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			 Water, Water Everywhere
     On August 15, 1993, after we’d already had our crops hailed out once, necessitating a replant, and had been experiencing other weather challenges, we were in for another unpleasant surprise, courtesy of Mother Nature.  
At about 3 a.m., we were awakened by clanking and banging sounds coming from the basement. Even though the structure is just an ordinary farm basement, not equipped for entertainment, a noise of that kind at that time of day, was quite unsettling.
     We had retired to bed the night before, amid pouring rain, but we thought nothing of it, except for its effect on our already stressed crops. We arose from our bed to see what all the commotion was about. 
     Making our way through the dining room and kitchen to the landing just beyond, we could not believe our eyes. As we turned on the light, and stared down into the basement, we saw everything that was not weighed down floating in a foot of murky, brown water. What wasn’t floating, so far, was our washer and dryer, freezer, furnace, and water softener. But the water was still rising.
      Putting on his five-buckle farm boots, Gordon made his way through the rain to find our sump pump out in our farm shed, and managed bring it in.  and get it plugged in and operational without getting himself electrocuted.
       Watching the water rising still, in spite of the pump working at full tilt, he said, “We’re going to have to go to Arnold’s to get his sump pump.” Arnold was his brother with whom we had farmed. Arnold’s building site, if not his farm sat on a small hill.
    Somehow, once again, we made our way through the driving rain to our pickup in the shed, and started the trek to his brother’s place, a mile and a half away. But, when we pulled out of our driveway, all we could see was water; where the fields should have been, in the roads above five-foot ditches teeming with water, even above the blacktop road a quarter mile away being threatened with a washout. We decided to turn around, and try the long way to his brother’s, back past our house and fields, and the neighbor’s pasture, where we viewed cattle in chest-high water, around our square mile of gravel roads, to another blacktop.
     Even though our area is known as Deer Creek Valley, and we live in a normally high-water table, in our twenty-five years of living here at the time, we had never seen anything like this. 
     Arriving at Arnold’s, we found a nearby bridge over Deer Creek flooded. That blocked an alternative route back home.
     Somehow, we made our way back home with the second sump pump and got it going. The two pumps worked for the better part of the day before we could even think of seeing our basement floor.
     As it turned out, we were able to save all the appliances in the basement, except for our chest type freezer. Thankfully, it did not contain very much food at the time.
     But, once the flood waters receded, the real work began. Due to flood saturation, we had to discard anything stored in the basement at the time, including the remaining food in the freezer and disinfect the walls and floor of the basement.
      But that was not the worst of it. Area wide, hundreds, if not thousands of acres of corn and soybeans were lost, due to water standing on them too long. Earlier in the year, heavy rains had washed out young crops, necessitating a replant. And then, there were the extremely cool temperatures that summer. Because of not getting enough heat to grow a crop, that year became known as the year with no summer. Our corn crop was so lightweight it was like chaff and our soybeans were like BBs. Crop insurance adjusters were a welcome commonplace in our area. That, and the flood of the century. A year we will never forget.

