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I have looked and looked for fulgurites with no success up to this point in time. One of 

these days I am going to find a beautiful specimen. Sadly, I have probably been in the vicinity of 

this elusive creature without knowing it was there. Have you ever seen one? Do you know what a 

fulgurite is? I call this a creature because the Creator of the heavens and earth makes fulgurites in 

the most fascinating way. If you know something about Latin you might have guessed. “Fulgur” 

means lightning. 

Lightning is a fascinating study in itself. Lest I steal my own thunder for a later article, 

I’ll be brief here. Lightning strikes the earth about one hundred times a second. It is the 

movement of the positive and negative charges of electricity in the air between clouds or from 

the clouds to the ground. The strokes of lightning travel at the speed of light 186,282 miles per 

second. They discharge about a hundred million volts of electricity and heat the air in their path 

to more than sixty thousand degrees F. 

When lightning strikes sand or certain kinds of rocks the tremendous heat melts the 

material in its path. When the melted material solidifies it creates a permanent record of the 

passing of the lightning. It creates a “tube” of natural glass that is called a fulgurite. In the dunes 

the loose sand around this “tube” can be blown away by the wind or washed away with the rain 

to expose the fulgurite. 

Fulgurites are like tubes of the finest blown glass, and just as delicate. A kind and helpful 

naturalist from the Indiana Dunes State Park allowed me to examine closely several specimens 

that were discovered there. The outside had a bubbly gray look. It felt like sandpaper because 

sand grains were imbedded in the outside of the tube, which was an inch or less in diameter and 

thin as paper. The inside is smooth rippled glass. Apparently, the lightening hits the ground and 

melts its way deeper and deeper. Then, the tube seems to shrink slightly as the molten glass 

solidifies. The fulgurites resemble two to three foot long icicles with a similar meandering shape. 

Their diameter is typically from one-half to two inches, which the scientists say is the size of a 

bolt of lightning. It is amazing to think that all the brilliance and power of lightning is focused in 

such a small diameter of energy. 

Because they are so fragile, fulgurites are usually broken when they are found. 

Sometimes they can be dug out and preserved by working very carefully. They are so fragile that 

they disappear when they are blasted by the blowing sand. They can be broken like a fragile 

glass Christmas ornament. Perhaps you can now understand how difficult it is to find fulgurites 

in the dunes. I wonder if I walked over them in years past before I knew they existed? One of 

these days I hope to find a beauty! Until then, I’ll keep looking. 

My family wonders what I would do with a fulgurite if I did find one. (Kind of like the 

dog finally catching the car he has been chasing.) Admittedly, part of the fun is the chase. The 

thrill of discovery would be exciting, too. My intention would be to put my discovery in a 

display case for others to see. That way others could be amazed by and rejoice at this beautiful 

and unique glasswork made by the finger of the Creator Himself. Then, they too, could wonder 

at the greatness of the God we serve. 

It seems to me that one of the primary reasons why we are to study and learn about the 

creation around us is for the purpose of witnessing. Learning about the wonders of the world 

around us gives us a connection point to talk about the Creator of that wonder and the greatest 



Wonder, Jesus Christ. We should never take that revelation for granted. Shame on us if we fail to 

pass on the excitement of studying the creation to our children. 

 

Fulgurite 
A fulgurite a rare thing is, 

A hidden treasure, easy to miss. 

Looking, I’ve cast my eye around, 

Yet, it’s elusive and can’t be found. 

 

I’m told they’re found on the dunes crest, 

To look on the one higher than the rest. 

I think it’s because they’re closer to heaven there, 

As the Lord reached down to show us His care. 

 

Only He such a delicate creature can make, 

As the sky and the earth around shakes; 

By touching the earth with His finger, 

A sign of His passing before us lingers. 

 

Like delicate blown glass, gray in color, 

The fulgurite looks and feels like no other. 

Often sought, but rarely found, 

Till, its Maker uncovers it in the ground. 

 

The Lord another treasure makes from the earth, 

Compared to the fulgurite of much greater worth. 

With His finger He causes the dust to raise, 

In awesome wonder reveals a saint to His praise. 
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