On The Rise

By Mark R. Henrichsen

I sat on the rise of a hill overlooking a river valley.  The sky was a crystal blue that colored to eternity and beyond.  The clouds told of an approaching shower, but were distant enough to be comforting.  The friendly sun ever so gently smiled, and radiated life to all below.  I had been baked to a golden-brown and continued to bask on the warm earth.


Fog was clinging to the trees around the riverlet that ran through the valley.  It was slowly spreading, caressing the warm earth.  The air was cooling and stirring slightly in the progressing afternoon.  It spoke softly to me, whispering of the coming night.  I quickly and intentionally repressed that thought, wanting to savor the sweetness of the hour as long as possible.


My soul was reveling in the view.  I saw all of God’s creation in all of its detail and intricacy.  Trees rustled behind me on the rise, and on neighboring hills.  The meadows were buzzing with activity.  Symphonies of animals were singing a new refrain to the tune of life they had been singing for millennia.  Everything fit perfectly in its place and was performing its task without flaw.


The greater part of my exhilaration came from the powerful order in creation, or rather as I saw it, the order and power man brought to creation.  Separated from the meadows and forests by stone fences, vast amber fields swayed in the breeze.  These fields stood at attention, in strictly regimented rectangles.  I reflected on how a trumpet could tumble stone walls, only to have them rebuilt mightier.  


In the center of these fields was a humble village, with its wood and brick buildings and lone church.  Yet, like its four traffic lights, though humble and small, this village still had great command.  It controlled and organized the entire area surrounding.


The village had sprung up where the roads leading to the valley met.  There were two.  One followed the meandering course of the riverlet along the valley.  It wandered through other hamlets of similar size and situation until it ended in the city –where-lakes-meet.  On occasion, city folk would venture out this far on a Sunday drive in their sleek automobiles.  Man had such mobility!  He could zip from one place to another faster than any animal could run.  He had harnessed the muscle of nature, and was in total control. 


The other road stretched from the New city to the City-of-glass.  This one passed right over the hills.  In some places, this road ventured deep in the heart of the earth, when passing under a mountain.  Man had cut, shaped and molded the earth.  He was master.  Mighty diesel-engined trucks frequented this route.  They sped from one city to the next, and beyond, carrying important cargoes.  I loved to watch them, with their colorful, shiny containers.  I tried to imagine what strange ports they had originated from, and which exotic lands were their destinations.  As I often did, I was musing about what I saw.  I thought it was marvelous how people had given these metal monsters the power to whiz from sea to sea.


My favorite thing to do, when on the rise, was to watch the activities in the ville from above.  I watched as unsuspecting speeders were caught in the snare of Sheriff Geltz’s speed trap, or as the people I knew all too well went through their daily routines of shopping, gossip and busy-ness.


I was watching the day run its course, and draw near to its close.  People were on their way home, closing up shop, and preparing to sup.  The truckers were putting on a little push, to get a bit further before stopping to refuel both body and truck.  There was a slight chill in the air, from the evening, and the imminent shower.  I shivered but stayed to catch five more minutes of the glory of the world.  Never before or since has five minutes had such a profound effect on my life.  I have often revisited those few moments, and both revered and regretted them.


One of the metal monsters was speeding down the mountain side.  At first I thought nothing of it, thinking the driver was just pushing further.  Then I noticed all of the other drivers were yielding the way to it, and I saw flashing headlights.  The metal monster was careening down the mountain without brakes!  I wanted to help, to reach out a God-like hand from my Deitous post and stop the inevitable, but I could only watch in horror.  


Joe McGarrity had just left the garage in town, and was headed for the main intersection.  I screamed, cried, and wanted desperately to be sick.  It felt as if my gall was stewing in the evil pits of Hell.  I felt so sinfully black, looking into the visage of death, unable to turn away.

When it was over, I marveled that there was no sound.  I was too distant to hear anything, but my own cries of anguish.  My throat hurt, and I realized that I was still screaming.  


I collapsed, crushed.  I sobbed in a heap until the sun lingered on the mountain top.  The thunderhead mocked my grief by thundering, but refusing to shed a single tear.


While my tears were still wet, I looked up to see what pieces of my world remained intact.  The valley and riverlet were still there.  The sky was blue still, although slightly deeper.  The clouds were hastening elsewhere.  My skin was hot and sore.  I wanted my heart to burn and hurt with fire as my skin did, but I couldn’t.  For the second time, I wanted, but just couldn’t give, even to myself.


I continued looking and listening.  The wind again was whispering, but this time I listened closely.  It spoke not just of the sunset, but of its inevitable rising again.  I listened to the song of life, and found it sung as much as jubilantly about death.  It was an integral part of life, inseparable.


Finally, I had to address the very powers that robbed me of my naiveté.  It wasn’t that I wanted it back, but I wanted to understand what reality was.  I realized that man was indeed not the powerful order in creation, but rather one of the ordered by the power of creation.  


I watched in awe as the sun set in fiery glory, and gave some of its last golden light the riverlet below and the dark clouds passing above.  Then  I stood, slightly taller and watched for the first time as the stars came out one by one.
