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Looking Back at April 27, 2011
April 27, 2011 started out as a normal day, but it turned out to be the end of one life and the beginning of another. I knew the weather was supposed to be severe, but honestly I live in Alabama so I didn't really believe it. My dad lost his sister, niece, and nephew in the April 3, 1974 tornadoes in Tanner so I know the devastation tornadoes can cause. I just believed it would never get that bad again. I never imagined that by the end of that day, my family would be living another 1974, only this time, praise God, our family all made it out alive.
The first warning went out around lunch time. I remember being in the lab with my coworkers Frank, Josh, Shonda, Kenny, Greg D, Kristy, and a few other people watching a storm with three separate tornado warnings in it. One was tracking toward my house and one was tracking toward us at work. Governor Bentley declared a state of emergency for Alabama, and we joked about it. Looking back I guess they saw something coming that we didn't.
I knew the worst round of storms was going to start around the time everyone was getting off work. I didn't want to risk being at work in warnings all night, or stuck on the road when it got bad, so I went home around 1:30 and worked from home. I always said I'd rather be at home than at work if a tornado hit. I never imagined how wrong I was.
I had my laptop in the living room, working and watching Channel 48 wall-to-wall coverage of the weather, when a tornado warning went out for Phil Campbell. The news kept saying it was confirmed on the ground, and tracking toward Tanner and French's Mill. My parents live in Tanner, and we live probably a mile away from French's Mill. I thought about calling my daddy since I knew he was home alone that day, but he always watches the weather so I figured he already knew. But something kept telling me to call him, so I did. When I asked if he was watching the weather he said no, that he'd been out of power for two hours. I told him the tornado was confirmed on the ground and tracking for Tanner in about 30 minutes. I told him that he needed to be in the storm shelter so he told me that he might go ahead and go on down there (the shelter is outside underground). He told me later that he almost didn't go because he'd already been to the shelter twice and nothing had happened, which to me is exactly what you want. I want to come out of the shelter and see that nothing has happened.
After I talked to my daddy I went and took a blanket that was on our bed and put it in the walk-in master bathroom closet. Then for some reason I went to the hall closet and took out every blanket I could find (about four of them) and put them in the closet. I took the four pillows from the bed and put them in the closet. Then I put my purse in the closet, because my daddy always tells me I should take my purse with me. I never do any of that. I always figure we could just go in the closet and let the storm pass, but this time was different. One of my coworkers told me that it must have been God talking to me. I took a small radio from the bedroom, plugged it in the outlet outside the closet door, and sat it in the closet floor. Then I went back to the living room and started working again.
When the warning went out for Limestone County, I unplugged the laptop and left it running on batteries. I thought I'd be back in to work in a few minutes. I turned the bedroom TV to Channel 48. I wanted the cats in the closet with me, but I knew I'd never be able to get the four of them in there without them fighting each other so I decided to get all of them in the master bedroom so at least we'd all be in the same area and be safe. I regret that decision now. The only way I could get all of them into the bedroom was to bribe them with treats. I regret that decision now too. I was supposed to protect them and I feel like I failed. I know it sounds crazy to some people, but that's what I struggle with. The house can be replaced, the contents can be replaced, but they can't. That's the part that I cry about. They were my babies and the last memories I have of them is bribing them and then watching Furball scratch at the bedroom door wanting out and me telling her no. I wish I had just opened the door.
I noticed my basket of laundry in the corner of the bedroom and decided to put it away since it had already been there a few days. It drives my husband crazy that I can leave laundry in the dryer for a week, or sitting in a clothes basket in our bedroom floor for days, so I decided to put it away. I didn't even get to get credit for putting in away! I left the laundry basket sitting outside the closet door (we haven't seen it since) and called my husband, Brandon, to tell him about the storm. I told him not to leave work until he talked to me and I told him it was okay. He told me not to leave the closet and I said I wouldn't, but as soon as I hung up I walked back in the bedroom. I've never followed directions well. I looked out the window. It was starting to get dark but it didn't look too bad. Thank goodness I didn't see what was coming for me.
I turned Channel 48 up louder so I could hear it from the closet, then I went back in the closet. I called my sister-in-law from the closet to let her know another storm was coming. I had to call three times because the phone kept blinking out. Right after I hung up I lay down in the closet floor with my head pointed south. I realized my head was right next to Brandon's giant glass jug of change. I remember thinking that if that thing breaks it's going to cut my head open, so I turned the opposite way. I pushed my cell phone and purse behind me so that they were between me and the wall. I was lying with my back against the east wall of the closet and facing west. I pulled the blankets over me, and then I remembered that the news always says to protect your vital organs, so I put some of the blankets around my stomach and chest. I scooted back under the wire clothes rack for protection. I heard the news people get excited because the storm was coming for ALFA cam (the radar that's about half a mile from our house). They said it was at least half a mile wide and had to be an EF3 or maybe even an EF5. The very last thing I heard before ALFA cam was ripped apart was someone saying something about this is the one that could kill people.
There was a big pop and complete darkness. It wasn't a power out kind of darkness. It was just completely black. I know now that it's because I was inside the storm. That's when I got scared. I pulled the pillows over my head and held onto them as hard as I could. Then I heard the most terrifying sound I've ever heard. It sounded like a freight train barreling down the tracks, and I knew it was a tornado. I'd always heard that it sounded like a train, but for some reason I always thought people meant it sounded like a train whistle blowing. It was deafening. I could feel a vibration behind me and it took a second for me to realize that the wall behind me was moving. I reached up for the clothes rack above me to hold onto, but when I reached up there was nothing there. I felt this weird feeling of pressure going over my body. There's really no other way to describe it, and I knew the walls were being ripped apart around me. Then time slowed down and it's like everything happened in slow motion. I just started begging God to live. "GOD - NO! GOD - NO!" I just said it over and over the whole time. I wasn't taking His name in vain. I was talking to him, telling him not to take me, that I wasn't ready to go. I said it all with two words "GOD - NO!". I felt the wind pulling at my body trying to pick me up, and I just kept begging. It's amazing how you can be saying one thing and thinking another thing at the same time. It's like my mind separated into two parts. One part was having a conversation with God, and the other had all of these horrible thoughts floating around, but at the same time I was 100% engaged in both my conversation with God and my thoughts.
I thought about my daddy. In the part of my mind that was having the horrible thoughts, I thought that God couldn't do this to him again. He can't go through this again. I thought about Brandon and how we hadn't had enough time together. I thought about how he was going to come home from work and find my body. So I fought. I truly believe God helps those who help themselves, and I wasn't ready to go. The whole time the other part of me was still talking to God telling Him "GOD - NO!". After what seems like an eternity the winds died down a little and I breathed a sigh of relief. But after about three seconds the winds picked up full force again. And the struggle started all over. I don’t know if tornadoes have an "eye", but if they do then I was inside of it.
The wind started pulling at my body again and I just held onto my pillow yelling "GOD-NO". I could feel things hitting me, but I kept begging and fighting. The second part of the storm was when I thought I'd die. It felt like it was never going to end and I knew that any minute I'd be sucked out and flying through the air and that would be it. I've never told anyone, but I've always had a fear of dying in a tornado. I guess it's because growing up in our family I know that it can happen.
I wondered if I would get hit in the head with something while I was flying through the air. For some reason, I kept imagining getting hit by a dishwasher. Ironic since there was part of a dishwasher in our yard afterward. I wondered if it would hurt to die. I wondered if I'd go fast, or if I'd suffer. I wondered all of these things and believed in my mind that I was going to die, but I never gave in to it. I never asked God to take me quickly or painlessly. I never asked him for it to be over. If I was going to go, I was going to go out fighting. Life is worth fighting for. Even in the most terrifying moment, life was worth fighting for. After what seemed like an eternity, but I've heard was only about 15 or 30 seconds, the wind finally died down and the rain began hitting my legs. I knew without looking that there was no roof left. I knew I was in the open. I kept the pillow over my head for a few minutes, terrified of taking it off. I was scared the wind might pick up again or that I'd be hit in the head by some kind of debris still flying around. It would be horrible to survive the tornado and be killed afterward by a piece of debris. Finally, convinced that the storm was over, getting soaked and scared of what might be coming behind the tornado, I knew I had to get to shelter. Terrified I removed the pillows from my head, pulled myself out of the rubble around me, and took my first look at the destruction left behind.
I only thought I was scared before I took the pillows off my head. After I removed them I became absolutely terrified. It's one thing to know that the walls around you are gone; it's another to actually see it. As soon as I took the pillows off, I looked around and started shaking and crying. I never cried during the storm, but just seeing what was left behind made all of those emotions come rushing out. It felt like a really bad movie, where some disaster happens, or a bomb goes off, and there’s only one person left alive. Well, I love horror movies, but I'll never look at those scenes the same again. I sat there for a minute on the foundation to our house, shaking, scanning the neighborhood, looking at the pieces of houses that were left and the piles of rubble and debris everywhere. I looked for any sign of life, but there wasn't any. The thought crossed my mind that everyone might be dead.
My first instinct was to grab my cell phone behind me and call for help. Only my cell phone wasn't there anymore. Neither was my purse. I noticed my car across the yard, where the tornado had picked the car up out of the driveway and dropped it across the yard. It wouldn't have mattered anyway because my car keys were lying in the kitchen, and now most of the house was lying on top of the kitchen. I started to panic. Here I was in the middle of piles of rubble and partially standing houses without a way to call anyone and without a way to leave. I briefly thought about running half a mile down McCulley Mill to Highway 72, but I didn't know what I'd do once I got there, and I didn't know what might be coming behind the storm.
I knew I needed to find cover somewhere, so I looked toward the back of the subdivision. A police officer lives at a diagonal through my back yard, but I've never actually met him. I figured if anyone could help me out it would be him. Plus, it helped that his back doors were gone and the house was open for anyone to walk into. I stood up and started to run but then realized that I'd probably step on a nail or glass so I turned back to look for shoes. I picked up the closest shoe to me, and then looked at the next closest shoe, but they didn't match. I was desperate, but in my head I imagined a news crew showing up and me being on TV with two different shoes on. It's crazy the things that go through your head at a time like that. Luckily, a matching shoe was nearby. By that time I was soaked and somehow my hair was muddy. Maybe all of the debris mixed with the rain and turned into mud. I grabbed one of my blankets and started to run again.
I jumped down from the foundation onto a pile of bricks that used to be part of our neighbors' house. I started to run right, but there was too much debris in the way, so I ran left into the road in front of the house. Then I made my way around the loop to the back part of the subdivision. I'm a runner so you'd think running from the damage would be easy for me, but the wind was still strong and I had to push my body against it to get through the neighbor's back yard to the police officer's house. It didn't occur to me at the time that I was able to cut through the neighbor's back yard because his fence was gone - completely gone, without any trace that it ever existed. I caught my left foot on a wire in the yard and almost fell down. I think that's the underground utilities because there were no wires in our neighborhood, and now there are wires in every yard. As I shuffled along in the pouring rain, shielded only by a wet blanket, and fighting the wind it occurred to me that I might get electrocuted out there. Wouldn't that just be my luck - survive the tornado and get electrocuted trying to reach shelter.
As soon as I reached the police officer's now missing back door I started yelling "Hello??" I didn't want to risk getting shot walking into a police officer's house. I kept yelling hello, but no one answered. I saw a pair of car keys lying on the kitchen counter and decided I didn't want to know what I might find in the rest of the house. There was roof damage and water coming in from the ceiling. I couldn't find a phone or anybody so I started pacing back and forth inside, shaking and crying, asking God what to do, when out of nowhere a man in a red jacket and an Alabama baseball cap walked in through the missing door. He asked if I was okay and the first words out of my mouth were "this isn't my house". He asked if I'd like to go to his house and I said okay. Under normal circumstances I wouldn't just go with a strange man who asked if I wanted to go to his house, but these weren't normal circumstances. Plus he mentioned something about his wife, and something inside me told me that I could trust him. His name was Kirk (my first angel) and he and his wife Stacy (my second angel) lived on the back part of the subdivision. They had roof damage but were largely missed by the storm.
We walked toward his house, fighting against the wind, with the raining blowing in my eyes, so I had to turn my head and just let him lead me. I didn't even see what house I was going into. As soon as he opened the door he said, "Stacy I found another one". His wife rushed over to meet me handing me a dry towel and asking if I needed water. There was an older lady sitting in a recliner with a towel around her. She said her name was Amy and her home was destroyed too. Kirk left to go look for more survivors.
I tried and tried to call my parents and Brandon on Stacy’s cell phone, but I couldn't contact them. I hate to admit it, but I'm lost without my cell phone now. I don't have that many numbers memorized, and when you're head is spinning the numbers you do know spin with it. I only dialed Brandon's number right one time - the first time I called him. I left him a voicemail telling him that I was okay, not to come home because the house was gone, and that I was on a neighbor's cell phone. I found out later that he didn’t get that voicemail. The rest of the time I dialed the number wrong. I kept dialing my daddy's number wrong and getting a doctor's office that was closed for the day. I kept trying my parents’ home number. Sometimes it would ring giving me hope, sometimes it wouldn't. Then I realized that the answering machine wasn't picking up either, and instinctively I knew their house was gone.
Stacy gave me some dry clothes to wear while we tried to grasp what was going on around us. While she was in the bedroom, their 10 month old son was sitting in the floor with a bottle. I love kids and it was hard not to run and pick him up, but he saw me and put the bottle down. I tried not to notice as he crawled over to me and then used my leg to pull up to a standing position and reach out for me. I was wet and muddy, but he looked so cute that I reached down and picked him up. I held him away from me, with my arms straight out, so I wouldn't get him dirty and he smiled and kicked his feet out trying to reach me. It's amazing that when he gets older he won't remember a thing about that afternoon, but I'll never forget him smiling at me like that.
When we all got back to the living room, we started trying to figure out what to do. Amy decided to try to walk to a neighbor’s house on McCulley Mill, but came back shortly because of all the downed power lines. Stacy talked about going to a shelter. I knew I couldn't leave the subdivision. I knew if anyone in my family was alive that they'd eventually make their way out to Camden Court one way or another. If I left they would have no way of finding me, and I knew everyone would assume I was dead. The only people who knew I was alive were about to leave for the night. I wasn't leaving that road of my own free will.
While everyone was deciding what to do we had the radio issue another tornado warning. Thankfully it didn't come near us. When the weather finally settled down a little Amy and I walked outside. I don't know why but I told Amy that I'd be back, and I just started walking along the road toward the other side of the bend and what was left of our house.
Walking back to the house, I started noticing some of the other houses around ours. There were roofs missing, walls missing, and houses completely demolished. I saw my car next to the neighbor's property where the tornado dropped it, but the extent of the damage didn't register to me then. I wandered around what was left of our house, lost and confused. Other neighbors had emerged from their homes and we stood around stunned at the sight around us.
I crawled on the foundation (crawlspace) to look for my phone and purse one more time. I walked over to the place I'd left my other blankets and pillows after the storm and reached into the pile of rubble feeling for my phone. Panic started setting in again as I became afraid of what I might see or touch in the rubble since our pets were missing. I finally gave up on my search. Standing, I surveyed the remains of our home for something important to grab. For some reason I felt like I needed some part of our life to hold onto. Our weather radio was still sitting in the same place, now running on batteries since the wall outlet it was plugged into no longer existed. If I had been thinking clearly I would have taken the radio. Instead I saw a dresser lying on its side so I bent over to scan the contents. In one of the open drawers was a set of four old fashioned keys strung together. I grabbed those keys and ran from the foundation.
I should point out the significance of those keys. When Brandon and I were dating I cross-stitched a key and told him it was the key to my heart. On our anniversary he gave me an old-fashioned key. He told me that every year on our anniversary (which is the same day as our wedding anniversary, intentionally) he'd give me a key. That string of keys represented our next four years together, so I grabbed them and held onto them for dear life.
Back on the road in front of our house, I saw Kirk and other neighbors across the street yelling another neighbor's name. That house was completely leveled too. I heard someone say "they must not be home" and I noticed one car in front of their house, now in their yard, and the other car parked where the garage had been. I yelled out, "Both of their cars are here". No one seemed to hear me and the next thing I knew I was walking down our road toward McCulley Mill. The closer I got to it the faster I walked until I was running down the street, with a towel of Stacy's that I'd traded my blanket for wrapped around me. I ran past neighbors and bystanders into the middle of McCulley Mill. Then I walked toward Highway 72 glancing into every car.
I thought, or more accurately hoped, Brandon would be in the line of cars that were now stopped because of the trees blocking the road. A man stepped out of his car and stopped to talk to me. I told him I was trying to find my husband and my family so he got his wife to let me borrow her cell phone to try calling again. Wrong numbers. Again. After walking about a quarter of a mile toward 72, I decided to return to the subdivision. Even more people were standing in the streets when I walked back in. Several people offered to let me seek shelter at their houses.
Back in front of our house, I noticed a police officer (my third angel) holding yellow tape and looking at our house. He came over and asked if I lived there. I told him yes, and he wanted to know if everyone was out of the house. I told him I was the only one home. Then I told him that I didn't know if my family was okay. I couldn't find them. He asked where my family was. I told him that my husband worked for Bradford. He didn't say anything so I asked if Bradford was okay. He still didn't say anything. He asked where my parents were and I said Tanner. He looked at me and said "what part of Tanner?"
"Ingram Road."
He reached for his radio. "We have crews on Ingram Road. I'll call down to one of the officers there. What are your parents’ names?"
I knew by his reaction that Ingram Road had been hit. I hoped that my daddy had gone to the storm shelter. I told him my daddy's name since I knew my mom was at work. The officer asked me to stay close to my house so he could come back by when he heard something from the other officers. I watched him tie yellow tape to a stick that had planted itself in our front yard. He walked away to search another home and I noticed one of the neighbors in his yard.
I walked over to speak to him while still keeping an eye on that officer. We talked for a minute and then he told me I needed to find shelter because it looked like another storm was coming. I knew I couldn't go far because the officer told me to stay near our home. I noticed him at a house nearby and began to follow him, very slowly. He came back over to me and said that everyone on Ingram Road was accounted for and safe.
I knew my daddy was alive, but I also could now safely assume their house was gone. When the officer walked away I was left standing by myself. I walked back toward McCulley Mill, then back toward our house. I saw an elderly man sitting on a microwave (not ours) in our front yard with my deputy and Kirk talking to him. I wandered a little more then I decided to head back to Kirk and Stacy's house since I had nowhere else to go. I passed the same officer and another officer going up the driveway to search the house behind me.
"No one lives there."
"No one lives here?" he asked.
"No. The house is up for sale. No one has lived there in a while."
"So no one was living here?" he asked.
"No, not unless they showed up today."
The two officers decided to check the home just in case. I walked around the corner looking for Kirk and Stacy's home, but I didn't even know which house I went into earlier. I walked up, rang the doorbell, and stared at the lady who opened the door. She invited me in, but I stood there in her doorway still wrapped in the towel, looking inside of the house.
"I think I'm at the wrong house," I said.
"No, you're at the right one. Come on in."
"No, the house I was in looked different."
"You're at the right place. I was the person you talked to in the street earlier," she told me.
"No, this isn't the same house."
"Who's house were you in?" she asked.
"Kirk. He lives around here. They'll be worried about me." I wasn't thinking clearly at that point.
"Well, they live next door." She pointed to the next house over, so I thanked her and shuffled over to the next house.
I knocked a few times, but no one answered. I turned the door knob and the front door opened. I did something then that I'd never do under normal circumstances - I just walked right in. I called for Stacy, but she wasn't there. I paced around the house for a few minutes, hoping someone would show up.
Finally convinced no one was coming back I opened the door and walked back outside right as a man approached the house. He was with the gas company and asked if I had smelled any gas.
"I don't live here."
"Can I talk to the home owners?" he asked.
"They aren't here."
"Are they coming back?"
"I hope so."
"Will you be here when they come back?" he asked.
"I don't know."
He just looked at me. He walked off and came back a few minutes later to tell me that he didn't see any leaks, but if the home owners smelled anything to call for help immediately. Then he asked where I lived. I told him where and told him that we had never used our gas, so I didn't even know if it had ever even been turned on. He told me that he'd check it out and walked away.
I walked back into the house, and then decided no one was coming back so I walked back outside. About that time a truck pulled into the drive and Kirk and another guy climbed out. Kirk told me that Stacy had went to a shelter with the baby, and he was about to leave and go to a friend's house in another subdivision. He told me that there was a house with a lot of police around it, and that they would drop me off there. We rode a few houses down and pulled into the driveway to the house Kirk had first found me in. I slowly got out, thanked them for the ride, and looked around lost. A man standing in what was left of the garage motioned me over and said, "Come on in!" I thought he must have been related to the officer who lived there. My mind was so foggy that I didn't even recognize him as a neighbor across the street from us.
He opened the door to the house and as soon as I stepped in he opened another door and told me to go in. Before I knew it he'd closed me in the utility room with our next door neighbor's daughters and their dogs. I thought he was coming in too, but he never did. I talked to the neighbor's daughters for a few minutes, then the door opened and Harry, the neighbor who took me in the house, appeared. He said words I'll never forget.
"Jennifer, there's someone here looking for you."
I stepped to the door at the same time Brandon stepped around the corner. I threw my arms around him and cried. We stood in the kitchen while Brandon called my brother Colby to let him know I was okay. It was one of those random calls that actually went through that night. Most calls failed since the cell lines went to "emergency calls only". We noticed the ceiling in the kitchen was sagging and leaking, so we moved to the living room. The home was a mess. Some of the walls were stripped. Windows and doors were missing. The carpet was wet from the leaks in the roof. The neighbors next door were standing in the living room. We all stood there talking and looking out the missing back door, when we heard a loud bang from the kitchen. At first I thought it was another storm, but it turns out it was part of the kitchen ceiling falling through. While we were all hanging out in the living room the wind started picking up and we could feel it coming through the house so we moved to the hallway which didn't offer much more protection that the living room did.
The wind hitting my wet towel made me shiver so Brandon asked the officer if we could borrow a towel. We left the wet towel from Stacy's in his bathroom, and I wrapped up in a new dry one. After about 10 minutes, we all wandered back into the living room, looking out the missing back door. Next thing we knew the sky turned orange off to our southwest. There was a debate on whether it was a fire or a tornado. Everyone finally decided something was on fire. During that time there were other officers coming in and out of the house. One of them said there was another storm coming. We all stood there watching it get closer and feeling the wind pick up. One of the neighbors said that we were sitting ducks. I kept pacing back and forth muttering "not, again. We can't go through this again." Brandon asked where the safest place to go was and was told it was probably in the hallway. We went back into the hallway with the winds whipping through what was left of the house. I silently prayed for the storm to miss us. From the corner of the hallway we watched the storm getting closer until it passed just south of our subdivision. After the storm passed we all decided to leave for the night. Basically we wanted to get out while we could. It was almost 8:00 by that time. The officer was going to drive our next door neighbors to the home of one of their friends. Brandon was parked halfway down McCulley Mill, over a quarter of a mile away and asked if we could get a lift to our car. Normally, a quarter of a mile would be nothing, but that night it seemed so far away.
We climbed in the back of the police car, wedged in with a desktop computer, and rode out to our car. That was my first, and hopefully last, ride in a police car. There was water blocking the passenger’s side of Brandon's car, so I crawled in the back seat behind him.
We left and drove up McCulley Mill to Capshaw Road. We tried to take a right on Capshaw out to East Limestone Road, but the road was a mess. If we had been thinking clearly we would have realized that the tornado went that way also. We ended up back on McCulley Mill going north and turned on another road trying to go east. The whole time I was in the backseat with Brandon's cell phone trying to call Colby and let him know we were on our way over. None of the calls would go through. We drove over downed power lines. We drove over parts of flooded roads. We even almost drove into a tree that had fallen over the road. Brandon slammed on the brakes and my hand hit the back of his seat making his cell phone fly out of my hand. He wanted me to keep searching for it and I kept insisting I couldn't find it. A little ways down the road we had to turn onto another road because of flooded roads and debris. We got rerouted a few times onto other roads and it didn't take long for me to get completely lost. We thought if we could manage to keep going east that eventually we would hit East Limestone Road. We did finally hit East Limestone Road near the high school. It took a few minutes to make a left turn. We thought we were out of the danger zone, but we hit a section of East Limestone Road that the tornado had crossed. Brandon kept saying that if we couldn't get to my brother's house then he had enough gas in the car for us to turn around and go to his work, but I just wanted to see the rest of my family. After dodging more tree limbs, running over more power lines and being scared out of my mind we made it past the damage.
I saw Brandon take his hands off the steering wheel, and the car quickly pulled to the right. We both knew we had a flat tire. I wasn't about to stop that close, especially not knowing if there were more storms coming. Brandon asked how close we were to Colby's and I kept saying we were almost there. We rode about 2 miles on that flat tire. Those were the longest miles I've ever experienced. We finally made it to my brother's and his wife found dry clothes for us. I went online and let everyone know we were okay. While we waited around for my parents to show up I asked my brother's wife, Christian, if they had anything to eat since I hadn't eaten since lunch, and it was now almost 9:00 at night. While she cooked tacos for us, I flipped through the phone book looking up numbers for managers at work. I didn't know the extent of the damage at that time. I thought everyone would go into work the next day and wonder where I was.
When things became a little calmer that night, the pain began to hit me. Sitting down and standing up were hard. Every muscle in my back and ribs ached. Being checked for injuries never entered my mind that night. I was just thankful to see my husband and family again.
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