 


        THE HURRICANE OF 1938
It was a dark and rainy day in September 1938. I’d been home from school about an hour when chaos hit Northboro, Massachusetts. We had no warning of it, unlike the advance hype of today’s television storm tracking. The HURRICANE OF 1938 came at us with 100 plus mile per hour gusto. The wind was howling at our house and small things, like shingles, flew through the air. Looking out a window I saw a big thing take flight. It was the church steeple from the Baptist Church at the corner of School and Main Street across the way. The church bell hit Route 20 with a bounce that made a deep ringing sound.

My great grandmother, who lived with us at the time, had fetched her bible and convinced us little ones by her actions that the end of the world was upon us. This proclamation by Granny Peasley was soon buttressed when no less than six large Elms were uprooted and came to rest against our Victorian style domicile, breaking a few windows along the way. A glance to the back yard told us that our small grove of tall pines was lying flat on the ground. At its raging peak the hurricane’s excitement and terror had made a recent high school fire next door seem like a benign event. Enough traumas in one year to cause a seven-year-old to wonder if volatile happenings like the fire and hurricanes were a way of life. 

When that quiet eye of that 1938 hurricane graced Northboro, we were evacuated to a house next door. This was suggested by some men who were concerned about the weight of all those trees leaning against our house. We were carried next door through downed electrical wires lying on the ground. A man was killed when a tree fell on his car after he stopped on Route 20. It took my dad the whole night to make it from his mill in to our house. Route 20 was completely blocked by a downed grove of tall pines and for him to walk in the dark over live wires would be a perilous venture. After abandoning his car dad found refuge at CHET'S DINER and didn’t make it home until morning. Those stranded at CHET'S may have taken part in the first hurricane party of the Northeast.  
Fallen trees blocked our roads for days and the smell of saws ripping into green wood is one that has stayed with me to bring back the memory of a time when nature’s wrath hit hard. It was two months before power and phone lines were restored. For some time after that Hurricane of 1938 we read by candle and kerosene lantern. Our drinking water had to be boiled.  
Our barn cupola with its antique copper racehorse weathervane somehow survived with the rest of us. The weathervane horse has retired from hurricane racing and resides in New Jersey. The human survivors are spread around this planet.  
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