked the pinnacle of truth.  “We get blessed, man!”  I mean, think about King David.  He built up God’s kingdom, and he was blessed.  Joshua helped find the Promised Land.  It all makes sense!”


Solly’s bizarre rhetoric was only blinding Ben’s understanding of why he’d been called outside to the overpass on this dreary Saturday morning.  Typically Ben embraced this sort of dizzying line of reasoning, but in this case, his eccentricity had exceeded the depth of reality, the ceiling of genius, and had ascended into the realm of insanity.  There had been many occasions in the past when Solomon would have some ridiculous innovation that would be carried out, usually some oblong distortion of the truth.


Ben stared at him beyond the water droplets coagulating upon his eyeglasses and into this poor man’s grey dreadlocked hair, captured by the oddity of his recent activity.  “So, this temple… how’re you supposed to rebuild this thing?” he dared to ask.  “I mean, wasn’t the original temple made of precious metals, like silver and gold?”


“Well, the duplication of the original temple is quite nearly impossible.  The only way to do it is to build a scale model.  For the past thirteen days, I’ve been working my tail off tryin’ to get everything together, weighing and measuring all the stuff we need.” He leaned forward a bit and slapped his right hand upon Ben’s shoulder.  “Ben… this is a huge project.  I can’t do this on my own – I’m an old man.  I need your help.  You gotta be my right hand man on this thing.”


Ben’s mouth formed a straight line.  Then, with a stoic expression upon his face, he also placed his hand upon Solly’s shoulder.  “Solly, I need to go home.  This is ridiculous.”  He patted the man’s shoulder a couple of times, then did a sharp about-face and trotted toward his bike..


“Hey Ben, do you know about the end of the world?”


“Nope, forget it, Solly,” he said as he continued to march away from the overpass. “I can’t believe you called me out for this, man!” 


“I’ve been doing some research,” he called out. “It’s going to flood soon.  It’s been raining for too long.  The sewers can’t hold much longer!”


“Then let me know when it starts to flood!”


Solly gritted his teeth, then adjusted his filthy sopping trench coat and started after him.  “You don’t understand!  Have you been checking out the weather lately?  This storm isn’t going to stop, Benny.  It’s only getting worse.  Are you listening to me?”


Ben remained silent as he hopped on his bike and pedaled towards home, attempting to clear his mind of all he had just heard.


On his way down, Ben was nearly hit by an impatient driver making a right turn at an intersection.  The car barely missed him as the bike’s locked tires slid across the slick pavement and hit the adjacent curb.  Ben popped off of the bike and rolled over twice onto someone’s lawn.  He let the rain cool his face as he lay on the grass momentarily, then rolled onto his side to spot a drop-speckled plastic bag containing a newspaper.  Ben’s eyes widened as he glanced over the prominent headline: “Eaton City, Hollistown Submerged.”


Now fully soaked, Ben returned to the overpass, finding a dejected Solly huddling down upon the concrete slope.  His approach startled the man, but Solly’s eyes rose to meet his, now full of courage.”


“Solly,” Ben heaved out, “how much longer does Tucker have before it goes under?”

“About 27 days.”

“You think that’s enough time?”

The four-horsed carriage containing a teary-eyed Claire Tucker pulls away as three widely grinning men wave to her from her former porch.  No longer is there a single inhabitant taking residence along the well-traveled dirt road, once entirely occupied by a prosperous family.  Instead, a small army of town hall representatives, armed with excavation tools, stands along the road in the pouring rain, eager to discover the mystery behind the success of the Tucker family.  The black carriage makes a right onto the main road, and without a second of hesitation the men pile into the eight cottages.  They swarm the uncultivated field, hacking and poking mercilessly at it with pick axes and shovels, kicking mud like dogs.  They shove into the sheds and stables, toppling the threshing machine and emptying cans of pesticide all over the floor.  Like a hostile invasion, they pillage and tear apart every scrap of what is left of the immense farmland.  One man in Raymond’s old house finds a sheet of paper containing an illegibly scrawled list and runs it to the professionally dressed man in the middle of the field, who glances over it quickly.  After laughing heartily, he points out to the overly ecstatic man that he had found an inventory report, then shreds it up and tosses the scraps upon the soggy soil under him, which are immediately absorbed in the soil by the pounding rain.

One man sinks his pick axe deep into the field and, as he pulls it back, hears a scraping noise sourcing from about a foot and a half underground.  With a newfound enthusiasm, his adrenaline rages and he begins to claw at the soil vigorously.

“What’re you so excited about over there, Henry?” another man says, looking into the heightened activity nearby.  He doesn’t receive an answer, prompting a gallon of suspicion and curiosity to well up inside of him.  Then he hears the metal scratching upon rock, and his eyes widen.  “Wade!  John!  Get over here!  I think Henry’s got somethin’.”

Several other men spot Henry’s brute work ethic and scurry to the crater that he has created in the middle of the field.  Some of them begin shoveling the mud away as others circle around, egging on the workers.  The man in the suit sprints over to see what the excitement is all about.

“Well lookie here!” he gleefully states, placing his hands on his hips. “Good job, boys!” The man stands close enough to have specks of mud and water flung into his face, but he only has money in his eyes.

“We didn’t even need that five hundred we gave up to get old Claire outta here!” a tenor voice proclaims, and several onlookers shout verbal agreements.

“Naw, we’ve hit the jackpot!”

As the men slide the final chunks of mud away from their new finding, they stare in awe at the immense marble slab imbedded in the mud.  None of them know exactly what they’ve found, but their unusual discovery causes many of the men to start muttering to themselves.  The exposed surface is about ten feet long by eight feet wide, and absolutely flat.  This monument also goes several yards under the soil, of which the surrounding researchers could not immediately determine the depth.  Most impressively, the surface is in mint condition, even after chucking at it while unveiling it.

One of the men leans over and squints at a tiny marking chiseled into the marble, dead at the center.  “What is that?” he inquires.  The crowd hushes up suddenly and glances over at what the man is pointing towards, then watches him saunter upon the surface and kneel down to examine it closely.  A handful of others descend from the edges, noticing one word and two numbers inscribed within a rectangular border.  A couple of the men rub it, perhaps believing they could acquire the Tucker green thumb in some magical way.  Others moan and curse the marble for its uselessness.

Then the slab begins to quiver from deep within.

As the men froze there, hunching over this inscription, a heavy wind pounds them from an undistinguishable direction, and a blinding beam of sunlight shoots out from a small parting of the deep grey clouds in the sky.  The men all look up as the deep rumbling continues to grow louder, and the rain quickly subsides around them.  Stricken by fear, a number of the excavators clear the site, but the men upon the marble look up as if a divinity were bound to ascend upon them.  The sunlight from above turns white, rapidly intensifying, and then races down in a pillar of electrons, creating a controlled fireball upon the slab.  As quickly as the fireball comes, it vanishes, leaving no tarnish upon the marble but the remains of fifteen charred, smoldering bodies, crumpled over each other in a pile at the center.

Immediately the men scatter towards town, some upchucking on themselves en route due to the sight and the unbearable stench.  Some whimpered in fear and others fell mute, in shock.  But none would tell the story, because none of them believed what they had just witnessed.

As the field becomes abandoned once more, the clouds drift away and dissipate among the vapors in the sky.  The heaps of mud piled around the marble, like a colony of ants reclaiming its territory, slide back over the location of the sacrifice, burying the burnt offerings and the mystery of Tucker’s field once again.

Three days after being presented with Solly’s foolproof blueprint, Ben was aroused from his television trance at 10 PM by a sharp rap against his bedroom window.  He rose from his unkempt futon and glanced out the window to see an animated Solly bouncing up and down outside his house.

Solly was there to meet him, absolutely drenched, as he crept out the front door. “Benny, you won’t believe what I just found.  You have to come with me right away.”  He turned away from Benny and started trotting down the sidewalk towards the end of Main Street.

“You are one crazy guy, Solly.  Where are we going?”

“Oh, we’re heading over to Tucker’s Alley.  I just found this crazy artifact over there this afternoon.  You won’t believe it, man.  It’s about as spiritual as it gets.”

Ben stopped.  He understood Solomon’s fascination with spiritual relics, but the site of his discovery struck a chill straight through his fingertips.  “No way, I’m not going over there.  That place is haunted.”

Solly stumbled to a halt, then pivoted around unsteadily to face Ben and his resistant attitude.  His trench coat flared out like a cape. “What, man?  That’s nonsense.”

“Solly, do you even know what happened over there?”

“Of course.  An angry mob raided Edwin’s place and burned him up.  But that’s folk legend stuff. You can’t believe any of that.  Urban legend garbage.”

“No, I’m talking about after that.”

“Yeah, then the place was abandoned.”

Ben sighed.  “After the Tuckers left, a bunch of guys tried to figure out the family’s secret to success, and a handful of them disappeared.  No one ever found those guys.  It’s all hush-hush, and that’s why the city tries to keep people out of there.”

He flung his hand with a motion similar to swatting a fly.  “Bah, that’s ‘nother tall tale.  C’mon, I’ve gotta show you this thing.  It’s huge.”

Ben reluctantly followed Solly as they made their way down to the end of the street, then cut to the left through the archway.  The familiar sloppy whitewash message stared at them through the darkness: “WELCOME TO TUCKER ALLEY: Historical Site – Please Do Not Enter Houses Or Fields.”  They continued down the poorly lit ruddy dirt road, of which Solly provided illumination upon with a greasy dim flashlight, and through the gate leading to the formerly fertile site known as Tucker’s Field.

“I was digging around out here earlier for a level spot for the temple and I came across this sucker.”  He shone the flashlight upon a spotless piece of masonry embedded in the field.  “See, there’s a little inscription on here, but my eyesight ain’t too good.  What does that say?”

Ben leaned in to examine it more closely, but dared not walk upon the stone.  His prevailing fear of this place prompted him not to be here at all, despite the urging of his acquaintance, let alone making contact with anything highly unusual.  He admired the incredibly smooth work, without deviation of any kind in the leveling besides that small inscription within a rectangular border.  “Move your flashlight a little higher… there.”  Ben squinted at it intently.  “1… Kins… no, that says Kings.  1 Kings… 18… colon, 1.”  Assured he had read it correctly, he glanced back up at Solly, who now bore a ghastly expression on his face.

“You said 1 Kings 18…1?”

Ben nodded slowly, suddenly curious and terrified at once.

“Unbelievable.  I’m certain this is where God will show His glory when Christ returns to earth.”  He tapped his toe upon the marble.  “That’s a Bible verse, Benny.  Have you ever read it?”

He shook his head minutely.

“It’s about the prophet Elijah.  God spoke to him and told him to go to Ahab and present a sacrifice in order to produce seven years of rainfall.”

“Whoa, for seven years straight.  It’s only been a couple of weeks here.”

“Nah.  Just regular rainfall.  The land was in the middle of this crazy drought, and because of Elijah’s sacrifice, God provided rainfall for seven years.”

“So why would this verse be sitting in this piece of rock in the middle of Tucker’s Field?”

“I don’t know, but this is definitely where we’re building the temple.  Right on.”

Thirty-three days of rain.  The streets were beginning to resemble small streams, and several of the sidewalk shops had closed down.  The news repeatedly announced that residents of Tucker were advised to stay indoors, but the continual rain only inspired Benjamin to put his faith in the theories of Solomon.  His immense wisdom, despite his desolate background, seemed to overcome Ben’s reasoning.

“The Tuckers were very religious people,” Solly blurted out as he sanded the left wing of an oak cherub statue.  “I heard from some people that their entire family regularly went to church, always sitting in the front, always bringing their Bibles.” He blew a layer of sawdust off the wing. “People were getting sick of them in this town.  That’s why they got chased out of here.”

“Where’d you hear that from?”

“Ah, around.  After awhile, you start to get bored and wander about, y’know, pickin’ stuff up here and there.  Can you help me with this?”  Ben rose from the crate and assisted Solly with moving the four-foot cherub into the corner of the abandoned stable. “That whole Tucker legend is crazy.  Sometimes you wonder if any of it is true.”

Ben was able to slip out of his house for a few hours every day to help the man “fulfill prophecy,” as he put it, but his purpose was simply to escape the dreariness of a rainy day and do something interesting during his summer vacation.  The temple construction materials were nearly complete, and according to Solomon, the assembly would be simple.  Over the last month, he had collected an assortment of building materials from the various houses on the Tucker property.  He had turned bureaus into small altars and lamp stands, and had gutted the surrounding sheds in order to make walls for the side rooms of the temple.  He even pulled moth-eaten sheets from several of the beds to make carpet.  Overall, the appearance of the materials he had put together were shabby and desperate looking, but the measurements and accuracy of his work were phenomenally perfect.

“Ho boy, I bet the Holy Spirit just swarmed all over that field, man.  Can you believe that the Tucker family produced harvests yielding nearly a hundred times what was sown?  It’s unbelievable stuff.”

Ben grabbed a piece of sandpaper as well.  “Did they ever find out how the family produced so much quality food for all those years?”

He scratched the graying stubble on his chin.  “Nah, they never did.  Every time the Tuckers were asked to spill it, they just kept sayin’ it was God’s will.”

“Oh.  Did they ever just check the soil?”

“Of course.  There were a handful of ‘investors’ that bought out some of the land and tried to start their own little farm on their property.  However, each crop failed miserably.  These guys would then sell back their fields, and the Tuckers would recultivate it and it would yield incredible crops once again.”  He picked up a shovel hanging on the wall near the doorway.  “After a while, they couldn’t figure out how the hell they kept doin’ it, so they just accused ‘em of witchcraft or something and chased ‘em out.  I’m gonna start putting the finishing touches on that foundation out there, if you wanna help me out.”

Ben stood still.  “Wtichcraft?  That doesn’t really make sense.”

Solly hesitated to exit, looking over his shoulder with tired eyes.  “Why not?”

“Well, why would a town founded on Christian elements be accusing the Christian founders of witchcraft?”

He patted his hair down and closed his eyes.  For a moment, he seemed to go into a deep trance, then immediately flinched and shook himself out of it.  “The legend says that every once in a while, other people living in the town spotted a bright orange flame in the middle of the field at night.  Several of the family members stood out there singing, too, and people passed it off as mystical chanting.  It’s likely they were just camping out there for fun, but that’s how legends get started up, huh?  People don’t understand the history of stuff and they twist it around.”  He forced a raspy chuckle, then went back outside into the rain.  

Ben wondered if the downpour had washed away the man’s sense of reasoning altogether.  

A week later, Tucker’s Field resembled a small oatmeal-colored lake.  The streets were nearly impassable; Ben made his way back to the field that afternoon with careful legs and a sense of determination.  As he approached the center of the field, he spotted a soggy Solly hammering a pillar into place.

“This is it, Benny!  It’s ready!” he grunted, barely able to lift his voice through the sound of the shower pummeling the field.

“Geez, have you been working on this thing all night?” He spanned out his arms with dis

“I’m ready for this.  The statues are inside, right in place of the original temple’s specs, and the holy of holies is complete.  I built it right over the big marble I dug up a few weeks ago.  I figure if God’s gonna land anywhere—“

“Solly, I wanted to tell you about that.  You can’t go in there!”

“Why not?  I built it.”

“No, you can’t go into the holy of holies.  You could die.  I figured it out.  You know that whole deal with the fifteen missing people?  It all makes sense.  Think about…” He stopped arguing.  No amount of arguing could move the stubborn man.

“What did I just tell you, Benny?  I built the temple!  God will deal with me on a level of utmost glorification.”  He threw his arms up like a referee calling a touchdown.

“But the Bible even says that no man has ever seen God and lived.  Not even Moses.”

Solomon bared his teeth and snatched the collar of Ben’s coat with both hands, bringing his face uncomfortably close so they touched noses. “Benny, this is not your will.”  He spoke slowly, with profundity, through his teeth.  “This is God’s will.  I’m telling you this.  Let me do His will right now.”  Solomon breathed laboriously, shooting water from his top lip at Ben’s face as he stared into him at point blank range.

“Solly, you can’t go in there.  You cannot see God and live.”  His face crumpled a bit, and a lump clogged his throat.

His cold, intensely quivering hands rose from Ben’s collar and slid to pincer Ben’s cheeks.  He squeezed Ben’s bottom jaw with the palms of his hands, causing his lower lip to jut out.  “Ben… I’m going to see God.  I’m going in there… and I’m going to see the holiness of God with my own eyes.  I will be the first to witness His return.  Pray for me.”  He laid a sloppy kiss upon Ben’s lips, then abruptly released his hold and sprinted to the temple, squeezing between the pillars and entering the doorway.

The rain mingled with Ben’s tears as he stood there, knee deep in murky water, in the middle of Tucker’s field.  He looked across the uniform line of houses across Tucker Alley, wondering how the family was able to bear the sacrifice they made every seven years for the sake of their prosperity, for their covenant with God.

Benjamin faced away from the temple as a ray of light shone from a space in the sky, gradually intensifying until the beam appeared to be solid.  A low rumbling stirred up the soil under the rippling water as the rain quelled, and a searing bolt shot through the ceiling of the temple straight into the holy of holies, effectively burning the new sacrifice unto the Lord.

