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Brianna Buynak is nothing if not the most potent mixture of stubbornness and 

determination in a human being. 

In the summer of 2010, there was a week of straight rain. The sun may have come out for 

a few hours each day, and I’m pretty sure we never saw the moon. On the last and wildest day of 

the rain, Brianna decided that we should go to Mt. Pisgah, the state park nearest to her house. We 

had both had “that kind of week” and Brianna wanted nothing more than to scream her heart out 

in a thunderstorm. I’ve always been afraid of thunderstorms, but having someone with the 

courage to stand up and declare war on the wilderness was enough to get me on board.  

The car ride there was the hardest part. I don’t know how she was able to get us to the 

state park. The rain poured down in waves, causing me to question whether or not we were still 

on the road, not the river bed. I asked her how we were going to get there. She said we would or 

we would die trying. A burst of lightning revealed the solemnity of her face, a clap of thunder 

backed up her charismatic monotone.  

We made it to the park, but the ponds’ overflow stopped us from getting too far. We 

parked the car by the nearest restroom and made our way out to a picnic table. My eyes slowly 

adjusted to the lack of moonlight and I could just make out my friend’s face. Her short, semi-

bobbed hair was plastered to her skin, a frame around her set features. The next flash gave me 

the opportunity to see her clenched jaw and her balled fists.  



Was it fear that had her so rigid? No, it was something else. Fear keeps you in the car 

where you know it’s safe. Fear doesn’t walk out onto a picnic table to scream at the tempests.  

And yell she did. I stood in the wet grass, wind whipping my drenched clothes in every direction. 

I looked up at the strong, feminine figure of my friend who, on sunnier days, makes it her 

mission to find the most adorable plushy patterns on the internet. I listened as my friend vented 

her frustrations, challenging the thunder with her powerful voice to a yelling match, when in the 

spring she’d sing Brahms and Webber like they were written for her.  

“Are you coming up?” she asked, looking down at me at once both challenging my fear 

and asking me for support. I nodded, took her outstretched hand, and climbed onto the picnic 

table. Together we screamed and cried with the clouds.  

We stood on the picnic table, our voices hoarse and our lungs tired, until the storm 

passed. The sun came up over the mountain and we climbed down from the worn picnic table. 

We talked briefly about what we said to the angry sky, but never spent much time on it. We got 

out what we needed to get out. Our dark moods were cleansed by the morning sun, and in the 

spirit of friendship, we did what anyone would do in the brilliant natural lighting: we took 

pictures of ourselves. 
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