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The Tornado
By Kylon Harris
March 1, 2007 at around 9:00 pm my 5 year old little brother Michael called on Jesus Christ….and He answered. My mom picked us up early from school that day due to a tornado watch and a local curfew. She continued to run errands until my grandmother called and insisted we go home.  We really didn’t put much thought into a tornado, just some rain, strong winds, and if we are lucky, a power outage. That way we would be able to pull out the flashlights and all pile in my mom and dads bed. 
Once we arrived home we went through our normal routine of homework, dinner, chores, baths, and bed.  I noticed the rain and high winds had ceased and there was a sudden calm about the night.  I think we all had forgotten about a possible tornado because my dad was on the computer in the front of the house and my mom was down the hall washing clothes, determined not to let the dirty laundry carry over into the weekend.   I noticed the lights that were on in the hallway started to flicker and there was a fast approaching roaring outside that sounded as if it was hovering over the house.  My dad came running down the hallway shouting “Get in the bathroom!” My mom, who had just begun washing clothes reluctantly, asked “why?”  In a hurry to gather us, he responded “I think the tornado is outside!”   



 Michael and I got up out of bed, terrified, and crying. At that point, I remember seeing the look of helplessness on my moms face right before the lights went out.  Now my brother and I are hysterical as my dad usher me, my brother, and mother into the bath tub while he sat on the edge.  I guess my imagination got the best of me with all the commotion going on outside.  It sounded as if there was a freight train headed straight for us and the trees falling all around sounded like monsters trying to get into the house.  
My mom told us to stop crying and pray.  Instantly, my little brother sent up a heart felt prayer to Jesus that was so far from his typical two prayers that he recites before he eats and before he goes to bed.  I can’t tell you Michael’s exact prayer to Jesus. “...A Little Child Shall Lead Them” Isaiah 11:6
I remember him calling Jesus name over and over and over as if he was waiting for a response.  Michael continued to pray and ask Jesus to protect us and keep us safe.  Before the storm passed, we all were saying The Lords Prayer.  
When we walked outside there were trees down all over our back yard.  Some had snapped, others were uprooted but not one as so much grazed our house.  We had our work cut out as far as clearing the yard.  We removed debris, limbs, and branches everyday after school and work.  My grandpa Otis came by everyday for about a week to cut up trees with his chainsaw.  One day while he was working in our yard a car full of strangers, no God’s helpers, stopped and helped him.  
My mom applied for some assistance with removing the large trees and we were aided by Samaritans Purse.  They sent about six, men who volunteered their time and own equipment.  They worked diligently to restore our back yard and on their way out they left our family with the best gift we had ever received…..a bible signed with a personal message from all of them.  I don’t know how much of that night my little brother will remember, but I still feel the butterflies in my stomach from that genuine prayer he sent up to Jesus.
