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The two ice fishermen were sitting in the modified hut that Henry had mounted on a sled. It was a simple store-bought metal storage hut with insulation, wood and a small bed. The center had a bucket with a sand wedge to be able to cut through the ice. There was a lid to cover the bucket so they could cover it when they had to move it. Being on a sled made it easier to move. They were trying to catch some fish when the wind began to whip up. Gene spoke up. “Henry, we need to get out of here. Something isn’t right. The temp is dropping really fast, faster than I have ever seen. I keep feeling my ears pop as if the pressure is changing.” 

“We aren’t in any danger. We need to catch ...” the sound of thunder rolled across the sky. Henry looked up. That wasn’t right. There were no storms on the forecast for the night. Maybe his buddy was right with something being off. “That was thunder, wasn’t it? Got your ice cleats on, Gene? Can you see if there is anything going on? I‘m going to secure this thing.” Henry started to wonder what was going on and had a strange feeling that there was a problem. They should have caught something by now but nothing. Not even a nibble on this night.

Gene went to go out the door and the wind was getting louder. Taking a deep breath, he turning the corner of the shelter, he cried out and dropped his phone. He had been trying to get the flashlight on and had gotten the video camera running. There was a tornado starting to move across the lake. Leaving the phone, he fought his way back to the door. The ice cleats were barely giving him any traction on the ice. The wind was pulling him toward the twister. He had to fight to get to the door.

When Gene got inside, he was shaking. “We have a problem. There is a ...” the wind began to whistle so loud that they couldn’t hear each other. Gene saw the door was rattling extremely hard and went to grab it.

Suddenly the door was yanked open, and Gene was hanging on to the door frame. His body was floating in the air and being pulled to the twister. Henry tried to grab him only to lose his grip and watch his friend being sucked up into the tornado. He hoped the ice hooks that slammed into the ice would hold the shelter down. Henry fought with the door and was able to get it shut and slam the locking stake in place.

Sitting there Henry was terrified with what he saw. He was shaken sober when an ice spear shot through the walls and slammed into the wall next to him. He screamed in shock. The shelter shook as the winds and ice shards and spears slammed all around it. It shook and slammed around but the hooks held. The fact that the shelter was elevated a bit by the sled kept it on the ice.

The phone was recording not only the sound but the images of the ice tornado as it moved across the ice. Two ice spears hit on either side of it. Somehow it wasn’t damaged but pinned in place and continued to record until the battery died. 

Soon the storm passed, and Frank curled up in the sleeping bag on the bed and waited for the sun to come up. It was a long night and a lonely night. Frank was terrified to fall sleep because he feared the storm would return. He could radio the sheriff in the morning.
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The phone rang at Steve’s office. Not thinking he answered it. “Lost Lake Weather Research Station, this is Steve, how can I help you?” he wasn’t paying attention to the caller id.

“Steve, it’s Bill. I need to talk to Vicki. I got a strange problem here and it makes no sense to me. I got a couple of reports of a tornado out on Little Lost Lake. According to one person, someone died.” Bill had the sound in his voice like he thought it was a joke of some kind. Either way he wanted to go away.

“Are you sure they aren’t pulling your chain? You know Vicki is a bit ... correction ... a lot out there. We keep her because she has a 95% correction rate on forecast but we don’t let her talk to people, because she scares the hell out of them. You have heard some of the forecast that she has made.”

“I know, that is why I need to talk to her. Vicki is smart, but she doesn’t always think before she talks.” Bill said. “Maybe she can understand what really happened to Gene. To be honest, I am wondering if there isn’t something going on that Henry is trying to hide.”

“OK... OK, if you insist ... transferring.”

Vicki was working on some models when her phone rang. It was on her direct line and came through Steve’s office. Great ... what she done now? He wouldn’t call ... unless it was an emergency or someone had asked for her. The only people that wanted to talk to her were the conspiracy nuts. The automated voice said that it was Bill, the Sheriff of Lost Lake County. He normally didn’t call unless there was a major problem. “This is Vicki, how can I help you, Bill?”

“Vicki, I am glad that I got you on the phone. Can you tell me what is going on at Little Lost Lake? I gave a general rundown to Steve. You are the only one that I think might have a clue. I’ve got a strange story for you. You know Henry and Gene, the ice fishing team? Well, I had to get Henry and Henry’s fishing hut off the ice. He told me that Gene was taken by a tornado. I’ve never heard of one in the winter. They are mostly a spring or summer issue and then in the flat-lands.” Bill seemed relieved that he had Vicki on the phone and not someone else. He could pass the problem to her or maybe Vicki would have an easy answer. Vicki was known for thinking outside the box when strange weather was coming up. That was why Steve kept her away the general public. Her forecast were scarily accurate. She would be totally honest with the with what she saw coming.

“A tornado? Is Henry OK? Does he have any proof of it? Can I talk to him? Has Gene shown up yet?” Vicki asked. This could prove her theory right that the weather was being changed using fossil fuels. But still this sounded like they were drunk, and there was some form of accident, yet the research needed to be done to find out either way. This would prove that there are major changes in the weather due to global warming. She had written a paper on the weather turning extreme due to man’s interference, but no one had taken it seriously. This could prove it ... if Henry was telling the truth. He had a love of beer and other spirits.

“He is at the station right now and very sober. We haven’t been able to find Gene at this time. He could have fallen in the lake. Henry said the storm scared him sober. We have also collected some of the ... I don’t know how to describe them ... Ice spears, I guess would be the best way. Gene’s phone...don’t ask me how but it survived and recorded the storm. We towed the fishing hut off the ice that they used when the storm hit. We also have photos of the area. It looks like a disaster zone. I’ve seen some messed up areas and this was the worst.” Bill said, he had been in the military and had seen some messed up stuff so if this was the worst then it had to be bad. 

“On my way Bill. I need to pull some data as well.” Vicki said and hung up. She went to her friend that was willing to listen to the crazy stuff she talked about. “Susan, can you pull all the data and weather patterns for the last two days and the next two days from the Little Lost Lake area? I need to go to Bill’s office. Henry was up there, ice fishing and said there was an ice tornado that killed Gene.”

“OK ... the ground info is missing. I will see what other stations have. I will have the other local stations downloaded and ready for you.” Susan said. “A tornado? That would fall along with your thesis on extreme weather. Yes, I did read it. I found it on a conspiracy site and downloaded it. It’s so well written, more should take it seriously. I have the reports ready for you in a bit.”

Vicki went up the stairwell, through the main part of the station and knocked on the supervisor’s door. The door was open but she did it out of respect but she didn’t wait for the OK to enter. “Steve, can you get someone to go over to Little Lost Lake and find out what is going on with the data recorder. We aren’t getting any data from it.”

Steve looked up at Vicki then back to his paperwork. If this was one of her wild goose chases, it wasn’t that important. On the other hand Bill had asked to talk to her. “Maybe in a week or two. Why do you need it so badly? Half our staff is missing due to budget cuts. You have noticed that half the staff has been let go, haven’t you? Did I hear you correctly, on the intercom that you need go to Bill’s office? I know that he called to talk to you about something. Why?”

“Henry said that he and Gene were ice fishing on Little Lost Lake. According to Henry, Gene was sucked into an ice tornado. Before you say it, I know that the common theory is that tornadoes can only happen in the summer but with all the changes due to humans, it is possible. We have seen weather patterns changing all over the world and this could be another sign of it. I need that information.” 

“I’ll authorize the overtime for you to get the data from an outdated recorder but there is no reason to believe that a drunk like Henry to know what he is talking about.” Steve said already dismissing the information. “You can interview Henry if you want to. Take a notebook and let me know what you find out of value if ... anything.”

“Didn’t your mother teach you not to assume things. I’ll be back with the data and statements. Bye.” Vicki said and grabbed her notebook and a recorder, heading out their door. “I’ll keep you posted.”
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