
Electrocution  

I   started   working   at   the   Dover   Dairy   Maid   when   I   was   just   14   years   old.    I   had   told   my  
grandfather   that   I   wanted   to   start   making   my   own   money   so   that   I   could   lessen   the  
financial   burdens   that   my   single   mother   was   experiencing.    He   agreed   it   was   time   and  
went   with   me   to   talk   with   the   owners,   Greek   immigrants,   that   had   attended   school   with  
my   grandparents.    Mrs.   Pavlos   thought   I   was   too   young.    But   Mr.   Pavlos   listened   to   my  
grandfather   as   he   explained   that   I   was   mature,   motivated   and   very   responsible.    I   was  
hired   and   remained   employed   at   this   family   run   business   for   10   years.    It   was   three  
years   after   I   first   began   this   job   that   I   experienced   death   up   close   and   the   fullness   of  
faith.  
 
It   was   the   spring   of   1998.   I   was   working   in   the   back   of   the   store   making   waffle   cones,  
while   Florence,   the   daughter   of   the   owner,   was   busy   making   ice   cream   cakes.    The   store  
was   open,   but   it   was   still   early   so   it   wasn’t   busy   yet.    We   were   chatting   about   my   first  
year   at   college   and   how   nice   it   was   to   be   home   for   the   summer.    On   the   roof,   2  
electricians   were   working   on   fixing   one   of   the   neon   signs.    I   remember   the   sweet   smell   of  
the   ice   cream   and   waffle   cones.    I   was   carefree   and   excited   to   be   starting   my   summer.  
 
Suddenly   there   was   a   bang   on   our   back   door   and   it   swung   open   and   what   I   thought   was  
a   robber   appeared.    He   was   sweating   and   screaming,   “Help!    My   partner’s   not  
breathing!”   I   froze,   confused   and   very   slow   to   process   what   was   happening.    Florence  
swung   into   action.    She   knew   the   man,   he   was   one   of   the   electricians   from   the   roof.  
Before   I   knew   it,   she   was   calling   911   and   I   heard   her   say   ‘electrocuted’,   ‘no,   I   don’t   know  
CPR!”   I   heard   myself   say   out   loud,   “I   know   CPR,   I   can   help.”   I   felt   as   if   I   was   being  
pushed   by   an   unknown   presence   to   go   outside   and   I   found   myself   climbing   the   ladder   to  
the   roof.    Nothing   could   have   prepared   me   for   what   I   saw.  
 
Laying   on   the   roof   next   to   the   sign   was   a   man.    It   felt   like   an   eternity   as   I   took   in   the  
sight   of   his   burned   fingers,   the   sight   of   bodily   fluids   coming   from   his   mouth,   nose   and  
ears   and   the   unforgettable   smell   of   burning   skin.    His   eyes   seemed   fixed   on   the   sky.    I  
began   pushing   in   his   chest   while   screaming,   “save   him,   please   God   save   him!”    In   all   the  
chaos   and   panic,   the   man’s   eyes   met   mine   and   he   spoke.    “He   already   has.”   He   said   it  
clear   as   day   and   then   his   eyes   looked   like   glass   and   again   were   fixed   on   the   sky.   He   was  
gone,   but   not   without   professing   his   faith   as   his   final   act   on   Earth.  
 
I   looked   around,   but   heard   nothing.    It   was   as   if   I   was   in   a   tunnel.   I   could   see   things  
happening,   but   heard   nothing.    The   fire   department   was   raising   a   ladder   and   I   saw   a  
firefighter   climbing   onto   the   roof.    He   was   coming   toward   the   man   and   I.    It   was   then  
that   I   began   hearing   again   and   processing   what   was   happening.    I   saw   John,   the   owner’s  
son,   and   ran   to   him.    He   said   I   was   crazy   to   have   come   to   the   roof   because   I   could   have  
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been   electrocuted   too.    He   said   that   the   paramedics   would   help.    That’s   when   I   told   him  
that   the   man   had   already   died.    He   didn’t   believe   me,   but   I   knew   for   sure.  
 
I   don’t   remember   many   details   of   what   happened   after   that.    I   remember   standing  
across   the   street,   my   mother   and   grandfather   were   there.    I   spoke   with   the   police,   but  
had   very   little   to   offer.   The   next   day,   I   found   out   that   the   man   was   36   and   married.  
When   the   police   went   to   inform   his   widow   of   the   terrible   accident,   she   ran.    They   were  
undocumented   Honduran   immigrants   and   his   wife   feared   the   police.   I   still   have   no   idea  
how   she   was   ever   informed   or   what   happened   to   her.  
 
What   I   do   know   is   how   that   man   forever   changed   my   life.    He   was   dying   and   as   I  
pleaded   for   God   to   save   him,   he   had   the   ability   to   tell   me   he   was   already   saved!    What  
did   he   mean   when   he   said   that?    He   wasn’t   saved,   he   was   dying,   and   his   wife’s   life   was  
about   to   be   turned   upside   down   both   by   his   death   and   a   system   that   labels   people  
‘illegal’.    It   took   me   about   3   years   before   I   was   able   to   process   what   had   happened.  
Whenever   I   think   about   faith,   I   think   of   this   man   as   he   met   his   death.    He   wasn’t   scared,  
he   didn’t   fight.    Instead,   his   final   words   were   a   profession   of   his   faith.    He   knew   he   was  
dying,   and   he   chose   to   tell   me   that   he   was   already   saved.    He   was   ready   to   meet   his  
Father.    He   wasn’t   afraid   to   die.    He   didn’t   know   that   his   last   day   would   come   in   May   of  
1998,   but   he   was   ready   and   he   professed   that   in   his   moment   of   death.  
 
Over   the   years,   this   event   that   had   always   been   a   horrific   memory   for   me,   somehow  
became   a   source   of   inspiration   for   me.    When   death   comes,   will   I   be   ready?    Will   I  
profess   my   faith   at   the   time   of   my   death?    Will   my   final   words   be   a   profession   of   my  
faith?    Honestly,   I   believe   the   answer   would   be   no.    I   hated   that   the   answer   was   no!  
Over   roughly   the   last   20   years,   I   have   been   on   a   mission   to   change   my   answer   to   a   solid  
yes.    I'm   not   there   yet,   but   closer.    I   often   wonder   how   a   person   gets   to   the   point   of   fully  
turning   their   life   over   to   God   and   His   will.    
 
This   wondering   is   what   led   me   to   become   steadfast   in   my   desire   to   work   with   the  
immigrant   and   refugee   population.    Does   a   person   have   to   have   horrible   things   happen  
to   them   to   find   and   trust   God?   Why   is   it   that   those   who   have   experienced   unimaginable  
events   in   their   lives,   so   openly   and   wholeheartedly   worship   and   praise   God?   I   don’t  
know   the   story   of   the   man   that   died   on   that   roof.    I   spent   less   than   five   minutes   with   him  
yet   his   words   echo   in   my   ears   whenever   my   faith   falters.    I   was   further   reminded   of  
God’s   presence   through   a   quote   by   one   of   the   Lost   Boys   of   Sudan.    He   said,   “I   was   lost  
from   my   family   and   country,   but   I   was   never   lost   from   my   God.”    I   have   come   to   trust  
God   in   my   darkest   moments.    I   continue   to   pray   that   I   can   come   to   fully   trust   and   praise  
him   in   all   the   other   moments.  
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