Linda Peterson 

						Storm Clouds
	“We’d better get to the basement,” I said, as ugly green-black clouds loomed over
head, and a violent gust of wind let us know something drastic was about to happen. A 
couple of hours before this, we had been sitting on the back porch, admiring a 
beautiful old maple tree, which towered over the machine shed, when we were driven 
into the house by a shower of pouring rain. 
	Once in the basement, we situated ourselves in the fruit cellar, a small, but sturdy
structure on the south side of the basement. After about a half an hour, while listening to 
the radio, we heard the first tornado warning for our county. A tornado had been sighted
about thirty miles away from us. Up until, now the radio station had been broadcasting a 
Minnesota Twins game, with no weather warnings at all.  
Minutes after this, hailstones began beating on the house siding, and the wind 
blew so fiercely, we wondered if the house would stand. More than an hour later, after 
having been given the “all clear”, we came out of the basement to discover we had no 
electricity and several downed trees. 
       One blocked the driveway, another, the one we had admired just hours before, lay, 
splintered, atop the crumpled machine shed, which sheltered two of our tractors. A
tornado watch was continued until two a.m., so we didn’t even think of going to bed until 
then. We received over five inches of rain during that storm.
We slept fitfully for two- and one-half hours, until daylight dawned, and we could assess  
the remaining damage. We found three trees uprooted by the storm, leaving small craters 
in the yard and laying on the ground.
     Much work and expense lay ahead of us.

