Fulminology
Thursday 11th August 1932


Miss Collin’s father had told her
[bookmark: _GoBack]that when you can see Castlerock
it is about to rain, and when you can’t
see Castlerock it is raining.

So, she gathered armfuls washing
in from the line fearing her endeavour
be in vain, for up to that point
it had been a good day for drying.

Settled in her front parlour with a cup of tea
and a German biscuit, she remarked to herself
on the calmness of the storm coloured water,
and was surprised to see the first flash.

Thinking lightning was mainly concerned
with trees, and church spires,
and men foolish enough to play golf in the rain,
she persisted with her refreshments, untroubled.

Miss Collins was fortunate to escape unscathed,
and the roof was not too badly damaged; 
but from that day forth, she rarely ventured far from home,
believing firmly that lightning rarely strikes twice.

The signs were there, if one had known what to look for;
afterwards she carried herself with a sense
of aloofness, head tilted slightly back,
a weather eye always open.

