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“I really don’t’ think this is  good idea.” 
 “Awh come on Syd, lighten up,” my friend Cassidy replied. “We’re just gonna practice for a little bit, then we’ll 
bike home. If it starts to rain at all, we can go home. Deal?” 
 “Fine,” I muttered, biting my lip. Soccer tryouts were coming up soon, and Cassidy and I were both going out for 
the team. I was spending the night at Cassidy’s, so she thought it would be the perfect opportunity to practice at the park, 
not caring that it was supposed to storm in an hour. 
 “This looks like a good spot Cass,” I yelled back and parked my bike behind a tree nearby the big field, which 
was surrounded by trees. I grabbed the ball out of my bag and began dribbling around a little. I was rusty. My passes were 
weak and I couldn’t get my kick over Cassidy’s head. Cassidy, on the other hand, was a whole different story. 
 WHAM. Cassidy’s kick flew way over my head and hit a tree behind me. A ton of water shook from the 
branches.  
 “Whoa good kick!” I shouted to Cassidy. “It made a ton of water fall from the tree!” 
 “What did you say Sydney?” Cassidy asked, suddenly sounding scared. 
 “A TON OF WATER – “ I started to shout so she could hear me, then the realization hit me. It was supposed 
to start raining an hour after we left. But it couldn’t have been an hour, it only felt like fifteen minutes. 
 “Cass,” I asked shakily, “what time is it?” Cassidy glanced at her phone and back up at me. 
 “7:15,” she replied nervously. That was a whole hour and fifteen minutes after we left. Then I looked up. Since 
the field we were playing on was surrounded by trees the leaves and branches covered the area where we were playing. But 
when I listened closely, I could hear the rain. Cassidy and I raced for our bikes, which were soaked. 
Cassidy paled. “Ok, maybe not.” I was wondering why she was acting so strange about it, then I remembered. For some 
reason, Cassidy was deathly afraid of thunder storms. 
 “Come on Cassidy, let’s get back to your house,” I told her as we both jumped on our bikes. I knew the way, it 
was only three blocks away, but all uphill. “We can make it, it’ll be okay” I said in an effort to comfort her. Lightning 
flashed in the distance. Cassidy looked ready to cry. 
 “Cassidy if you count the distance between thunder and lightning, that’s how many miles away the storm is. That 
was easily twenty seconds. We’ll be fine,” I said, but I was scared too. We began the uphill trek home. Thunder rumbled 
again. 
 “One, two, three, four,” I heard Cassidy count behind me. Lightning struck at fifteen seconds. This was a fast 
moving storm. The rain poured down, making it hard to see in front of us. 
 We passed the park entrance, only two blocks left. Then the uphill part really began. It was always hard to bike 
uphill, but even harder when rain was streaming down the sidewalk. Thunder. 
 “One, two, three, four,” I could hear Cassidy counting again. Lightning. Eight seconds. Now I was really getting 
worried. 
 “Don’t psych yourself out,” I said quietly to myself. “Let’s just pretend this is a soccer game. The first half is 
always fun, but if you’re losing the second half you really have to fight for it.” I thought of the first half practicing with 
Cassidy, but now it was the second half. I had to fight to get home before we were in the heart of the storm. Not only for  
myself, but for Cassidy too. 
 “Hey Cassidy,” I suddenly braked on my bike. “Why don’t we just call your  parents and have them pick us up?” 
I asked, wondering why I hadn’t thought of this earlier. 
 “My dad’s on a business trip and my mom’s at a dinner for work forty-five minutes away,” Cassidy replied. 
 “Well that plan was a bust,” I murmured and kept biking. Thunder. 
 “One, two, three, fo-“ Cassidy began. Lightning. Two blocks, we could do this.  
 “Halfway through the second half,” I mumbled to myself again. “We’re catching up, but we’ll have to keep 
fighting if we want to win.” I glanced to my left and saw a huge log on the corner, a sign that we only had one more block 
to go. I could hear Cassidy crying behind me.  
 “One more block Cassidy we can do this!” I shouted back and started to pedal harder Thunder, louder this time 
than it ever was. 
 “One, two,” Cassidy began, but was cut off by a bright flash of lightning. Cassidy yelped and I could hear her 
sobbing. I was wet, freezing and terrified, but I had to stay strong. I could see Cassidy’s neighborhood coming up. 
 We both turned and pedaled fast up the street. I could count the pedals until we arrived at Cassidy’s house. 
Thunder. Neither of us needed to count. One second later lightning flashed. After what seemed like an eternity, we arrived 
at Cassidy’s house. We threw our bikes in Cassidy’s garage and just as we stepped through the door there was a loud boom 
of thunder, followed by flash of lightning. 
 “And we score,” I said quietly to myself and followed Cassidy inside. 
 

 


