Wheat: The Eye of the Storm

[SCOPE]

The Eye of the Storm Adam Wheat

It all started very innocently.

Well, actually, I'm not sure if a person who tells a group
of seventh graders to look outside at a coming tornado can
realistically be considered to be doing anything innocently.
That’s more like insanity, but Mrs. Webb’s particular patent-
pending brand of craziness often took on an aura of child-
like innocence. So we, as actual children, were right there
with her, leaning as far out of the second story, science lab
window as we could and watching the swirling beginnings
of a really big storm.

It wasn’t until Mrs. Webb—who, upon further reflection,
was definitely working with one of her mental tent flaps
firmly unstaked—was driving me to the emergency room
that | remembered what my parents had often said about
what to do during tornadoes, like avoiding windows and
hiding in bathtubs...under mattresses.

My dad was out of town, and my mother was working
at the hospital toward which Mrs. Webb and | were unsafe-
ly hurtling in her car. So alone in my pain, | berated myself
about my stupid choice to take a jump off the proverbial
bridge following the lead of this woman who was talking to
herself quietly in the driver’'s seat as we swerved toward
the hospital.

Needless to say, when | saw my mother, | ran to her in
desperation. | looked up at her like Quasimodo from “The
Hunchback of Notre Dame” with my one good eye, as the
other was too painful to open. | told her how, when every-
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brilliance of the mid-day sunshine. | immediately understood
how vampires must feel. Covering my eyes with my arm,
| searched hopelessly for my car and prayed for death to
come quickly.

| guess sometimes we see bad things coming and are
helpless to stop them. Other times we stick our faces di-
rectly into the middle of them, and still other times we’re not
given an ounce of warning. Many situations work out on
their own while others have to be pulled out or just suffered
through. | was going to try to extend this thought into a clev-
erly tied in life lesson, but | feel the analogy really just stops
there. I mean | can’t say that having an old doctor’s chest
hair in my eye really brought about anything good in the end.
So the best | can do for words of wisdom is this: don’t look at
the eye of the storm unless you want the storm in your eye.
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