[note to Diane, this story is longer than usual, so please figure out a creative way to include art without taking up so much space. Here’s one idea: crop the HR art I’ve placed in the folder, and overlay the title of the story, and place it in the title area, so the rest of the space is devoted to the story—see sample below.]
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Tsunami

Shilpa’s story
Sunday, Dec. 26, Chennai, India, 6:45 a.m.
Suddenly the bed starts vibrating. I have never experienced vibration like this, and I’m frightened. 

The news reader says an earthquake on the island of Sumatra, Indonesia, measures 8.9 on the Richter scale. 

My cell phone rings. It’s my friends, Priyanka and Sushmita. They say, "The water is rising near the coast and right near our houses!"  I live in Chennai, just one-half kilometer (one-third) from the beach. 

Another friend, Nanditha, calls and tells me they expect a tsunami. She wants me to evacuate my house and go to hers, which is in the center of Chennai. But my parents aren't at home—I don't know what to do!

Nanditha calls again and she sounds frantic. "Evacuate immediately!" she begs me.  Suddenly there is no signal on any cell phones in our house.  I am becoming more upset by the moment. Finally, my mother comes to pick me up. I have never been so glad to see her! 

All that afternoon and evening the scenes I see on TV and on the beaches near my house keep running through my mind like repeat telecasts. The water has entered the city and swept a lot of bodies along with it. 

Later, we would learn that 200 people died in Chennai, a city of about 4.5 million people. Fortunately, all the people I know are safe. 

Today, we are allowed to go to the beaches again, but not many people take a dip in the sea—none of us knows what will happen and when.
