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THE LAB AND THE VORTEX
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There was a quiet energy in the lab at the University of Kansas, the smell of ozone and fresh coffee in the air. Weather charts were pegged on the walls in the corner, a tangled mess of colored lines that indicated the ever-changing patterns of the atmosphere. Glass beakers and instruments were in neat rows on shelves and the soft light coming through the windows cast faint, mechanical shadows all around the room. There was a hum of fans, a continual low murmur, and it seemed that the room itself was a living being, breathing with the excitement of discovery.

Jack Engle was in the middle of it, and his hands were firm in spite of the tempest in his soul. He was a man of moderate accuracy mid-sixties, with reddish colored hair, and eyes behind wire-frame glasses that were both wise and tired with the years of following the whims of storms. His battered lab coat flapped around him and the sleeves were rolled up like they were waiting, like they were anticipating the work that had been his life. A half-emptied mug stood on the edge of his desk whose chipped surface could hardly be seen among the mess of paperwork, equations, and weather instruments. 

Today was different, though. Today, something new was about to happen.

The fans were set. The steam was beginning to rise in the hot water tank beneath, and curl lazily in the ordered confusion of the laboratory. Three industrial-grade fans, which were installed on the ceiling through a circular hole, were placed at an angle, which would allow them to form an ideal vortex. Jack had designed them carefully, so that he could regulate the strength of the wind by the tilt of the fan. It had been years to come up with the correct equations, to adjust each machine to the correct calibration and now after months of testing and adjustment, it was all ready.

Jack was excited, his heart was beating like crazy, but his hands never trembled. He flicked the last dial on the control panel and his fingers moved like they were controlled by years of muscle memory. The switches clicked home with a small mechanical sound and the room resonated with building tension. He retreated, with an eye to the center of his room, where, in a few moments, he would produce something which had only be seen in the chaos of nature.

“Here we go,” Jack whispered to himself.

He flipped the last switch, and the fans roared to life.

For a moment, nothing occurred. Then the air changed. There was a low frequency buzz followed by a strong whoosh as the fans started to blow air up to the middle of the lab. Jack remained rooted to the spot and watched the level of temperature and humidity increase on the monitor panel. The tank was steaming, and the steam rose in fine, curling wisps, which wreathed like a phantom in the room.

The air felt thick, alive with energy. The room seemed to hold its breath.

Then, it happened.

The steam came into sharpness, whirling around in a close, furious spiral. It was originally nothing but a twisting column of air, not any more than a dinner plate in diameter, but in a few seconds, it started to shape up. In the middle of the lab there appeared the miniature tornado, an impeccable, living copy of the destructive forces that Jack had spent his life studying. Its foundation started to move over the floor, a swirling vortex of power which shook the walls and tossed papers in the air. Beakers shook upon the counter, and rattled like the room was alive.

Jack’s eyes widened, and a grin spread across his face.

“Unbelievable,” he muttered under his breath, his voice a mix of awe and satisfaction. He stepped forward, his hands outstretched toward the swirling mass of wind and steam, as though he could touch the very heart of the storm.

It was a triumph moment. An invention that came as a result of years of research, failures and sleepless nights of calculating the inexplicable. It was that perfect storm bottled up in a laboratory, contained within the exact power of his device. The tornado ceased to be the element of nature fury; it became an example of human creativity.

But when Jack observed the vortex rotating and fluctuating in the controlled environment of his lab he went off daydreaming. It was the years of his life in academia, the study of the patterns of the storms that had brought him to this point. He remembered the time he spent reading and reading meteorological reports, the nights when he went out to the open air, facing the weather conditions in order to witness the force of nature at its best. But all this time he never had dreamed he would be here, making a storm out of nothing, manipulating nature to his will.

He was taken back in his mind to the field, to the time when he was a boy and had chanced to see a tornado. It was as clear as though it had just happened: how he had stood in the midst of a Kansas wheat field, how his feet were pressed deep into the loose soil, how the wind had lashed his hair, how his heart had bounded as the sky had swirled above his head. His eyes had been riveted on that funnel cloud, as it came down out of the heavens as a finger of God. He had stood like a statue, powerless to turn away, though his elder brother dragged him to safety.

Look at it move... Jack had whispered to himself back then.

That same sense of awe filled him now as he stood before the miniature storm. It was different, of course controlled, man-made but the power was the same. The sense of wonder, of discovery, was unbroken. As Jack stood before the miniature storm, a flicker of memory tugged at him—a memory from when he was a boy. He remembered standing in that Kansas wheat field, mesmerized by the swirling chaos above him, his heart racing as the winds pulled at him. He’d stood still, transfixed, until his brother Vern’s grip tightened around his arm, dragging him away from the danger.

“What’re you, stupid? Get your scrawny ass to the cellar!” his brother had yelled, voice sharp with concern. But Jack, even then, had only whispered, “Look at it move...”

That same pull—the same yearning for the storm, the need to understand its beauty—had never left him.

On a shelf above the workbench, a small transistor radio crackled through static. Jack had left it running for background noise, but now the announcer’s voice cut through, flat and clinical:

“...in Topeka, the death toll has risen to twelve. Authorities report dozens injured after last night’s tornado leveled several neighborhoods. The storm struck without warning. Critics are calling for improved forecasting systems.”

Jack froze. His grin faltered as the miniature funnel danced across the floor of his lab. He could picture it. Splintered homes, cars tossed like toys, families clawing through wreckage. The number—twelve—lodged in his chest. 

He adjusted the airflow, watching his tiny vortex steady itself again. A pale, fragile imitation of the real thing, but maybe... maybe this was the start of an answer. Maybe these experiments could one day give people a few minutes' warning. Time enough to save twelve lives, or twenty.

Jack’s pencil scratched across the margin of his chart, the figures suddenly urgent, weighted. He thought briefly back to the nights he had spent in the university, his heart heavy with self-doubt as he faced pages of complicated equations that seemed impossible to solve. Back then, the storms seemed just out of reach. But now, standing here in his lab, his work had finally taken form.

“I’ve come a long way,” he muttered to himself as the vortex swirled before him.

His pencil scratched across the margin of his chart, the figures suddenly urgent, weighted.

He leaned closer, whispering as much to himself as to the storm:

“We can do better than this.”

The announcer’s voice faded back into static, and Jack turned his focus once more to the ghostly funnel, a flicker of resolve cutting through the awe.

“Jack?” a voice called from the doorway.

He turned, shaking out of his daydream, and saw Darlie in the doorway. She was sipping a chipped mug that had the words, World Best Meteorologist, on it and the steam was coming out of it as a ghost. She was now in her fifties with gray streaks in her once dark hair but her presence had not changed. She was the steadying influence in his life-the one who had been with him when he had dreamed of becoming a tornado researcher and the one who was with him now as he crossed the line of what he ever thought he could have done.

“What do you think?” Jack asked, his voice still filled with wonder.

Darlie raised an eyebrow, her lips curving into a small, amused smile. She stepped into the lab, her eyes scanning the swirling vortex in the center of the room.

“Not bad for a bunch of fans and some steam,” she said dryly. Her gaze shifted to the control panel. “How long until it blows the whole place apart?”

Jack chuckled, a low, self-deprecating sound. “We’ll see.”

Darlie’s smile widened, but there was a flicker of concern in her eyes. She set the mug down on the counter beside him, the soft clink of ceramic punctuating the silence.

“You sure about this?” Darlie asked, her voice softer now. “All this working with Universal, the lawsuit...”

Jack looked at her, his expressions lost a little. He understood what she was saying. It had been only a few days earlier when the lawyer at Universal Studios had called him with an offer. But the bigger picture was his whole journey—university days when he nearly gave up, years of studying and failing.

“I’m not sure about much these days,” Jack said quietly, his eyes drifting back to the vortex. “But I know this. I spent thirty years studying storms. Never thought I’d put one in a courtroom.”

Darlie’s raised eyebrow was met with Jack’s usual self-deprecating chuckle.

He understood what she was saying. It had been only a few days earlier, when the lawyer at Universal Studios had called him, and given him an opportunity he had never thought he would have to take, to claim ownership of the tornado models and the science behind it. To name his price.

“I’m not sure about much these days,” Jack said quietly, his eyes drifting back to the vortex. “But I know this. I spent thirty years studying storms. Never thought I’d put one in a courtroom.”

Darlie did not answer at once. She took a slow sip of her mug instead, observationally examining him. The lab was steamy and full of electricity, but now, there was a burden between them that nobody could break, a certain comprehension of the situation that Jack found himself standing at.

“I’m with you, you know,” Darlie said, her voice steady, but there was a hint of something more in her eyes, a quiet resolve. “Whatever you decide.”

Jack nodded, and he liked her more than he could say. But it was not that only, it was something that troubled him, a feeling that he could not get rid of. He was no longer just a scientist. He was the contestant of a game much bigger than his laboratory, of lawyers, of companies, and the very core of the art he had devoted his life to mastering.

But now, being in the middle of his laboratory, with the vortex spinning in front of him, he gave himself a moment of rest. The storm was here; it was here, somehow, as it never had been before, and in a moment, it seemed all the intricacies of the outer world were swept away.

“Let’s see where it goes from here,” he muttered, more to himself than to Darlie.

The tornado was spinning, alive and beautiful with howling winds swirling in the lab. And Jack was, for the first time in a long time, allowed to believe that the world was indeed chaotic, unpredictable and wild but that perhaps it was now in his reach.
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A BOY AND HIS STORM
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It was midday in Kansas, and the sun was low in the heavens, and the sunbeams were golden on the broad, wide fields. The country appeared to reach away in every direction, and the horizon was lost in the warm cloud of the afternoon. Wheat fields danced lightly to the wind as their tall stalks swayed in time to an unseen song. The smell of the earth was heavy, of the freshly mown grass, and of the dry earth under Jack’s feet.

It was a hot summer, the hot summer that comes down on you like a weight, physical as well as suffocating. It was one of those days when the air is too thick to breathe and hangs on the skin in a sticky damp hug. The air was very still, almost unnaturally so, the sort of stillness that had always seemed to me to predict a storm. It was a quiet world, except the faint rattle of cicadas and the intermittent rustle of leaves in the wind. The sort of stillness which hinted that something is going to happen something big, something that will burst the silence with the sound of something that cannot be ignored.

Eight-year-old Jack stood at the edge of the wide, golden wheat field, his sneakers crunching over the dry stubble left after the combine had passed a few days before. The air smelled sharp, like straw and sunshine baked together. His older brother, Vern, was already halfway across the field, his long legs carrying him in easy strides. Vern was fifteen and liked to pretend he was too grown-up for games, but Jack knew better.

“Wait up!” Jack shouted, waving both arms.

Vern turned, grinning. “You’d better hurry, slowpoke, or you’ll miss it!”

Jack squinted toward the far end of the field. At first all he saw was a shimmer of heat, the kind that made fence posts look like they were melting. Then he noticed it—a swirling column of straw, dust, and chaff rising into the sky. The dust devil twisted and danced across the cut wheat, skinny at the bottom and wide at the top, like some crooked funnel.

Jack’s heart thumped. He had seen little whirlwinds before, but never one this big.

“Come on,” Vern said, shading his eyes with his hand. “We’re gonna run right through it!”

Jack hesitated. “Is it safe?”

Vern smirked. “It’s not a tornado. It’s just wind. You’re not scared, are you?”

Jack straightened his shoulders. “No way.”

They set off together, the ground scratching under their shoes. The dust devil was moving toward them, slow and playful, as if it had chosen the boys for a game. The closer they came, the louder it grew—a low hiss, like a thousand whispers. Pieces of straw shot upward, whirling around like golden sparks.

“Look at it go!” Vern laughed, his eyes shining.

Jack felt the hot wind tug at his shirt, then suddenly he was inside the spinning wall. The world blurred. Straw stung his cheeks. Dust filled his nose. He threw his arms out, half-dizzy, half-thrilled.

“It’s carrying me!” Jack shouted.

Vern whooped beside him, his voice muffled in the roar. He bent down, grabbed a handful of loose straw, and tossed it into the whirlwind. The pieces vanished instantly, sucked upward in a flashing spiral. Jack copied him, hurling handfuls of stubble and watching it rocket toward the sky. It was like feeding some wild, invisible beast.

For a moment Jack felt as if he was flying. His hair whipped across his forehead. His shirt ballooned out. The sun above was broken into shards by the spinning cloud, everything turning gold and silver.

“This is awesome!” Jack cried.

The whirlwind began to drift across the field, and the boys ran with it, leaping and dodging, chasing it like two puppies after a butterfly. Sometimes the dust devil outran them, skittering sideways as if it had its own mischievous mind, and sometimes it slowed, letting them catch up and dive back inside.

At one point Vern shouted, “Bet you can’t stay in it longer than me!”

“You’re on!” Jack yelled.

They both plunged into the center and tried to stand still, squinting against the grit. The force pushed them back and forth. Jack squeezed his eyes shut and laughed so hard his sides hurt. Vern lasted longer, of course—he always did—but when the dust devil finally thinned and unraveled, both brothers collapsed onto the stubbly ground, coughing, laughing, and covered in straw.

Jack lay on his back, staring at the endless blue sky. The spinning in his head slowly faded, but the thrill lingered.

“Did you see me?” he asked breathlessly.

Vern propped himself up on one elbow. His face was dusty and his hair stood in all directions. “You were flapping around like a scarecrow,” he teased. Then, softer, he added, “But yeah... you did pretty good.”

Jack grinned, proud of the rare compliment.

For a while they just lay there, listening to the soft whisper of the breeze moving over the empty field. Somewhere a meadowlark sang. The dust devil had vanished as quickly as it came, leaving only a faint trail of scattered straw.

Vern sat up, brushing dirt off his jeans. “You know,” he said thoughtfully, “it’s kinda like we were inside a tornado. A baby tornado.”

Jack’s eyes went wide. “Do you think real storm chasers ever do that?”

Vern shrugged. “Maybe not. But we did.”

Jack hugged his knees, thinking about it. He liked the idea that today was something special, something only he and Vern would remember. Maybe years from now, when they were both grown, they’d still talk about the time they ran through a whirlwind together.

“Let’s do it again if another one comes,” Jack said.

“Yeah,” Vern agreed. “But next time, I’m staying in longer.”

They both laughed, their voices carrying across the wide summer field, while the wind drifted and the sun kept shining, waiting for the next dust devil to spin out of nowhere.

The next day, Jack Engle, with all the energy of youth, ran across the fields and his bare feet stirred up dust as he ran. The earth under his feet was warm and sun-drenched which felt like home. His legs pumped hard and he could feel the ground moving under him because he was running faster than he had ever run in his life. He was tall for his age, and somewhat gangling, with a mop of unruly reddish-brown hair which always had a tendency to fall in his face, but he was amazingly fast, considering the boy so young.

The sky above was a clear blue; a deep blue with no cloud expanse, but it was moving. It was the shifting of the air, a weird, faint pull at the atmosphere, which Jack felt. His heart beat faster. There was something wrong with the day, and it was not the heat. It was more than that, a kind of undertone of anticipation which appeared to vibrate in the very air.

Behind him, Jack heard his older brother, Vern, calling out in his teasing, yet somewhat exasperated voice, “Catch me if you can, Jack! You’re too slow!”

But Vern’s voice, although playful, always held an edge of concern. Jack could almost hear the warning in his brother’s tone. “Be careful, Jack,” he would’ve said. But Jack had always run faster when his brother told him to stop. Vern always had the practical answers, always focused on survival. But Jack wasn’t like that. He couldn’t ignore the storm calling to him, just as he couldn’t ignore the pull of the wind as it whispered through the fields.

Vern was Jack’s constant companion—when it pleased him. Vern was stout, and never motionless, and his movements were more flowing and restrained than the young sprawl of Jack. He had the kind of easy confidence that made him the center of attention and he liked it. Vern never appeared lost or unsure of what to do, where to go. Jack idolized his elder.

The legs of Jack burned as he made the effort to keep up, but he no longer had Vern in mind. He was now looking up into the sky. The wind was beginning to blow, and blowing in weird whirls and gusts around him, and he felt it swirling round him in wild fits. The air was tense, a weight seemed to be in the air, the world was standing on the brink of something. Jack started to feel his heart racing, not because of the sprint. It was not that, it was a feeling that pricked the skin at the back of his neck.

Behind him Vern’s voice broke through Jack’s thoughts. “Jack! Quit daydreaming and get over here!”

To Jack, the outdoors was his playground where he could get lost in the beauty of nature. He was naturally curious, and in the middle of a game he would always take off to pursue an insect or observe a blade of grass or a bunch of clods as though he had never seen those things before. His thoughts always wandered and he was full of questions that had no answer yet. His mind dwelt, more than once, upon the sky, upon the storms which swept down in summer, or the weird, exciting anticipation which invariably preceded a storm.

It was then, just as Vern ran past him, laughing and shouting a teasing challenge, that Jack noticed it. The sky had begun to change.

At first, it had been barely noticeable just a slight shift in the light. The sun, still high in the sky, started to lose its brilliance, fading to a dull amber. Jack paused mid-step, his legs stilling in the wheat as he looked up. The air had become heavier, thick with moisture, as if the earth was holding its breath. The usual chatter of cicadas faded, and a deep, unsettling stillness settled over the field.

Jack’s breath caught in his chest as he felt the first drop in temperature. It was suddenly cooler, almost too cool for a hot summer afternoon. Jack raised his head to the heavens and his senses keen, and then he caught sight of it. High above in the sky, so far off you could hardly see it, a cloud was beginning to curl—gently at first, as if it were a sort of slow-dance of smoke. Then it started to come into shape. The slight turning of the clouds grew tighter and the shape of a tornado became obvious.

Jack’s heart raced. The world around him got smaller and the adrenaline rushed in his veins. He could sense it, the attraction of the storm as though it were calling to him just like the dust devil. His legs started going before his mind had reached what was going on. The world moved and so did he.

He was not able to look away. The tornado was magnificent, so distant, and so very powerful. The manner in which the clouds were twisting and turning, with such a purpose, was something that looked like another power, something that was out of this world. It was lovely, it was awful, at the same time. Jack stood motionless a moment, fascinated by the simple strength of what he was seeing. He was not a boy playing in the fields any more, but a boy who saw the greatest show that nature ever put on.

His breath quickened, his heart thundering in his chest as he stood in awe of the storm. The air around him was electric, crackling with the promise of something immense. The wind picked up, tugging at his hair, as if urging him closer, encouraging him to get nearer to this force of nature that he had only ever read about in books or seen in pictures.

Jack felt something deep in his chest, a longing, an overwhelming desire to understand what was unfolding in the sky. It wasn’t fear that surged within him; it was something much stronger: curiosity. He wanted to see it a little closer. He needed to see it, to experience it in a way no one else could. This wasn’t just a storm; this was something alive, something that demanded respect. And Jack was filled with a desperate yearning to understand it, to be part of it, to feel its power.

Without a second thought, Jack began to run. His legs, filled with youthful energy, propelled him forward, and he surged ahead, his feet pounding the earth as he moved toward the tornado. His heart pounded in rhythm with his steps, and the world around him blurred. Vern’s voice faded into the background, his friends’ calls becoming distant sounds in Jack’s ears. The only thing that mattered now was the tornado—the incredible, magnificent storm that was unfolding before him.

The pull was irresistible. He was too far away to feel its full force, but even from this distance, the sheer magnitude of it was intoxicating. It was more than just a windstorm—it was something beautiful, chaotic, and powerful. Jack couldn’t think of anything else. His legs carried him through the field, the wheat brushing against his arms as he pushed forward.

Behind him, Vern had stopped running, and for the first time, Jack heard the urgency in his brother’s voice.

“Jack! What are you doing? Get back here, NOW! That is not a dust devil. It’s a tornado!” Vern’s voice was sharp, filled with a growing panic. Jack didn’t turn around, didn’t stop. His brother was behind him, but Vern’s concern was a distant thing. The tornado was all that mattered.

Jack’s feet thudded against the ground as he ran, faster now, the wind in his face urging him onward. His gaze was fixed on the swirling mass above, the tornado now more distinct, more dangerous. But Jack couldn’t stop. The storm was calling to him, pulling him closer, and every step felt like a step toward something he couldn’t yet comprehend. He felt the electricity in the air. A crackling energy that was both frightening and awe-inspiring.

“Jack! You’re gonna get yourself killed, idiot!” Vern’s voice broke through the noise of the wind, but Jack couldn’t hear the fear in his words, not like he could hear the storm in his own chest, growing louder, more powerful with every step he took.

Vern was closer now, his hand reaching out to grab Jack’s arm. But Jack was too fast, too caught up in the storm’s pull. His brother’s words were drowned out by the roar of the wind. He was almost there so close to the edge of the field where the tornado was beginning to touch the earth. He could feel the storm’s power now, a pressure building in the air, pressing against him like an invisible wall.

“Jack!” Vern’s voice was frantic now, and Jack could feel his brother’s grip tightening around his arm. “Come on! Get away from there! What are you, crazy?”

Jack didn’t resist. He couldn’t. The grip was strong, and he was pulled away from the edge of the field. The storm, the pull of it, began to fade as Vern tugged him toward shelter, toward safety. But as Jack was dragged away, the storm still called to him. Its roar, its fury, its power.

Jack stumbled, his legs dragging behind him as Vern pulled him back toward the house. There was a deep frustration burning inside him, a sense of loss. He didn’t want to leave. He didn’t understand why they had to run. The tornado, the storm, it was beautiful, wasn’t it? Why was everyone so afraid? Why couldn’t they see what he saw?

“Are you crazy, Jack?” Vern growled, still holding him firmly by the arm. “That’s not something you mess with. You could get killed, you idiot.”

Jack’s chest tightened, and for a moment, he wanted to shout back. He wanted to tell Vern that it wasn’t about fear. It was about understanding. The tornado wasn’t just something to hide from; it was a mystery to be unraveled, a force to be experienced. But the words didn’t come. His brother’s voice had a finality to it, a certainty that left no room for debate.

As they reached the barn, Jack stopped for a moment, looking back toward the horizon. The tornado was still there, twisting in the distance. It was fading now, but Jack’s mind raced. He didn’t understand why everyone else was so afraid.

“Let me go,” Jack whispered, barely audible over the rush of wind.

But Vern didn’t let go. Instead, he gripped Jack’s arm tighter, guiding him toward shelter, away from the storm.

Jack didn’t resist this time. The doubt in his mind settled heavily. He couldn’t explain why he felt this way, but deep inside, the fascination had only deepened. The storm was no longer just a force of nature; it was an obsession.

Jack’s heart thudded in his chest as Vern dragged him away from the barn. The wind had picked up again, pushing against them as they moved into the small, cramped cellar in the back yard. The door slammed behind them with a hollow, heavy thud. Vern, though relieved to be out of the storm’s path, was still frantically pacing, muttering under his breath. He kept his eyes on Jack, giving him quick, worried glances, but Jack couldn’t focus on his brother. His mind was still far away, up in the sky, following the tornado that had just come so close.

From the small, dusty window of the cellar, Jack caught his first glimpse of the storm as it rolled toward the horizon. It was moving quickly, but the tornado’s powerful spin was unmistakable as it twisted toward the edge of the field. Despite the danger, Jack could not look away. The fascination he felt for it was as sharp as ever, and it tugged at him, urging him to understand it, to get closer.

Jack crouched down by the window, pressing his palms against the cool, damp stone as he peered through the grimy glass. The storm in the distance was gradually dissipating, its funnel weakening as it stretched upwards into the sky, its once formidable shape now curling into the clouds, leaving nothing behind but a faint memory of its power. Jack’s breath caught in his throat.

It was moving away, almost gone, but not before leaving its mark on him. 

Vern was behind him, the sound of his footsteps heavier as he drew closer, his voice sharp and firm. “Jack, get away from the window. You’re gonna make yourself sick staring at that thing. You’re safe here, okay? Stop looking.”

Jack didn’t move. He didn’t want to listen. His fingers tingled, a strange electric charge running through him as he stayed rooted in place, unable to break free of the grip the storm still had on him. The wind outside howled, and the sound of the house groaning under the weight of the storm’s remnants filled the air. It wasn’t the roar of the tornado anymore, but it was the deep, lingering echo of something wild and untamed.

“Jack,” Vern urged again, softer this time, “The storm’s done. It’s over.”

But Jack couldn’t take his eyes off the storm’s fading imprint. The tornado had passed, but it wasn’t gone in his mind. There was an ache in his chest, a kind of longing that he couldn’t explain. He could feel the sadness gushing inside him, a deep, heavy disappointment that he had been pulled away before it was truly over. He didn’t want to be here, hidden away in the cellar. He wanted to be out there, feeling the air crackle with power, watching the storm move, witnessing its grandeur.

The tornado was gone from sight now, lost to the horizon, but Jack couldn’t forget the way it had looked, a swirling column of chaos and beauty, an unstoppable force. The image of it would stick with him long after the storm had passed. In the quiet after the storm, in the thick, damp air of the cellar, Jack sat still, his gaze never leaving the darkening sky. The world felt still, almost eerily so, as if it too were holding its breath.

Sitting in the silence of the cellar, Jack let the storm’s memory wash over him. He tried to explain it to himself, the way his heart had raced, the electricity in the air, the sheer magnificence of the storm. What had driven him to run toward it, to feel it, to experience it up close? His brother had pulled him away, but it wasn’t just Vern’s warnings that held him back now. It was something else, something much deeper, something Jack had never truly been able to put into words.

Jack was not like Vern. He was not like other members of his family. Where they experienced storms as something to be feared, he experienced storms as something to be understood. His brother did not know what was so appealing about the tornado; Vern did not find the beauty in it, or the uninhibited, chaotic energy that made it so appealing. The storm to Vern was simply something that can destroy everything in its path. To Jack it was something different as if it was alive.

The tornado was not only a threat. It was not a destructive force alone. It was mystic, beautiful, powerful, and all this was bound up in one chaotic, whirling mass. It was something that made Jack feel small and insignificant but at the same time, it made him feel that he was part of something bigger than himself.

Jack started thinking about his family, his parents, his brother, and understood how he was different than them. His family labored in the farm with scratchy hands all the time and their minds were on the matter. His father was pragmatic and never went after something that would not give him a concrete outcome. His mother was caring and hard working but with the same practical mindset. Their issues were to do with ensuring that the farm ran smoothly, that there were all the necessary things to run the farm the following day. The storms were not an exception; they were part of the scenery they knew how to take care of, to live.

But to Jack, the storm wasn’t something to survive. It was something to study, something to be embraced.

He sat back against the cold stone of the cellar, his legs crossed beneath him, his gaze still fixed on the sky through the tiny window. His mind raced with the memory of the tornado. He thought about how it had moved, how the clouds had spun and twisted, how the air had hummed with power. It was chaotic, unpredictable, and dangerous, yes—but there was something about it that called to him. Something in the way it seemed to have a purpose, a life of its own.

Jack’s mind buzzed with questions. How did it form? Why did it move the way it did? What made it grow so strong, so fast, and what caused it to eventually dissipate? He wasn’t afraid of the tornado. He was fascinated by it. The more he thought about it, the more he realized how deeply drawn he was to it.

The tornado represented everything Jack longed to understand, power that was beyond his control, yet beautiful in its chaotic form. It was everything in life that could not be tamed or explained, yet it was something that, to Jack, could be studied and understood if only he had the tools and the knowledge.

It was this fascination, this deep yearning to uncover the mysteries of nature, that would shape his life. As he sat in the dim cellar, Jack felt a quiet fire ignite inside him. He didn’t want to just live with the storms. He wanted to understand them. He wanted to study them, to learn how they worked, to unlock the secrets of the sky.

The tornado was chaos and it was beautiful.

As the sounds of the storm slowly faded into the distance, the world outside returned to its usual stillness. The roar of the wind that had once seemed so deafening now felt like a distant memory. Jack could hear Vern's voice from behind him, still speaking in that half-frustrated, half-relieved tone. "You really are crazy, you know that?" Vern muttered under his breath. But there was no anger in his words only an undertone of concern. Vern’s protective nature always showed itself, especially when it came to Jack. He was the oldest, after all, and had taken on the responsibility of looking out for his younger brother for years.

Jack didn’t respond to Vern right away. Instead, he sat on the stone floor of the cellar, leaning against the cool
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