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Has it ever sounded like a train was ripping right through your house?  People say they could sleep through a train running through their house, but have they ever heard what that would sound like?

My husband, Jackson, woke me up.  

“There’s a windstorm coming, Janey.  It’s supposed to be bad.  We should probably hang out in the basement tonight,” he said. 

I got up and joined him to wake the girls up and head downstairs.  He was explaining to our oldest child that we need to go downstairs, but I had no interest in dwelling upstairs.  Storms can be insane. 

I grabbed Evie by the arm, got her on her feet and we all settled down in the basement.  Before we could get the projector going with a movie to make it a “fun thing”, the power went out.  The wind picked up, so we tucked the girls behind the couch under our own bodies.  We heard crunching.  I imagined our brand-new camper, purchased that very day, doing summersaults in the front yard.  But the trees would disrupt that.  What was that awful howling? It was like standing too close to a high-speed train and being unable to move to safety.  I was sure the walls around us would split open and expose a horrific tornado scene.

Then it quieted down.  We waited a few minutes in case the quiet was temporary.  The basement windows all had blackout peel and stick, as the basement was our favorite spot for projector movies.  Going upstairs was a wild guessing game about what we would find. 

Can lights dangled from the ceiling.  Our stone shower cracked across the ceiling.  Evie and Tessa’s room was dripping water from the lights.  Then we opened the garage door.  Tree branches reached out to us through the doorway.  The mighty oak we had quoted today for removal was laying in our workshop.  It was pouring rain in the garage; the attic door was on the floor and the electrical box dangled from the wall. 

It wasn’t looking safe to stay home so we went out to our cars.  Our trusty Yukon was sold so we could have the camper of our dreams.  Except the camper of our dreams had become the hammock to a strong hickory tree, knocked down by the mighty oak that laid in our garage.  The F-250 that pulled the camper that day wouldn’t start.  The Subaru Outback had some of the oak’s branches on top of it but was our only choice.  It started right up, and I pulled it forward for the kids to climb in.  The plastic backings of the mirrors had fallen off, but it was already dinged to heck from Colorado hailstorms, so it really didn’t look any different.  

We drove toward the city to head to my father’s house for a safe place to sleep, but all the traffic lights were out of power.  Constructions signs for closed roads had blown away in the storm.  Our car approached a traffic light, and we stopped to treat it like a four way stop as you do when the power is out.  But the semi coming from the right didn’t stop.  It ran through the light and down the no-longer-marked closed road.  I think they dug up the pavement a few days ago. 

Coming up to a railroad crossing, it was activated, but there was no train.  Maybe the power outage caused the arms to come down.  I backed up into the empty field next to us to turn around and my headlights illuminated an electrical transformer that had fallen from the top of a pole, now laying in a flooded ditch, cables frayed and pointing in several directions.

A flash of fire erupted in the distance.  We later found out an apartment complex exploded.  

Eventually we made it to my dad’s house.  His house was undisturbed.  We let ourselves in and went to sleep.  

The next day, I called into work.  

“Yeah, we got hit with the storm too,” my boss said.  “My garage door is all dented from hail.” 

“My house has three trees in it,” I said flatly.  

“Oh, yeah you got some stuff to take care of,” he replied.

From that point, my life became a nightmare of where to stay, arguing with insurance, arguing with contractors, insurance hiring engineers that would say “this doesn’t seem structurally sound” and then ignoring the engineers they
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