Afraid
A True Story by Kim Peterson

When I was about middle school age, I was hanging around outside, playing in the yard with my brother and some neighborhood kids.  It was a hot summer day.  We had been playing all day in the hot sun.  Late in the afternoon, the clouds started to roll in and my mom called us in not long before the tornado sirens started to blast through the neighborhood warning us that a serious storm was coming.  Like always, we headed downstairs where we hung out under the stairs but could still listen to the news from the T.V.  We were nervous.  We could also tell that it was getting darker outside.  The air seemed to be turning greener and greener by the minute. The reporter on the T.V. continued to talk about tornadoes being sighted all around the area.  The wind started to blow and become heavy.  We could hear the windows rattling.  The lights flickered and outside it began to rain. The closer to what I thought were tornado conditions the more afraid I became.  I hugged by knees tightly to my chest and listened to the T.V and watched the look on my mom’s face.  I could tell see was worried too. After an hour of listening, waiting, watching and worrying, an all clear report came through the T.V.  The tornado warning had passed.  We made it.  
As the rain continued pouring down outside, now even heavier than before, we bounded up the stairs awaiting the promised “pancakes for dinner” that we got to enjoy when our dad was out of town on business. While we set the table and mom got dinner ready, we began to hear more thunder and see more lightning.  It was raining really hard.  The reporters were warning people in some parts about tornados and in other parts of the city, he was warning about the rain.    Soon it was time to eat and we discovered we needed more milk.  My mom sent me downstairs to get more milk in the extra refrigerator.  While I was grabbing the milk, I heard a peculiar sound:  Water dripping.  I turned around from the refrigerator to see water overflowing from the laundry room sink onto the floor.  I ran upstairs with the milk, and my mom and my brother followed me back down.  My mom stood perplexed for what seemed like several minutes, but actually was just a few second.  She found the number of my dad’s hotel, and quickly made a call.  I remember my mom calling many people that night.  She called for advice and help.  In the end, my mom, brother and I saved the basement from flooding that night.  I don’t even remember if we ate our pancake dinner. 
Mom told us to go to the garage and find as many buckets as we could.  Upon our return, all three of us started scooping the water from the sink and running up the stairs and out the front door and throwing it down the driveway.  The rain poured down on top of our heads and the lightning crashed above our heads. We didn’t have time to be afraid of  our house flooding, although the thought was on each of our minds as we worked.   For hours and hours we marched up the stairs with the full buckets and returned with them empty.  We could hardly take a break because the sink would fill up too fast.  On one of my short breaks I went to the back door to look outside.  The lightning crashed and I was shocked at what I saw.  The pond that was normally far away from the back door of our house was only a few feet from our back door.  I called for my mom.  Fear grew even bigger inside her.  I could see it in her eyes.  There was nothing we could do except hope that the pond never grew any bigger. We kept filling buckets, praying that the rain would stop, afraid that if it didn’t our house would flood.  We worked with only a few short breaks until after midnight, when my uncle finally arrived from his house 10 miles away.  He left only a little after 10pm and didn’t arrive until then.  Many of the roads my uncle tried to take were flooded.   By the time he got there, the rain had started to slow down, and we realized that if it weren’t for my brother, my mom and I and our hard work, we may have lost a lot of things in our house.  The sink kept filling up, but since the rain had slowed down, my mom sent my brother and I to bed.  I remember being so exhausted I didn’t even have time to be scared.  I will never forget that night.  The night of the rain that wouldn’t stop.  
