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The Storm
I was at my friend’s house enjoying a meal that his mother had prepared. I knew that it would rain but nothing could have prepared me for the storm that was to come. The experience was one of my most frightening to date. I quavered in dread but I somehow knew that my friend and I would make it through.
The first sign of the impending downpour ware the winds that made the suspended flower pots on my friend’s foyer swing vigorously from side to side like loose teeth. The doors and the windows of the barn banged against the walls and the sound was like that of a Roman region passing through. Without warning, the skies lightened up, and it seemed like a great camera had taken a shot to store in memory the impending destruction of the earth as it is known to man. No sooner had the flash shown from the east to west, forming a pattern like the veins at the back of a human hand, that I heard the scariest rumbling my young years had ever experienced. It was like the sound of two supersonic jets.
Amid my timidity, I had a peek outside and the warm radiant rays of the sun had been swallowed by dark menacing clouds. I was depressed when I saw one of my favorite stray dog try to find a place to save his hide from the impending calamity. The trees also seemed to complain as the wind gushed through them, shaking them violently, as if they were in a mission to uproot every one of them and through them in the ocean. In fact, some of the trees could no longer take the harassment and I could hear their branches breaking. The smaller ones were uprooted-it seemed unfair to me. Years and years of growing had been destroyed in one day.
Without any warning, the first droplet fell. At first, I thought it was some metal debris that had been hurled on the roof top by the violent. cruel winds. But the droplets kept falling and they fell in rapid succession like bullets from a machine gun in the hands of a crazed man. Judging by the sound they made, I was sure that they would tear through the roofing and we would be soaked wet within a matter of seconds. I would have sworn they were the size of a fist, a grown man’s fists -by the fervor and intensity they were pounding on the poor roof.
I prayed and hoped for a quick ending to this horror, but the rain, the storm continued for what seemed like an eternity. All the while, my friends face was more ashen than mine and for his sake, both our sakes; I had to be strong since I was older albeit by one year. At long last, the rain started to subside. The winds lost their vigor and the skies seemed to have emptied there burden.
Just when I was wondering if I will ever see the sun’s rays again, the dark clouds parted ways and the sun shown again. The aftermath was even worse than the storm. There were rivers everywhere, ones that were not there when I woke up in the morning. The color was a murky brown with all kinds of rubble flowing downstream.
