






The Storm of the Century
Linda Monnahan Peterson
	It was hyped for over a week. Was supposed to come in on Saturday evening with a vengeance. Yeah, yeah, yeah. We who have lived in southern Minnesota long enough have come to expect a big snowstorm somewhere in the time between St. Patrick’s Day and the State High School basketball tournaments, which occur later in the month.
	The storm was to begin on Saturday evening, with those of us in the southern tier of counties receiving rain, sleet, and ice, (oh good! Another ice storm like ’91, when the wind whipped ice-laden power lines, causing the power poles to break like match sticks,) while those counties to the north of us were to get gradient amounts of snow, up to twenty inches.
	When we went to bed on Saturday night, nothing much was happening, save for our Pastor cancelling services at both his churches for Sunday, with other rural churches soon following suit. 
	I thought, just in case, I’d better fill a couple of pitchers of water for drinking, as well as the bathtub with water, so that, if we lost electricity for any amount of time, we could at least have water to drink and be able to flush the stool.
	By the time I got up at four o’clock, rain was coming down vigorously, quickly turning to sleet and ice, and was making artistic designs on the bathroom window.
When I got up at 5:45, the precipitation had turned (thank God!) to blowing snow. At that time, we had an inch on the ground. By the middle of the day, we had a howling blizzard that would last through the night.
	Area roads were iced over. Interstate 35 was closed from the Twin Cities to Ames, Iowa. Interstate 90 was closed from Albert Lea,Minnesota to the South Dakota border. No travel was advised throughout the area.
	  Here at our acreage, we woke up on Monday morning to more blowing, ten inches of snow, with some of the drifts sculpted to look like mounds of seven-minute frosting. North and east of us, snow amounts totaled from seventeen to twenty inches.
We also had a real temperature of five below zero, with a much lower windchill. Here is where it got interesting, and quite harrowing. My husband, Gordon said, “I think I’ll go out to put ice melt on the deck. It’s icy and slick out there.”
     Just as I’d put my first load of laundry in the wash, I heard him banging on the screen door, saying, “Let me in!”
	Why can’t he open the door himself? 
After he’d worked to free the door of ice, he’d gone about the job at hand. When he tried to get back in, the door had refrozen or landed on another track. We spent twenty minutes kicking at the door, trying to free it of ice, with no luck. Was he going to freeze to death out there?
       I ran downstairs to find a screwdriver with which to try to pry the door open. No luck.
In desperation, I said, “Call Ben. Maybe he’ll have an idea.” He is our snow removal guy who lives fenceline to fenceline with us. Before long, he appeared, saying, “I had to make a couple of runs at my driveway to get through.”
       Within a few minutes of both of us both picking and kicking at the at the door, it finally gave, and Gordon was in the house safe, given the opportunity to thaw out.
	And that, my friends, is the saga of the blizzard of ’26!
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