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This is one OH the prmd
Eodom oH a dousmmo. :

by this picture that it
was sold as®a postcard.

roars to E.ﬁ mb& starts nnmﬂnm acro

- 1800s, few mnow_o in the world hac

 of these monstrous clouds.

THE DEVIL’S WIKD

Imagine it’s two hundred years ago.
You're walking alone somewhere in the
middle of America. There are no towns,
no roads, and not another person around
Suddenly the sky turns
greenish black. The wind starts to howl.

for miles.
And then you see it, a strange 9515@

cloud snaking down from the sky.

_mbm mrmﬁo:bm everything in i its patk
Your heart ~stops. Your blo
cold. What 8&& ﬁra be?

.Ho&m% o», noE.m

wo_p §£~
that it’s a no_.:mmo.
But until m_uo_.: the 5&&@
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:vnow_o living on Americas |

' Native American nations: Members

_ _ ,.Svn called them the mnS_mﬂcﬁbm,

~ told of a beast called G o | mnncnw the United States, smashing n_cnmséu?:m

* ... a flying horse with a mb_mw&.w, i ped m%m% towns, and destroying lives. On the follow ng

adoes—the Himm_ﬁmm.m Tornado of BMN
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Enﬁ?ﬁﬁ.o_m Adrian Dillon had heard stories

about ferocious monsters lurking near his Illinois

town. There was the Ozark Howler, a wild

bearlike cre ith razorsharp teeth and a
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e massive twister ripped ::ocmr
and Indiana. It killed Nearly

e. It destroyed twelve schools,

three houts; th

Missourl, [llinois,
seven hundred peop!

Entire towns Were sucked into the sky..

One of those towns was Parrish, Tllinois, Where

Adrian lived with his family.
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MILES MEX| oeniell 4 A o
: co : : sl lurking in the wilderness
| of Southern Hn_.ﬁ._.dwwrm.
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AN EXCITIKG DAY AHEAD

Adrian woke up on the morning of March 18
with a jolt of excitement. Not much ever happened
in Parrish. It was just a tiny speck of a town,
nestled within the grassy hills of Southern Illinois.

America was changing fast in 1925, with most
cities and big towns ljt up by electric lights and
honking with motorcars,

E1SI4 0808 184

VI D D e 5 i

But Parrish hadn’t changed much since Adrian’s
grandparents first settled here one hundred years
before. Parrish School didn’t have electricity yet.
Few people had telephones or radios. Many people
in Parrish, including the Dillons, still drove around

in wagons pulled by horses.
But for Adrian, Parrish was the center of the

world. Especially today. Because this afternoon
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lMarbles could be
played anywhere—
even behind a

| school’s toilet!
“““% In the 1920s,
many schools

.W«MHH& ad only *

outdoor toilefs.

marbles ﬂmm.ﬂra:,4
most popular game
1 jerican boy

While marbles

played mainly by

the game oI jacks

a favorite for girls.

5 In many cities,
marbles tournaments
attracteqd huge crowds.




big marbles tournament. Adrj,, |
was th g T school early to compete, True, there were only about eighty kids. But
had vQBam_o:m o popular games ; still. Adrian was proud of his skill. His prized
Marbles W one i and his fricng s_ possession was a sack filled with marbles he’d won
America in _owmm mw J every day at recess. A 9._.8,,. in matches. If he did well in today’s tournament,
fanatics. They P &Y . . he’d be the town’s marbles champion. His photo

would be in the newspaper. He’d be famous!
Adrian lay under his quilt, smiling to himself.
But suddenly the sound of his father’s voice

snapped him out of his happy spell. Even a marble

champion had to do his morning chores.

A

and his friends would kneel around Am__ E mo ,
they'd drawn in the ground. Hr@ ..,%o& d

turns trying o knock one w:o\.ﬁrn_.w marbles oy
the dirt ring. Adrian Joved ever
game—the feel of cool m_mwm_
the clack of the marbles, t

his buddies.
And, of course,

Ac




SCENES OF 1920s PARM LIrg

There are no surviving .uwﬁown;
of the Dillons’ farm. But these
photos capture what life was
in farming areas like Parrish,

.

Adrian’s friends’ fathers worked 5 _&n dangerous

Black Star Coal Mine, one of the many mines dug

under the hills of southern Missouri ..ubm_Ewnomm.. & g
Being a miner meant working hundreds of feer ol
underground in almost total darkness. Miners
breathed in poisonous dust and faced the constant

risk of explosions and cave-ins. Hundreds of

miners died every year in America

mend, fields to weed. That morning, Adrian and:
his thirteen-year-old brother, Leonard, milke
the cows. Ten-year-old Ruie helped prepare _nrn,
oatmeal and bacon for breakfast, Even litt
Wendell and Faye pitched in by feeding
family’s pet rabhbis. e
The work was endless. But Adrian kn
family was lucky to have their farm. Man
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Dillon ho nd dad—Edna and worb/rm

: a
Adrian’s BoB

€.

<
g John was a warm man sﬁr m;

their animals-

friends.
After chores, Hra mﬁ:@ sat moéb to

Edna doted on the _Cmm,,.wn_

And yet hundreds of miles to the west, a
monstrous storm was raging. Overnight, violent
thunderstorms lashed Oklahoma and Kansas.
Egg-size hailstones had shattered windows and
punched holes in rooftops. A small tornado had
chewed apart a barn in a small Kansas town.

That storm had crossed into Missouri from

Kansas, and was ,rom&mbm east. It was gaining
anmﬁr mba__ Bo<5w, at wo Bn_nm per hour, m_mnnw




