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Terror from the Sky


Nancy Drew paced back and forth across the living room. “What could be keeping Dad and Hannah?” she muttered. “They were only going to the pharmacy to fill one of Hannah’s prescriptions.” She glanced at her watch. “We’ll miss our plane if they’re not back soon.”


Suddenly Nancy heard what sounded like a bus pull into the Drews’ driveway. She rushed to the front window and looked out.


“Oh, wow!” she cried.


Nancy let the curtain drop and raced out the front door of her house, her reddish blond hair flying.


“What’s with the RV, Dad?” she called as Carson Drew and their housekeeper, Hannah Gruen, stepped down from the huge motor home.


“This is what we’re driving to Oklahoma,” Mr. Drew replied.


Nancy blinked her bright blue eyes in surprise. “I thought we were going to fly.”


Hannah shook her head. “It’s all my fault, Nancy. I decided I might want to bring back some things from Cousin Bertha’s house, so your father kindly agreed to rent this RV and return the airline tickets.”


“We should have plenty of room now for anything Hannah wants to bring back,” Mr. Drew said. He paused. “Is something wrong, Nancy?”


Nancy sighed. “Oh, no, Dad, not really. It’s just that . . . well, you know how much I love to fly.”


“That I do, Nancy,” her father said. “That I do.”


“How long will it take us to get to Oklahoma?” Nancy ventured.


“A couple of days,” her father replied, grinning. “Are you worried about getting bored without a mystery to solve?”


Nancy returned his grin. “Oh, I’ll find something to keep myself occupied.”


Nancy knew how important this trip was to Hannah. Their housekeeper had unexpectedly received a letter from a lawyer in Medicine Bluff, Oklahoma, informing her that she had inherited a farm from her cousin Bertha, whom she hadn’t heard from in years. Because Carson Drew was not only her employer of many years but also the most prominent lawyer in River Heights, Hannah asked him for advice. After Hannah decided that she didn’t want to give up her life in River Heights and move, Mr. Drew advised her to sell the property. Hannah wanted to see it first, though, because she and Bertha had been close as children, so it was decided to go to Medicine Bluff to take care of the legal matters in person.


Just then Nancy’s two best friends, Bess Marvin and George Fayne, stepped out of the back of the RV. “Surprise!” they cried.


“What’s going on here?” Nancy asked.


Mr. Drew laughed. “Hannah knew you’d be disappointed about not flying, so she asked Bess and George if they could go with us. They can. It’ll be like a party.”


“All right!” Nancy cheered.


Bess and George rushed up to hug her. The two girls were cousins, but they were physical opposites. George was tall, slim, and very athletic. She had dark hair and eyes. Bess was shorter and had a fuller figure. Her blond hair was the color of straw, and she had pale blue eyes.


“Get your things, Nancy,” Mr. Drew said. “The rest of us are ready to go.”


Nancy, Bess, and George ran into the house to help Nancy retrieve her luggage, then they all got back into the RV.


“This thing is huge,” Nancy said.


“It’s like a house on wheels,” Hannah said.


When everyone was seated and buckled in, Mr. Drew backed out of the driveway.


“We’ll make St. Louis tonight,” Mr. Drew said. “Then tomorrow we’ll be in Medicine Bluff, Oklahoma.”


“I’m really looking forward to the trip, Nancy,” George said. “We’ve all been so busy lately, we haven’t had any really good long talks.”


“I met the cutest guy last week,” Bess said. “He used to live in Oklahoma. Right before his family moved to River Heights, their house was blown away by a tornado. He said they were lucky to be alive.”


“That’s terrible,” Nancy said. “You hear a lot about tornadoes in that part of the country.”


“Well, I certainly hope we’re not in one while we’re there,” Bess said.


“Me, too. They’re so powerful,” Nancy said. “I saw a documentary about them on television.”


Hannah shivered.


“What’s wrong?” Nancy asked.


“I wish you girls wouldn’t talk about tornadoes,” Hannah replied. She reached into a bag by her feet. “I bought this book about Oklahoma right after I heard about the farm. It has pictures of tornadoes in it.”


Nancy took the book from Hannah.


“Oh, Bess, George! Look at this,” she said. “It shows the tornado that hit Oklahoma City. Look how huge it is!”


“It makes you wonder what must have been going through people’s minds when they saw that tornado coming,” Bess said. “I would have been terrified.”


“People were,” Nancy said. “It was an F5.”


“What does that mean?” Hannah asked.


“F stands for Fujita. He was the scientist who came up with the damage ranking for tornadoes,” Nancy replied. “F0 tornadoes are the weakest. They have winds of only forty to seventy-two miles per hour.”


“That’s still a lot of wind,” Mr. Drew said. “It’s almost hurricane strength.”


“You’re right, Dad, but F5 tornadoes have winds of over 261 miles per hour,” Nancy said. “They’re the most powerful storms on earth.”


“I’m glad we don’t have tornadoes in River Heights,” George said.


“Actually, River Heights did have a tornado about forty years ago,” Mr. Drew said. “But it was a small one and it hit outside of town, so it didn’t do much damage.”


“Why do some places get tornadoes and others not?” George asked.


“It mostly has to do with location,” Nancy said.


“Location?” Hannah said.


Nancy nodded. “Even though tornadoes can form almost anywhere, the central part of the United States is the perfect place. That’s why it’s called Tornado Alley.”


“And Oklahoma is right in the middle of Tornado Alley,” Bess added.


“That’s right,” Nancy said. “Oklahoma is where the dry air from the polar regions comes in off the Rocky Mountains and meets the warm, moist air coming up from the Gulf of Mexico. When the air masses collide, a tornado can be created.”


“I hope they don’t plan to collide while we’re out there,” Hannah said. She shivered again.


Nancy didn’t say anything, but she looked out the window to see if there were any dark clouds forming. So far, there weren’t. But they were headed right for Tornado Alley, and she knew anything could happen this time of the year.


• • •


Early the next morning, after a quick breakfast in St. Louis, Nancy and the others were back on the highway, headed for Oklahoma.


Nancy, Bess, and George spent most of the morning playing cards and talking about things that had been going on in River Heights.


At noon they reached Springfield, Missouri, and stopped for lunch. As they walked toward the entrance to the restaurant, Nancy noticed that there were a lot of dark clouds in the west.


“I wonder if those are the clouds they were talking about in that book,” she whispered to Bess and George so Hannah wouldn’t hear her. “They’re probably coming in off the Rocky Mountains.”


“Let’s just hope there’s no warm, moist air coming up from the Gulf of Mexico,” George said.


The restaurant was crowded, so it was several minutes before the waitress arrived to take their order.


“Sorry it took me so long to get over here, folks,” she said. “You can blame it on the atmospheric pressure. It does crazy things to people.”


“Yes, it is warm outside,” Mr. Drew said.


“It’s more than that,” the waitress said. “People get nervous and irritable when there are tornado watches out.”


“We hadn’t heard that,” Nancy said. “We’re from out of town.”


The waitress gave everyone a big smile. “Well, welcome to Tornado Alley, folks. This whole area is under a tornado alert until midnight tonight. That usually means that somewhere around here there’s going to be a tornado before morning. Now, then, what would you folks like to eat?”


The speciality of the house was chicken-fried steak with mashed potatoes and gravy, so everyone ordered that.


Nancy thought the food tasted delicious, but she found herself glued to the television set that was mounted on the wall just down from their booth. A local weatherman kept breaking into the regular programming to show the red-shaded tornadowatch area. It covered all of southwest Missouri, where they were now, and the whole state of Oklahoma.


“We’d better hurry,” Mr. Drew said suddenly. “We want to get to Medicine Bluff before dark.”


Nancy turned to her father and realized he’d been watching the television set himself. He didn’t say anything else, but Nancy could tell by his expression that he was worried, too.


“That pie over there sure looks good,” Bess said.


“We’ll get a piece to go,” Nancy said quickly. She knew that Bess would be disappointed to miss dessert.


Two hours later they crossed into Oklahoma, drove through Tulsa and Oklahoma City, and headed toward Medicine Bluff.


Just as they reached Chickasha, a loud clap of thunder shook the RV, and big drops of rain started pounding them.


Hannah screamed.


Mr. Drew suddenly swerved from the right lane into the left lane.


“Dad!” Nancy cried. “Is everything all right?”


“Yes, yes, it’s okay. Sorry, everybody,” Carson Drew replied. “Hannah’s scream startled me.”


“Oh, I’m so sorry, Mr. Drew,” Hannah said. Her voice was quavering, and Nancy knew she was near tears. “That thunder scared me. I guess it’s all that talk about tornadoes.”


“We’re sorry,” Nancy said. “We should have been more thoughtful.”


A flash of lightning struck the highway in front of them, and Mr. Drew put on the brakes.


“It’s hard to see because of the rain,” Mr. Drew said. “I wonder if we should find a place to pull over.”


“Turn on the radio, Dad,” Nancy said.


“Nancy, we don’t have time to listen to music,” Mr. Drew said. “We’re in the middle of a bad storm.”


“It’s not music I want to hear,” Nancy explained. “It’s the weather report.”


“Good idea,” Mr. Drew said. “Hannah, you do the honors. It’s that knob right there.”


Hannah’s hands were shaking so much that she could hardly tune the radio.


“Stop there, Hannah!” Nancy cried. She had heard a man mention the word tornado.


“. . . is about a mile wide and is headed toward I-44. Everyone in the path . . .”


“Dad,” Nancy said, keeping her voice calm, “we’re on Interstate 44.” She looked out the window, but the rain was so heavy she could see nothing else.


Nancy knew she had to do something. Beside her, Bess and George sat in wide-eyed silence. The air inside the RV was so oppressive that it was hard to breath. She suddenly remembered that the atmospheric pressure changed dramatically during a tornado.


Suddenly a brilliant flash of lightning lit up the sky.


Nancy gasped. There was a swirling black cloud on the highway. It was coming right toward them.


“Dad! There’s the tornado!” Nancy cried. “Pull over! We need to get out of the RV now!”


Carson Drew immediately edged the huge RV onto the shoulder of the highway.


“Get to a ditch!” Nancy shouted. “Curl up and cover your heads!”


Nancy was glad now that Hannah had brought along the book about Oklahoma. She read what people should do if they were caught on the highway during a tornado.


When the RV stopped, Nancy opened the side doors and everyone rushed out into the blinding rain.


To the side of the RV was a deep ditch. Bess and George hurried down into it. Nancy and Mr. Drew each grabbed one of Hannah’s arms so she wouldn’t stumble and fall.


Above the noise of the rain Nancy heard another noise. It sounded like the roar of a thousand jet planes.


That’s it, she thought. That’s what they’re supposed to sound like.


All of a sudden the rain slackened but not the noise, and the sky filled with flying debris.


“Get down!” Nancy screamed. “Cover your heads!”


As she buried her face in the wet grass, Nancy wondered if they’d get out of this alive.
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The Green Duffel Bag


“Those are trees flying over us!” Bess screamed.


Nancy pushed Bess’s head back down into the wet grass. “Don’t look!” she shouted.


They might survive being struck by flying objects on other parts of their bodies, Nancy knew, but if something hit their heads, it could kill them.


Suddenly Nancy felt herself being pulled up by the force of the wind.


“Oh, no!” she cried. She had heard stories about people being sucked up into the center of a tornado and then carried for several miles before falling back to earth. Was that going to happen to her now? she wondered.


Desperately Nancy held on to the blades of grass beside her, even though she knew they could easily be ripped from the ground by the power of the tornado.


Against her better judgment, Nancy slowly opened her eyes. She had to see what was going on. The clouds were boiling and churning all around her. The air was still full of debris. The tornado seemed to have a life of its own.


Somehow, over the roar of the wind, Nancy heard a scream. She turned her head slightly. George, too, was floating in the air, with only the thick blades of grass holding her to the earth.


Then, all of a sudden, they both fell back to the ground, and the roaring ceased. The storm had passed.


Nancy lay panting for several seconds, then slowly lifted her head and looked around. They were all still there, but everyone was covered with mud.


George started laughing.


“What’s so funny?” Bess demanded, her voice near breaking.


“I couldn’t help thinking that if we were mud wrestlers,” George explained, “this is what we’d look like.”


“Dad, Hannah?” Nancy called. “Are you okay?”


Carson Drew sat up slowly and rubbed the back of his neck. “I don’t think there’s any damage.”


“Me, either,” Hannah said, her voice shaking. “But my ears are still ringing from the noise.”


“Where did it go?” Bess asked.


Nancy stood up and looked around her. “It must have gone back up into the clouds,” she replied. “They do that.”


Now everyone else began to stand up slowly.


“We were evidently right on the edge of the tornado,” Mr. Drew said. “If we’d been in the middle of it, we wouldn’t be here now.”


Nancy shivered at that thought.


Suddenly she remembered the RV. It was still beside the road where they had parked it, but some of the windows had been cracked, and Nancy could see a couple of large dents in the side where it had been struck by flying debris. She just hoped it would still run.


Mr. Drew must have been thinking the same thing. “I don’t think anyone needs medical attention,” he said, “so let’s drive on to the farm to see if there’s any damage there.”


Hannah gasped. “Oh, my goodness!” she cried. “I never thought about that.”


Everyone started up the slippery grass bank toward the RV. Once inside, they collapsed into the soft chairs.


“These seats will be filthy,” Hannah said.


“We can clean them,” Nancy said. “Nothing ever felt so good.”


When Mr. Drew started the RV, the engine purred.


“I think it’s ready to get out of here, too,” Bess said.


Nancy and George laughed.


As Mr. Drew pulled back onto the highway, Nancy stared out the window at the destruction around her. There were trees uprooted everywhere. Power poles had been snapped like twigs.


“Watch out for power lines across the highway, Dad,” Nancy said. “They could be dangerous.”


“Oh, great,” Bess moaned. “We survive a tornado only to be electrocuted.”


“I don’t see any downed lines ahead of us,” Mr. Drew said. “I think they’re mostly in the fields.”


“Oh, my!” Hannah cried. “Look!”


Everyone turned to see what had drawn Hannah’s attention.


Nancy could see a man and a woman wandering around what remained of their front yard. Their large brick house looked as if it had exploded.


“Let’s stop, Dad,” Nancy said. “Those people may need our help.”


When Mr. Drew turned the RV into the driveway and stopped in front of the house, the man and the woman looked at them with dazed eyes.


“The woman’s injured,” Nancy said. “One side of her face is covered with blood.”


“Nancy, there’s a first-aid kit under the sink,” Mr. Drew said. “Get it and let’s see what we can do.”
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